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Ley, her Maid: 
| Betty. 2 0 


Dramatis 'Perſone. | 


* 


-Heartwell, a ſurly old Batchelor, 8 ing to ſlight Wo: 8 
| men; ſecretly in Love with Silvia. 
Bellmour, in Love with Belinda. 


9 capricious ins * inLove pr bum 
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: S t. Bluffe. 
Fendi wis a Banker. - 


Setter, a Pimp. : 
Servant to Fondlewife. ' 
* 0 M E N. , 
. WOE in love * Vainlove.. | 3 8 ; 
vaude, Her Coulin an affected Lady, i in Love-with Bell: 
mor. 


' Latitia, Wifeto Fondlewife £0 


Silvia, Vainlove's forſaken N 
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Bellmour. 


x 2 Morrow. I thought a contemplative | 

UN Lover could no more have parted with 

A tis Bed ina Morning, than a“ could 
1 have ſlept int. 


— hy truth on'tis, theſe early Sallies are 
not Nt ton me; but Buſineſs, as you ſee, Sir (Sen- 
ing Letters.) And Bufineſs muſt be follow'd, or be loſt. 
Bell. Pox o' Buſineſs And ſo muſt Time, my Friend. 

be cloſe purſued, or loſt, Buſineſs is the Rub of Life, per- 
verts our Aim, caſts off the Bias, wanne W n 
mort of the 8 Mark. i 
Vain, Pleaſure, I ueſs you mean. OT STO ans Re." 
Bell. Ay, what el e has meaning? 1 
_ Fain, Oh the wiſe will 3 . 


. : 5 2 412 4 
1 : ; g 
4 N * 


2 7 Vain. Bell mour, good Morrow. - 


== Ainlove „ and abroad 2 early? good | 5 | 


” * 
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| 1 Bell. 103 6 ian 5 belieye or abe 
Vain How, how, Ned, a wiſe Man ſay more chan be 

| 1 . 120 6 

| Bell. Ay, ay, pox W om's not ing but a etendin 

ki Bt believe, and more than N. og he! 


"TY « 


as, Eien. 8 — 


| j read of but.one wiſe. Man, and all that he knew was, that 
= he knew nothing. Come, come, leave Buſineſs to Idlers, 
= and Wiſdom to Fools; they have need of em: Wit, be 


my Faculty, and Pl-aſure 6 Occupation; andlet Father 
Time ſhake his Glaſs, Let low and earthly Souls 158.2 


= *rillcheytuvework'd themielves fix toot deep ißto a 
4 Grave Buſineſs is not my E lement— I rowfi na high= 
5 er Orb and dwell 


1 Vain. In Caſtles i'th' Air of thy own building: That's 
thy Element, Ned Well as high a Flyer as you are, 
I have a Lure may make you ſtoop. | 


(Flings a Letter. 
Bell. I marry Sir, I haves Hawk's Eye at a Woman's 
5 Hand There's more Elegancy in the falſe Spelling of this 
WM Super ſoription than in all Cicero, ¶ Takes up the Zn er.) Let 
me ſee How now ? Dear perfidious Vainlove. (Reads 85 
Vain. Hold, hold, life that's the wrong, 
Bell. Nay let's ſee the Name, Silvia! how can'ft thou 
be ungrate ful to that Creature? She's extreamly pret 
and loves thee intirely 1 have heard her breath ſu 
1 os about ee 1 oc 1275 
Fain. Ay, or any Body that She's en 
Bell. No faith Frank you wrong her; ſhe has been juſt 


T0 Ou: 
| Fain. T Thats p pleaſant, by my roth, from thee who 
07 
— Ne ver her Affections: *tis true by Hea- 8 


ven, ſhe own d to my Face; and bluſhing like the Virgin 
Morn vrhen it diſcloſed the Cheat, which, that truſty 
— Nature, Night had hid, confeſs d ber Soul was 
true to you; tho I by treachery had ſtol'n the Bliſs— 
Vain. So was true as Turtle——in imagination, Ned, 
- ha?preach this Doctrine to Husbands, and the married 6 
Women will adore thee. 
Bell. W hy faith I think it will do well enough | 
If the Husband be out of the way, for the Wite to nor 


62 The Ola : Batchelors 25 > 


ker Fondneſs and Impatience of his Abſence, hy chooſ- 
ing a Lover as like him as ſhe can, and what is unlike ſhe 
may help out with herown Fancy. 
Vain. But is it not an Abuſe to the Lovet to be made 2 
Blind of? For ſhe only ſtalks under him to take aim at her 
Husband. T! ĩ m8 
Bell. As you ſay the Abuſe is to the Lover, not the Hus- 
band: For tis an Argument of her great Zeal towards 
bim, that ſhe will enjoy him in Efigie, | 
Vain. It muſt bea very ſuperſtitious Country, where 
ſuch Teal paſſes for true Devotion. I doubt it will be 
damn d by all our proteitant Husbands for flat Idolatry 
But if you can make Alderman Fondlewifz of your Per- 
ſwaſion; this Letter will be need!eſs. © 
Bell. What, the old Banker with the handſome Wife? 
D/ 901 J/Of G0 PaTen INREER 
Bell. Let me ſee, Latitia! Oh tis a delicious Morſel. 
Dear Frank thou art the trueſt Friend in the World. 
Vain. Ay, am nor To be continnally ſtarting of 
Hares for you to courſe. We were certainly cut out for 
one another; for my Temper quits an Amour, juſt 
where thine takes it up: But read that, it is an appointment 
for me, this Evening; when Fondl#wife will be gone out 
of Town, to meet a Maſter of a Ship; about the Return ot 
a Venture which he's in danger of loſing. Read, read. - 
Bell. (Reads,) Hum, hum Out of Town this 
Evening, andtalks of [ending for Mr. Spinte xd to keep me 
company; but I'll take care, he ſhall not be at home. Good! 
25 N Fanatickone-ey'd Parſon n 
"TAs Ap Go oo om 
Bell. (Reads) Hum. Hum —That your C 5 verſation 
will be much more agreeable, if you can connterfert his Hu, 
bit to blind the Servants. Very good! then I muſt be 
diſguiſed With all my Heart it adds a Guſto 
to an Amour; gives it the greater reſemblance ot Thett; Y 
and among us lewd Mortals, the deepet the Sin the ſweet- 197 
er. Frank, I'm amaz dat thy good Nature—— ; * 5 


- aV 


Vain. Faith Thate Love when tis fore upon a Man; 
* Io Winc——And this Bulineſs is none of my ſeeking. ; 
Tonly happened to be once ar twice, where Latitia was the 


 Kadfomeſt Woman in Company, Io conſequently app'y'd 


” 


ENS I A PALACE 
- 


4 The Old Batchelore. - 
my ſelt to her · And it ſtems ſhe has taken meat my word: 
Had you been. there or any Body, 't had been the fame, 
Bell. 1 wiſh I may ſucceed as the fame. ED 
Vain. Never doubt it; tor it the Spirit of. Cuckoldom 
be once raiſed up in a Woman, the Devil can't lay it, till 

ſhe has don't. F 


Bell. Prithee, what ſort of Fellow is Fondlewiſe? 


Vain. A kind of Mungril Zealot, ſometimes very pre- 
eiſe and peeviſh: But 1 have ſeen him 3 enough in 
his way; much addicted to Jealouſie, but more to Fond- 
neſs: So that as he is often jealous without a Cauſe, he's 
as often ſatisfied without Reaſon | > 

Bell. A very eren Temper and fit for my purpoſe. L 
muſt get goin Wan Cater to provide my Diſguile.. 
Vain, Ay, you may take him for good and all if you 


will, for you have made him fit for no body elſe Well 


Bell. You're going to viſit in return of Silvia's Letter 
— Poor Rogue. Ar bout of the day or night will 


| Erve her--Butdo you know nothing of 2 newRivalthete ?: 


Vain. Tes; Heartwell, that ſurly, old, pretended Wo- 
man- hater thinks her Virtuous; that's one reaſon why I 
fail her: I would have her fret her felt out of conceit 
with me, that ſhemay entertain ſome thoughts of him. 
I know he viſits her ev'ry day. _— 


Biel. Vet rails on Bill; and thinks his Love unknown 


to us; a little time will ſwell him fo, he muſt be fore d to 
give it birth, and the diſcovery muſt needs be very plea- 
Ent from himſelf, to ſee what pains he will take; and 
how he will train to bedeliver'd of a Secret, when he has 
miſcarried on'talready. ' . | 4 25 
Vain. Well, good Morrow, let's. dine together, 1'l}. 
, ii: 
Bell. With all my Heart, it lies convenient for us to 


* 


pay our Afternoon's Service to our Miſtreſſes; I find I am 
4 


57 Love ; I'm ſo uneaſy for not ſeeing Belinda 
„„ - ee e pad LOW 
Kain. But I a my Araminta. yet am as 1 7 
8 5 3 333 
Bell. Why what a Cormorant in Love am I! who not- 
contented with the Slavery of honourable Love in one 
place, and the pleaſure of enjbyiug ſome half a {core bag 570 
B reſſeʒ 


The Old Batchelor.- 7 
Areſſesef my own acquiring ; maſt yet take Painlove's 
Bulineſs 2 my hands, becauſe it lay too heavy upon 
Bis? So am not only forc'd to lie with other Mens Wives 
Tor em, but muſt alſo undertake the harder Task of ob- 
liging their Miſtreſſes- Imuſt take up, or I ſhall 
— out; FleſhzntlBloodcarmorbear it always. 

Enter Sharper, 
© 'Shavp, Im ſorry to ſee this, Ned: Oncea! Man comes 
to his Soliloquys Igire him for gone. 

Bell. Sharper, Im glad to ſee thee, | 5 

Sharp. What, is Belinda cruel, that you are thoughtful 

Bell. No faith, not for that but there's a Buſineſs of 
Conſequence fall n out to day rhat requires ſome Conſide- 
ration; 

Shharpi Price what mighty Bufineſs of Conſequence | 
caaſt thou have? 5 

Bell. WHV muſt know, tis a piece of Work tos: 
waidsthefmiſhing of an Alderman; it teemsTmuſt put 
the laſt hand to it, and dub him Cuckold, that he may be 
of equal Dignity with the reſt of his N 80 1 mult. 
Wit Bee Peogon 
Sharp. Faith e em give her over fer good - and- all; you 
| can have no hopes of getting her for ad Mels, and'fhic is 
too proui, too inconſtant, too affected and too witty, 
and tos hand ſome for a Wife. : 

eil. But ſhe can't hiveroo muchMoney — There's 
twelve thouſand pound Tom ——————Tis'true the 
is exceſſively toppiſn and affected; but in my Conſcience 
Ibelieve the Baggage loves me; tor ſhe never ſpeaks well 
of me her ſelf, nor ſuffers any body elfe to railat me. Then 
as I told you there's twelve thouſand Pound Hum 
Why faith upen ſecond Thoughts, ſhe does not appear 
to be ſo very affected neither Give her fer due, 1 
think the Woman's a Woman, and that's all. As ſuch; 
I'm ſure I ſhall like her; for the Peril take me if 1 don't 0 
| _ allthe _ 
Sharp. And here comes one who ſwears as heartil i 
_— the Sex. ey jibe 

BU, Who kurbel Tip but he Enowebentr gg | 
wal George, where haft thou been fwarling odious 
A 4 Truths, 


for him; pou with Lede ae 


The - Old Batchelor: 
Truths, andentertaining.Company like a Phyſician, with 


_ diſcourſe of their diſeaſes and infirmities? What. fine 


Lady baſt thou been putting out of conceit with her-ſelf, 

and periwading that the face ſhe had been making all the 
merning was none of her own? For I knoy thau art as 
unmannerly and as \pnwyelcome to «Woman, ASA Lookings- 
glaſs after the Small- po. 

Heart. I confeſs] — not; been g falſom Lies. 
and nauſeous Flattery; fawning upon «little, tawdry 
Whore, that will tawnupon me again, and entertain any 
Puppy that comes, like a Tumbler with the ſame. tricks 
over and over: For * I EO 8 en have been. your? . 


5 


* — have wr — thyComertonand een nuten. 
for the Cauſe. 


Heart. What, has he been here? that q one of | ns. 


| Apri-tools, isalways upon ſome errand that'sto no pur- 


poſe, ever embarking i in Adventures, Vet never comes to 
harbour, NS 
Sharp. That 5 becauſe he always ſets out in foul. Weas 


ther, loves to buffet Ade Winds, meet the Tide, and: 


Gil. in the teeth of oppoſition.. ..:.. 5 002 
| Hears. What has he not dropt Anchor 5 Aramint 
Bell. Truth on't is ſhe fits his temper: beſt; is a kiud of 

floating Iſland; ſometimes ſeems in, reach, thenvaniſhes. | 

and keeps him bukicd i in the ſearch. 

Sharp. She had need have a good. ſhareof ſenſeto ma- 

e ſo capricious a Lover. 

Bell. Faithl don't know, he? S. of ; a temper the 9 
eaſie to himſelf in the Worldʒ takes as much always: 
of an Amour as he cares for, an quits it when it grow 
ſtale or unp nt. „obsd 03 

Shar * An argument of very. lietle Paſſion, bern od 

Under , and Ver ill Nature. | 

Heart. bs proves t t Vainlove __ the Fool with; 

Diſcretion. . » 

Sharp. You * are bound in | gratitude to fickle; 
that fruit, which her takes | 


© * 564% -- 
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e Old . Batchelor. 7 


+ Belk; He's of another opinion, and ſays do the drud- 

ery in he Mine ; well, we haye each our ſhare ot ſpor t, 
and each that which he likes beſt; tis his diverſion to Set. 
tis mine to Cover the Patridge, e 
Heart. And it ſhould be mine tolet em go again. 
Sharp. Not till you had Mouth'd alittle George, I think. 
: that's all thou are fi for poW,.; fs ig ang rt 
Heart. Good Mr. Young-fellow, you're miſtaken; as 
able as your ſelr, and as nimole too, tho' I mayn't have ſo 
much Mercury in my: Limbs. Tis true indeed, I don't 
force Appetite, but wait the natural call of my Luſt, and 
think it time enough to be le vid, after. I have had the temp-- 
tation. 5 Y 75 TIS | 

Bell. Time enough! ay too ſoon, I ſhotild rather have 

expected, from a perſon of your gravity... ' + | 
Hleart. Let it is often comes too late with ſome of you: 
young, termagant flaſhy re all the guilt 

of the intention, and none of the pleaſure of the prac-- 
tice . Tis true you are ſo eager in purſuit ot the 
temptation, that you ſave the Devil the trouble of lead- 
ing you into it. Nor is it out of diſeretion, that you: 
don't ſwallow that very Hook your ſelves have baited, but 
you are cloy'd with the preparative, and what you mean 
for a Whet, turns the edge of your puny Stomachs, Your 
Love is like your Courage which you ſhew for the firſt 
year or two upon all occaſions; till in a little time, being 
difabled or diſarm' d you abate of your vigour; and that | 
daring Blade which was ſo often drawn, is bound to the 
Peace for ever after. «eres ans tart 
Bell. Thou art an old Fornicator of a ſingular good 
Principle indeed! and art for encouraging Youth, that 
they may be as wicked as thou art at thy years. 
Heart. J am for having ęvery body be what they pre- 
tend to be; a Whoremaſter be a W horemaſter; and not like 
Vainlove, kiſs a Laprdog with paſſion, when it would 
diſguſt him from the Ladies own Lips. 


Bell. That only happens ſometimes, where the Dog 

las the ſweeter Breath, for the more. cleanly conveyance. 
But George, you muſt not quarrel with little Gallantries 
of this nature: Women are often won by em. Who 
would refuſe to kiſs a Lap- Dog, it it were preliminary ro 


e Lips of his Lady? * b barp. 


8 7552 0% Barber. 


Sharp. Or omirplaying. with her Fan, and cooli ing her 
if ſhe were hot, when it might intitle him to the office 
of warming her when ſhe ſhould be cold? - 

Bell. What is it to read a play in a rainy day, een it 

may be the means of getting into a fair Ladies Books; 

* Though you ſhould be now and then interrupted in a wit- 
= ty Scene, and ſhe perhaps preſerve her. laughter, till the 
Jeſt were over; even this may be born with, conſidering 


the reward in proſpet, 
Heart. I confeſs you that are Womens Aſſes bear great = 


burdens, are forced to undergo.. Dreſſing, Dancing, | 
| 
| 


Singing, Sighing, Whining, Rhyming, Flattering, Ly- 
, — Grinning, Cringing, and the drudgery of loving g P 


Beil. O Brute, the arudgery of Loving! | 
Heart. Ay; why come to Love through all theſk i in- |. 
cumbrances, is like coming to at. Eſtate overcharg'd. with 1 
Debts, which by the time you have pay d, yielus no furs. | 
ther profit than what the bare tillage and manuring of the | 
Land will produceat the expence ot your own Sweat. | | 
Bell. Prithee how doſt thou love? | Mx, 35 
Sharp. He! he hates the Sex. | 
Heart. So I hate 28 ick too yet! may love to 


op in | 
Bell. 2 George, if at any time vou ſhould. | 
be taken ſtraying. £4 | 
Sbarp. He has need of ſuch an excuſe, ede tte 


— — 
= 


preſent ſtate of his Body. 
Heart. How d'ye mean? 
Sharp. Why if Whoring be purging, eri A; then 
may ſay Marriage is entring into a courſe of Phyſick. 
Bell. How now George, does the Wind blow there 2 
Heart. It will as ſoon blow North and by South. | 
marry quotha! I hope in heaven I have a greater portion 
of Grace, and I think I. have baited. too many -of thoſe. 
Traps, to be caught in one my ſelf. 
Bell. Who the Devil would have the? unleſb er 
an Oyſter woman, to propagate young Fry for 'Billingſ- 
gate thy Talent will never recommend thee m__ | 


* r 9 | | | 
ey ,, 


n — — — ——— 
* 


— ee ECTS 
- \ 


| 
| 
| 


- cloſe, let 'em en TEES OSU? Ra | 1 


The Old Batchelor. 8 


Heart. M y Talent is chiefly that of ſpaking Truth 
which I don t expect ſhould ever recommend me to Peo- 
ple of Quality I thank Heaven, I have very ho- 


neſtly purchas'd the barbed of all the EM. Families in 
e — 5 
1p. Aud you ir in- return of Roles hate: —__ But 


Could e you hope tobe receiv d into uy Alliance of a noble 


Fei. 
Hrant. No, 1 hape:Lſhallnever anveſt that: ei Gem... 


tobe puniſh'd witha Wiſeof Birth be a- Sg df 
the firſt Head and bear my Horns aloft, like one of the up- 


Porters ot my Wives Coat... 8 death 1 would not bea 
Cuckold to e ore an illuſtrious Whore in Eugiund. 


| Bell. Whatnot to mare your eee Man: a. bes. 
vide ſor your Children; 


Sharp. For her Children: ou mean? * 
Heart. Ay, there you've nickſt it 
Devil Devil Oh the Pride 5 Joy of Heart 

t would be to me to have my Sonund Heir re nx agony 
a Duke to haye a fleering Cœcomb ſeoffandery, Mr. 
your Son's mighty like his Grace, has juſt his ſmile and 
air of's Face. Then replies another methinks he has 
more of the Marqueſs of ſuch a place, above his Noſe 
and Eyes; though a' has my Lord what-d'ye calls Mouth tu 
a tittle Then l to put it off as unconcern'y, come chuck 


the Infant under the chin. force a ſmile and eny, ay, the 


Boy takes after his Mothers relations. when de Devil 


and ſhe knows, W (5:56 _ ee Bod 


of Nobility. (4 20; e 26 
Hell. 7 Ha! hat hal D ds 70 9 
Sharp. | 
Bell. Well but Gnu I have) one Queſtion toack. JOU. 
Heart. Pox l have pratled away my time I hope 
vou are in no haſte for an Anſwer tor I ſhan't ſtay 
now. ( Looking on his Watch, 
Bell. Nay prithee Georg aa 25} yt 
Heart. No, beſides my buſineſs, I ſeea Fool coming 
this way. Adieu. (Exit. 
Bell. What does he mean? Oh here de e ſtand 


Sir 
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Sir Joſeph Wittolliand Capt. Bluff eroſ: ile 'Staje.. 
Sharp. What in che name of wonder is it 
r Inn ._Z oileuC© 23 957 
„ - Sharp, Tis a taudry Outſidqe yr 
Bell, And a very beggarly Lining yet he may be 
vorth your acquaintance a little of the Chymiſtry- _ 
Tom, may extra Id from tha Dir.. 
Sharp. Say you ſo? faith I am as poor as a Chymiſt, and 
would be as induſtrious:. But what was he that 'follow'd | 
him? is:notheaDragonthat watches thoſtGoldenPippins? | 
_ - Bell, Hang him, no, het Dragon? if he be tis a very : 
peaceful one ? I can enſure his Anger dormant; or 
1 — he ſeem to rouſe, tis but well laſhing him, and hie 
ill ſleeplike a Toop ont Hg hg 
Sharp. Ay, he is of that kidney :::: 
Bell. Vet is ador'dby that biggot Sir Noſeph Wirtoll, as 
che ĩmage of Valout: He calls him bis Back, and indeed. _ 
they are never aſunder. yet laſt night, I know not by [ 
what miſchancs; the Knight was alone, and bad. fallen. | 
jnto the hands of ſome Night-walkers, Who I ſuppoſe 


— — — — — — 
+ 4 parents D _— 


{would have pillag d him: But I chance d. to oome by and | 
*pg{cued him, though I believe he was heartily frightned ; | j 
lor as ſoon as ever he was looſe; he ran away, "without. | 


ſtaying te ſee who he pꝰd him Abe 
N Toth Bully of his in the Army) 
Bell. No, but he is a pretender, and wears the habit 
of a Soldier, which nowaꝰ days often cloak s Cowardice, 
'as à black Gon does Atheiſm. ou muſt know he 
has been abroad. went purely to runaway fim a Cam- 
paign; enrich'd himſelf with the plunder of a few 
.._ » Oathsz-— and here vents em ee the General, who 
ſligkting menot merit, and preferring only thoſe of in- 
tereſt, has made him quit the Service. 
Sharp. Wherein no doubt he magnifies his own per- 
formance? | 5 n 
Bell. Speaks: miracles; is the Drum to his awn praiſe 
tb only implement of a Soldier: he reſembles, | 
like that, being full of bluſtring noiſe and'emmptineſs.—.. ö 
Sharp. And like that, of no uſe but to be beaten. 
Bell. Right, but then the compariſon breaks, for he 
will take a drubbing with as little noiſe a8 3 2 
£25 | | a HAT pe. 
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Says, Lis name, and Ihave dene? 3 
r hy chat, to p {54t current tos, he bas ue 


| witha Title; he is c d Capt. Blaſfe. 2. 108 


Sharp. Well In endeavou⁰f his ee you 


„Aera Courle, are bound, 


For Loves edi -F; Net the Golden Coaft. 


ar he — — . 2 "7 


ww 2» wa Y 


\UREth Wee 3 | „„ 
Sir Jo. Um. -Ay this, this is che very damin'd place, 
the inhumane Cannibals, the bloody-minded Villains 
would have butcher'd me laſt night: No doubt, they 


would have flea'd me alive, have ſold m Y. s and. de- 


uy my Members. Anne L Hard 
F 
a. An it hadn't been for A civil Gentk ind as. came 


by and frighten dem away—-but agad I durſt not ſtay to- 


give him thanks. 
Sharp. This muſt be Bellmour he means. — ! ha, Ihave 
a thought 


Sir Jo. Zooks, would the Captain would come; the 
very remembrance makes me quake; 380 J fall neyer 


be reconciled to this place heartily. 


Sharp. Tis but trying, and being where l am at worſt, 
now look! —— curs'd Fortune ! this muſt be the Place, 


this damn'd unlucky place—— 


Sir Jo. Agad and ſo tis. why here bas been more 
miſchiet done 1 | perceive. | 


Sharp. No, *tis gone, tis loſt.— ten thouſand Devils 
on that chance which drew me hither; ay here, juſt here. 


this ſpot to me is Hell; nothing to be found, but the de- 
Pair of what I've loſt. 


0 Looking * asin ſearch; 


Sir %. Poor Gentleman—by the Lord Harry III ſtay | 


no longer, for I have found too... 
Sharp. Ha! who's that has found? what have vou 
* reſtore it quickly, or 32 | 


Sir 


. ͤ ͤ ICS” LAS I... 7-7 
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Sir Fo. Not I Sir, not I, as Ie a Soul toto beiav'd, I 
have found nothing but what has been · io my loſs, as 1 
may ſay, and as you was ſaying, Sit. 

Oe Sharp. O naar Ferrant Sir, Jou are lafe then it ſeoms; 
tis an ill Wind that blows no body good: Well, you may 
rejoyce over my ill fortune, ſince it payd the price of |; 
your ranſome. ? a dre od | | 
Sir Yo, I rejoyce! agad not-I Sir; I'm very ſorry for 
your loſs, with all my Heart, Blood and Guts, Sit; and 


if _ did notknow-me, you'd ne er ſay Fwere ſo: i- na- \ 
tar d. F | IEEE Tf DOES Loo ON 
Sharp; Know you! why can you be ſo ungrateful to „ 


Sir Jo. O Lord, forget him / No, no Sir dont topper 
r never jay your face before, agad. Ha, 
>] . 


"hr. Hom? 1c, AadRerely-: 
Sir 75 Stay, ſtay Sir, let me recollect.— he's a 
damn d angry Fellow —1 believe I had better remember 
him, till I can get out of his ſight; but out of fight out o- 
mind agad. VVV 
- Charp. Methought the Service I did you laſtnight, Sir, 
in preſerving you from thoſe Ruffians, might have taken 


better root in your ſhallow memory. 

: Sir Jo. Gads-Daggers-Belts-Blades and Scabbards, this 

_ tsthevery Gentleman / how ſhall make a return ſuita- 
ble tothe Greatneſs of his merit had a pretty thing to 
that purpoſe; if he han't frighted it out of my memory. 
Hem! hem! Sir, 1 muſt ſubmiſſively im plore ydur par- 
don for my tranſgreſſion of ingratitude and omiſſion; 
having my intire dependance, Sir, updn the ſuperfluity of 
Four goodneſs, which, like an inundation will, hope, 115 
totally immerge the recolleckion of my error, and leave 0 
me Hdating in fight, upon the full blown Bladders of re- 
pentance—by the help of which, I ſhall once more hope 
to ſw im into your favour. 7 ., +{ Bows. 


Sfr Jo. Acknowledgment! Sir I am all over aeknow- A 
| 


ledgment! and will not ſtick to ſhow it in the greateſt 
extremity, by niglit, or day, in ſickneſs, or in health, 
* . | winter TY 


(\ 


winter; or ſummer, all 
the reality and gratitude of your 2 ne 


Servant Sir Foſeph Witrol Knight. Hem! Ne 


| reſt, finceit 


to my better Fortune 


_ The Old Batchelor: 
sandoccafions: ſhall: teſtify 


Sharp. Sir Fofeph:Wittol ! © + © jth 
Sir Jo. The lame Sir, of Wi elt in cam. 


| Bucks. 


Sharps Is it poſlible! Then L am happy to 1 obliged 


the Mirror of Knighthood. and. mn nen — 
Age. Let me embrace you. | 


Sir Fo. O Lord Sir? 


Sharp. My loſs, I eſteem as atrifle ITY kh; inte - 
i as parohasd me the friendſhip: and acquaint- : 


ance of the perſon in the World,whoſeCharaeer I admire, . 
Sir Jo. You are only plead to ſay 0, Sir But 


| pray if I maybeſo bold, what is thatloſs you mention? 


Sharp. O term it no longer ſo Sir. In the Scuffle laſt 
night, I only dropt a Bill ot a hundred Pound, which I 


confeſs, Icame halt deſpairing to recover; but 5 


Sir Jo. You have found it; Sir, then ĩt ſeems; 1 profeſs 


I'm heartily glad = 
Sharp. Sir your humble Servant tad ad que£. 


ton but you are; that you have- ſo cheap an opportunity 


of expreſſing your gratitude and generoſity. - Since the 


retunding fo trivial a Sum, will Mn”. you, and 


doubly engage me. 
Sir Fo, What a dickes does he meanby arrividlSurn 


(aſede.) But han t you found it, Sir! 


Sharp. No otherwiſe vo to Gad but i in my hopes 


in you, Sir. | * 
Sir Jo. Humh. 
Sharp. 
doubtt e honour of Sir Jo. Wirtol, 


Sir Jo. O Lord, Sir: 7 
Sharp. Tou are above, I'm ares. a — fo hwy 


2 refutky me to loſe what was ventur'd in your ſervice; 


Nay twas i in a manner---paid down for your-deliverance ; 
a” ſo much 11 JON you ſcorn 1˙11 ay that 
1 YOU. | 
Sir Fo. Nay I'll 97 that tor myſelf, with your 10 Sir, 
Ido ſcorn a dirty thing, But agad I'm a little out of Pock- 
et. at Prelent. Sharp. 
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 Shnrp:. Pſhaw: you can't want a thuoderd Pound. Your - 
Word: 1s.dffictent-any; where: Tis but borrowing ſo 
much dirt; you bavelarge Aeres, and can ſoon repay K. 


Money is but Dirt Sir Joſeph ———— Meer Dirt. 


Sir Fa. But l proteſs,tisa, Dirt | have waſhed mz hand 8 


of at preſent, I have laid it all out upon my Back. 
Sharp. Are you ſo extravagant in Cloaths Sir Joſeph ? 
Sir Fo. Ha, ha, ha, a very good ]c{t I profeſs; lla, lla, 


ba, a very good Jeſt; and I did not know that I had ſaid it, 
and that's a better Jeſt! than other. -*Tis-a Sign you-and L: 
han't beef long acquainted; you have loſt a, good Jeſt, for 
want ot knowing me -I only mean a Friend of 
mine whom | call my Back ; he ſticks as cloſe to me, and 


he is indeed Back, 


follows me through all Dangers- 


Breaſt, and Headpiece as! it were to me —agnd he's 


a brave Fellow - 
| when Lam with him: I don't fear the Devil (God blets 


Pauh, I am quite another thin; 
us) it he be by: Ah had he. been -with me laſt. 


ni ht VILLAS 
Sharp. If he bid Sir, what then? he; ous have. done- 
no more, nor perhaps have awd 10 much had he a 


hundred Pound to-loſe?:- angrily. 


Sir F0.-O Lord, Sir, by no means (but I might have 
ſav d a hundred Pound) l meant innocently as hope to be 
ſav'd Sir (a damn d hot Fellow) only as I was ſaying. 1 let 
him have all my ready Mony to redeem his great, Sword 


from Limbo But Sir, I have a letter of Credit to 
Alderman Fondlewiſe, as far as two hundred Pound, and 


; this Afternoon you ſhall ſee lam 2 er ſon, ſuch a-one 28 


you would wiſſi to have met with. 
Sharp. That you ae be worn N Why that's 


great and like your ſelf. 
Enter Bluffe. 


Sir Fo. O herea comes Ay. n N ol Troy; 
welcome my Bully; my: Rack; agad my Herr has ode n 
pit - pat for the. 

Buff. Hovv. now, my young. Knight! Þ Not. for tear 


L hope ; he that knows me muſt be a Stranger to fear. 


Sir Jo. Nay agad [ hate fear, ever OP: I bed like to 
* yh of a Fer But. 17 


— 


„ 
* 


#2 Ab 8 


out {ſweet Sawce. Now I think 


: crave your Name? „ 
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Bu: But! look you here boy, here's your antiddte,. 
here's your Jeſuits Powder for a ſhaking fit But who- 
haſt thou got with. thee, is he of mettle : 

1 Laying his Hand. upon his Sword, 

1125 Sir el Ay Bully, adeviliſh ſmart Fellow, a will fight 


— Say you ſo ? then I honour him om But 
has he been you fo for every, Cock will fight. uPpn his 
own 97 0 

Sir don't know, but 1'l preſent — 


11 Ill recommend m ſel. . — Sir J bonour you; 


F underſtand you love Fichtng, Sir, I kiſs your Hilts. 


Sharp. Sir your Servant, but youare miſinform'd, for 
unleſs it be to ſerve my particular, Friend, as Sir Joſehn 


here, my Country, or my Religion, or in ſome Veg Juſt 

vable Cauſe, I' Ng for it.. : 4 2 | 
Bluff. O Lord your. par on Sir, you are not 

of a you can t reliſh a Diſh. of Fighting with- 


fighting's ſakeꝰs ſufficient Cauſe; Fighting to me enden 
and the Laws.. 

Sir Jo. Ah, well faid my Hero; was notthat gre eat "Sir? 
by theEord@arry he ſays. true; Fighting is Meat, e 
and Cloth — 4 But Back, this Gentleman is one of che 
beſt Friends I have in the World, and ſaved my Life i 
Night Vou know I told you. 

Bluff. Ay! then 1 honour him > mayl. 


Sharp. Ay Sir, my name's Sharper: .. | * 
Sir 7. Pray Mr. Sharper embrace my, MOD very 
well. by. the. Lond Berry Mr. Sharper he ls brave a Al 
* as Cannibal, are not you Bully — Back: 
rp... Hunniball 1 b b Toth . . 
n Udon Undoubtedly he did, Sir; faith Hannibal 
* pretty Fellow. but Sir Fol h, Compariſons are 
ious Hannibal was a very pretty Fellow in thoſe, 
Days, it muſt be granted — but = Sir! were he alive: 
now, he would wh me the Earth. 
Slurp. How Sir! 
Day a greater General breathing. 
Gf: Q excuſe me, Sir; have you ſerv d abroad er 22 
* 


4 * 


Fighting for 


575 doubt, if there be att . 
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f es 1 eng S by os 

th t Codes W 1 car 
; know nothing Sr Pas afraid: — know E ö | 
ou the late War in Flanders, with all its particulars 2. ? 

__ - $hayp. Not 1; Sir; no more than publick Lerters, or 

Gazettes tell us. 
Bluff. Gazette Why there again ey 

bir, there ate not three words of truth, the Year r 

put into the Gazette I'll tell you a ſtrangething how as 
to that Tou muſt know, Sir, I was refidemt in Flande s 
the laſt Campaign; Had a ſmall doſt there, but no matter 
for that Perhaps, Sir, there was ſcarce any ching of 
moment done but an humble Servant of yours, chat ſhall 
be nameleis, was an Eye-witneſs'of —-1-won't fay had 
the greateſt ſnare in't. Tho Imi ion Ny that roo, ſince 1 
am no body you know. Well Mr. Sharper,” would you 
Annk it? In abthis time as I' hope ford Frunchen — 
this raſvall) Gazette: writer never ſo much as unce menti- 
end me. Not once by the Wars. Tod n more 
notice, chan anf e l ot 


Bluff Ay, ay, obne Tb ber At. eee 
all l am eontent toretire Live a * Ferſon . bci- 
pio and others have done it. 2 : 

— Impudent Rogue. 5 (fie. 


Sir Fo. Ay this damn'd Modeſty" e. fours ———Agad if 
| te would put imfort, he might be made Ger eral himſelf 
— Bluff Oh fy, no  Sir-Fofeph= rohe weite 


Sir o. Let me but tell Mr. Sharßer a little, how you eat 


fire once out of the Mouth of a Cannon agad he did? 
thoſe impenetrable Whiskers ot his have er 2 


Flames 
Bluff. Death, what do you wenn, N. 


5040 | 
Sir hut Look uy now, TS vo he's Bir modeſt 2 


] hi 
on nothing | 
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The Old Batchelor. 
you have put me out, I have forgot what . 
| wasabout, pray hold your Ene give me leave. 


(Angrilp, . 

Ss Jo: Tam dumb. 5 | 
_ Bluff. This Sword 1 think I was 3 of Mr.Shar-- 
per. —. This Sword 1 Il maintain to he the belt Divine, A- 
natomiſt, Lawyer, or Caſuiſt in See it hall decide a 


Controverſie or ſplit a Cauſe 
Sir Jo. Nay, now I muſt ſpeak; it will pin Hair, by 


the Lord Harry I have ſeen it. 
Bluff, Zouns Sir, it's a Lie, you have not ſeen it, nor 
ſhan't ſee it; Sir 1 ay you. dan fee 3 what 1 to 


that now? 


Sir Jo. Tam blind. 
Death, had any other Nan i in HAT, TY 


Blu 
that 2 Good Mr. Sharper ſpeak to him a 
t way. | 
Sharp. Captain, Sir Joſeph's penitent. 
Bluff. O lam calm Sir, 5 a8 a 83 
hut was indiſereet when you know what. will ꝓre- 
voke me — Nay come Sir J ph, you know . 


ſoon over. 
Fn, Jo. Well 1 ama Fool fornetimes.————But Ia f 


* 
Bluff. Enough. 
Sir Jo.Come we ll go take a Clas to drown Animolities: 


Mr. Sharper will you partake ? 
Sharp. I wait on you, Sir? : nay, pray Captain 


Lou are Sir Jaſephis Fac. n 
e Changes fo ' Lodgings... 
bh Enter Aramintaz Belinda. | 
Belinda, 


Ar! nay Dear-—prithee good, dear fweet Couſim no 
more, Oh Gad, I ſwear you'd make one kick to 


hear you. 
Atam. Bleſs me! what have I aid to move you thus. 


Bein. Oh mo haveraved, talked idly, and all in Com- 
- mendation o 


that filthy, Ine, two-leg'd Creature, 
Man 


- 
” 
vs 
* 
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Sure it l had not 
me with Kiſſes, 
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Man you don't know what you ſaid, your Fever has 


tranſported yo. A rm loa: 
Aram. If. Love be the Fever which you mean, kind 


Heav'n avert the cure: Let me have Oil to feed that Flame 
and never let it be extinct, till I my ſelf am Aſhes. 
Belin. There wasa Whine O Gad I hate your horrid 
Fancy — This Love is the Devil, and ſure to be in Love 
is to be poſſeſs d Tis in the Head, the Heart, the Blood, 
All over O Gad youare quite ſpoil'd—— I ſpallloath 
the ſight of Mankind tor your Rake. ET Can 
Aram. Fie, this is groſs AﬀeRation—— A little of Bell-- 
mou s Company would change the Scene 
Belin. Filthy Fellow ! I wonder Couſin +, 
Aram. I wonder: Couſin you ſhonld imagine, I. don't. 
perceiye you love him 1 F 
5 OR: i love your hideous Fancy Haz ha, ha, love 
a Man! . 9988 
Aram. Love a Man! yes; you would not love a Beaſt. 
© Belin, Of all Beaſts not anAſs Which is ſo like your 
VainloveLard I have ſeen an Aſs look ſo Chagrin, Ha, 
ha, ha, (you muſt pardoff me I can't help Laughing) that 
an abſolute Lover would have concluded the poor Creature 
to- have had Darts, and Flames, and. Altars, and all that 
in his Breaſt. Araminta, come Ill talk ſeriouſly to you now; 


could you but ſee with: my Eyes. the buffoonry of one 


Scene of Addreſs, a Lover, ſet out with all his Equipage 


and Appurtenances; O Gad! ſure you would But on 


play the Game, and conſequently can't lee the Miſcarria- 
ges obvious to every ſtander-bꝛ: 8 


Aram. Yes, yes, 1 can ſee ſomething near it when you 
and Bellmour meet. Tou don't know that you dream't of 
Bellmour laſt night, and call d him aloud in your ſleep'? | 
Belin. Piſh | can't help dreamivg oł the Devil ſome- 


times; would you from thence infer I love him? 


Aram. But that's not all; you caught me in your Arms 
when you named him, and preſs'd me to your Boſom.— 
(ified 


neee Syow Bad 


| 


Bielin. O barbarous Aſperſion ' = a 


25 a yy en e ks 
Atm. No Aſperſion, Couſin, we are alone- | 
SUE. Fic 146 4 75 Il 1 2 1 7 7 
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The Old Batchelor. 1 | 


Belin. I deny it all. 155 2% Hand 
Aram. What, before you: — it? . 

Belin. My Denial is premeditated like your Mal 
Lard, Coulin; you talk odly—— Whatever the Matter is, 
O my Soul, I'm afraid you'll follow evil Courſes. 5 

Aram. Ha, ha, ha; this is p eaſa nt. 

Bolin. Vou may laugh, hut — 

Aram. Ha, ha, ha. | 

Zelin.” Lou think the malicious Grin becomes you 
= Devil. take Bellinonr- —Why do apt tel me of 

N 2 | 

alarm Ohi is it übt now—now you are angry, 
Tain ſure you love him. 3 
L. tell no body elſe Couſin—1 have not betrayed. you 


| yet. 

ob  Belin. Prithee tell it all the World, it's ale. — 4 

Fs 5 Calla. 

= "in Come then, kiſs and Friends. E 
Helin. Piſh. oe x T | 
- Aram. Priches don tbe ſopeeviſh. ot non Pura 


. Belin. Prithee don't be ſo i im W 
nen. Ha, ha, ha. | 
Enter Betty. = | 
Betty. Did your Ladyſhip call Madam? | | 
Belin. Get my Hoods and Tippet, and bid the Footman 
call a Chair. (Exit Betty. 
6 Aram, 1 hope! yout are not going out ud Lan 
n.: e710 8677 rag | 
©, Enter Fetmas, — 
Foot. Madam, there are 
Belin. Is there a Chair? 
Foot, No, Madam, there are Mr. B ellmour, and han- 
love to wait upon your Ladyſhig. 
Aram. Are they below? _ 
Foot. No Madam, they ſent before, to * if you 
were at home, 2 
Bein. The Viſit's to Jou, Colin, 1 ſuppoſe lamtmy | 


— Be ready to now em up. (Exe Footman. 
Lcan'ttell, Couſin, I believe we re e cqually ey 4 


53 


20 D Old Batchelor. | 
but if you continue your Humour, it won't be very enter- 


:taining— (I know ſhe'd fain be perſuaded to Ray. 
| þ (Aſade. 


Beli. I ſhall obli you, in leaving you to the full and 


free enjoyment of that Conver ſation you admire. 


5 


Enter Betty, with Hoods and Looking-glaſs 


Belin. Let me ſee; hold the Glaſs——Lard Llook wret- 


ched to day. „„ 
Aram. Betty, why don't you help my Couſin? 
| ba (Putting on her Hoods, 


Belin. Hold off your Fiſts, and ſee that he gets a Chair 
with a high Roof, or a very low Seat Stay, come 
back here youMrs,Fidget——You are ſo ready to goto the 
Footman Here, take em all again, my mind's chang d, 


won't go. (Exit Betty with the things. 

Aram. So, this I expected You won't: oblige me 
_ Couſin, and let me have all the Company to my 
Belin. No; upon deliberation, I have too much Chari- 


ty to truſt you to your ſelf, The Devil watches all oppor- 


-tunities, and in this favourable diſpoſition of your Mind, 
Heav'n knows how far you may be tempted : Iam. tender 
ot your Reputation. | 

Aram. I am oblig'd to you who's malicious now, 
Belinda ? | DE GN, 

- Belin. Not I, witneſs my Heart, I ſtay out of pure af- 

Aram. In my Conſcience I believe you, 

Enter Bellmour, Vainlove. 


Bell. So Fortune be prais'd! To find you both withi 5 


ST 
Aram. No Miraele, J hope? . 
Bell. Not o' your ſide, Madam, I confeis But my 


Tyrant there and I, are two that can never come together. 


ee eee we · often meet and 
:Claſh. | EET © | DEN ps 
Bell. How never like! marry Hymenferbid, But this 
itis to run ſo extravagant'y in Debt, I have laid out ſuch a 
world of Love in your Service, that you think you can 
never be able to pay me all: So ſnun me for the ſame rea: 


ſon that you would a Dun. 
you wo | "Mo 


, 


alin Ay, on my Conferbare;tndrble 3 
* troublelame of Duns—— A Dun for Money will be 
| ; when he ſecs his Debtor has not wherewithal 
—— Buta-Dun for Loveis.an-eternal Torment that never 
reſt— . 
Bell. Till hs iz Lom where tha was none, 
and then. gets: ic for his pains, For importunity in Love, 
like importunity at Court, firſt creates its omnimcrelly 
[ and then parſues for the Favour.” 
1 Aram. Favours that are ae Impor- 
| unf, are like diſeoveries from the Rack, when the afs 
flicted perſon, for eaſe, ſometimes. confeſſos Seurets his 
Heart knows. nothing of. 
I Vain. I ſhould rather think Favouts ſo gain'd; to be — 4 
1 Rewardsto indefatigable Devotion For as Love 
? is a Deity, be muſt be ſerv d by Pray'y, 
Belin. O gad! W youry allpreyto Love then; 
audlet us alone. 
Vain. Vou are the Temples of Lay aud: tis throughy 
you, our Devotion muſt beconvey'd; 

Aan. Rather poor filly Idols of your own making, 
which upon the leaſt Dilpleaſure y ou fotſake, and ſet-up 
new. Every Man now ch 7 his Miltreſs and his Re- 

ligion, as his humour varies or his intereſt. 
Vain. Q Madam 
Aram. Nay eome, I find we are growing ſerious, and 
then we are in great danger of being dull. It. my 

Muſick- maſter be not gone, I'll entertaiñ you with a new 
Song, which comes pretty near my Waren o& Taxe 
and your Sex Who's there? 

Enter Footmam. 


Is Mr. Gavot gone? | . 
Foot. Only to th next door, Madam. _ call thy 
Exit. 
Bell. Why, you won't hear me with Fatience. 
Aram. Wat 8 the matter Couſin? * uy audit Pn 
Bell. Nothing, only — 3 
Belin. Prithee hold thy Ton; : ae. Jar q Velen pe 
ſter'd me with Flames add Auf 1 think I ſhan't. — 
| the fight of a Fire this Twelvemonth;, : 
| | Zell. Yet all can't melt that cruel frozen Heart. 


— 
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Belin. O04. hate your hideous Faney You faid 
hat once before It you muſt talk impertinently, for 
Heav' ns, ſake let it be with variety j don't come always 
like the Devil. wrapt in Flames Ill not hear a Sentence 
more that begins with an, 1 burn — Oran, I beſcech you, 
Madam. 

Bell. But tell me how you would be ador'd —1 am 
very tractable. 
Belin. Then know, I would be ador'di in Glence. | . . 

Bell. Humph, I thought. ſo, that you might have all 

> the talk to your ſelf you had better let me ſpeak; 74 
2 if my thoughts fly to any pitch, I ſhall make villainous A 


"Sells, What will you get by that; to make duch figns | 
as I won't underſtand ? 
Bell. Ay, but it I'm Tongue ty'd, I muſt have all my 
ons free to quicken your Apprehenſion and I 
Sadler me tell you, my moſt prevailing eo prog is Exe, 
preſſed in dumb. ſhows. 
Enter Muſich-Maſter,. 043 
Aram. O lam glad wedhall-have a Song to Aten the 
| Dilcourſe— Pray oblige us with the ane ä 


een 


i hes. 


2 Tthurts ripe, conſenting Maid, e e 3 
1 © © Poor, old, repenting Delia fait. 
© Would you bong preſerve your ; ug 
| Would you ſtill his Goddeſs reign, 
Never let Fes all diſcover, 
Never lit him much obtain. 


II. 


* . Men wil admire, adore. 454 35 
1 While wiſhing at your feet they „ 8 
Wo But admitting their Embrace. 
1 Wakes em from the Golden Dream; nas > f 
3 855 Norhing' new beſides our Faces, | 
Every Woman is the ſame. 


by ww 
* 


” * 
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Aram. So, how d'yelike the Song, Gentlemen ? 

Bell. O very well perform'd — but I don't much ad- 
mire the words. . 

Aram, I expected it there's too much Truth in 
dem: It Mr. Ga vot will walk with us in the Garden, we'll 
have it once again. You may like it better at ſecond 
hearing. You'll bring my Couſin. . 
Bell. Faith, Madam, I dare not ſpeak to her, but I'li 


-make Signs. 
{ Addreſſes Belinda in dumb ſhew, 
Belin. O fough, your dumb Rhetorick is more ridicu- 
1ous, thanyour talking Impertinence; asan Ape is amuch 
more troubleſome Animal than a Parrot. : 
Aram. Ay, Couſin, and tis a ſign the Creatures-mimick 
Nature YT for there are few Men but do more- ſilly 
Things than they ſay. | 
Bell. Well, 1 find my Apiſhneſs has paid the Ranſom for 
my Speech, and ſet it at Liberty Tho?, 1 confeſs, I could 
be well enough pleas'd ro drive ona Love bargain, in that 
ſilent manner twould fave a Man a World of Lying 
and Swearing at the Year's end. Beſides I have had alittle 
Experience, that brings to my mind | 
When Wit and Reaſon both have fail'd to move, 
Kind Looks and Actions from Succeſs, do prove, 
Evin silence may be Eloquent in Love. 


= Exennt omner. 


* 


ACT III. SCENE I. 
The Street. 


Silvia and Lucy. 


Sitv. ILL a' not come then? N 
| Lacy. Yes, yes, come, I warranthim, if 
you will go in, and be ready to receive him. 50 
* Why did you not tell me? Whom mea 
you? | . 
La cy. Whom you ſhould mean, Heartwell, | 
5 ul 


_— 


—— aan at 


R 
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; In / 

Silv. Senſeleſs Creature, I meant my Vainlove. 
Lucy. You may as ſoon hope to recover your own 


Maidenhead, as his Love, Therefore een ſet your heart 
at reſt, and in the name of opportunity mind your own 


_ buſineſs. Strike Heartwell home before the Bait's worn 


off the Hook. Age will come. He nibbled fairly yeſter- 
day, and no doubt will be eager enough to day, to ſwal- 
low the Temptation. | : i 
Silv. Well, ſince there's no remedy— Yet tell me 
For I would know, though to the anguiſh of my Soul; 


how did he refuſe? Tell me how did he receive my 


Letter, in anger or in ſcorn? 

Lucy. Neither; but what was ten times worſe, with 
damn'd, ſenſeleſs Indifference. By this light I could have 
ſpit in his Face Receive it! why he receiv'd it, as 
1 would one of your Lovers that ſhould come empty - 
handed; as a Court Lord does his Mercer's Bill, or a beg- 
ging Dedication : a'receiv'd it, as if*thad been a 
Letter from his Wife. | : 

$:lv. W hat did he not read it? 

Tucy. Humd it over, gave you his Reſpects, and faid, 
he would take time to peruſe it— but then he was in 
haſte. | | 
Silv. Reſpects, and peruſe it! He's gone, and Araminta 
has bewitch d him from me | 
Rival fires my blood I could curſe em both. Eter- 
nal Jealouſie attend her Love; and diſappointment meet 
his Luſt. Oh that I could revenge the Torment he has 
caus d Methinks I feel the Woman ſtrong within 
me, and Vengeance itches in the room of Love. 

Lucy. I have that in my Head may make miſchief. 
Silv. How, dear Lucy? x 
Lucy, You know Araminta's diſſembled coyneſs has 

won, and keeps him hers he 7? 

Silv. Could we perſwade him that ſhe loves another 
Lucy. No you're out; could we perſwade him, that 

ſie dotes'on him, himſelf. 'Contrive a kind Letter 


as from her, twould diſguſt his Nicety, and take away 
bis ſtomach. 3 55 | 5 

Silv. Impoſſible, twill never take. 
Luc. Trouble not your head. Let me ä 


{ 
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J will inform my ſelf of what paſt between em to day, 
and about it ſtreight Hold, I'm miſtaken, or that's 
Heartwell, who ſtands talking at the Corner 'tis 
he ge get you in Madam, receive him pleaſantly, 
dreſs up your Face in Innocence and Smiles; and diſſemble 
the very want of diſſimulation Fou know what 
will take him. 8 : 
Silv. Tis as hard to counterfeit Love, as it is to conceal 
iti But Ill do my weak endeavour, tho' I fear I have not 
Art. > 1188 | | 
wg Lucy. Hang Art, Madam, and truſt to Nature for diſ- 
ſembling. 77 55 te 
Man was by Nature Womans Cully made: & 
ue, never are but by our ſelves betray'd, | Exeunt. 
Enter Heartwell, Vainlove, and Bellmour following. 
Bell. Hiſt, hiſt, is not that Heart well going to Silvia? 
Vain. He's talking to himſelf, I think; prithee let's try 
if we can hear him. 727 | „ 
Heart. Why whither in the Devil's name am I going 
now ? Hum Let me think — Is not this 
Silvia's Houſe, the Cave of that Enchantreſs, and which 
conſequently I ought to ſhun as I would infection? To 
enter here, is to put on the envenom'd Shirt, to run into the 
embraces of a Fever, and in ſome raving fit, be led te 
Plunge my {elf into that more Conſuming Fire, a Woman's 
Arms, Ha! well recollected, I will recover my reaſon, 
and be gone. 5 OY | 
Bell. Now Venus forbid! - Pain. Hum 
_ . Heart, Well, why do you not move? Feet do your Office 
— Not one Inch; no, Foregod I'm caught 
There ſtands my North, and thither my Needle points 
Now could I curſe my ſelf, yet cannot repent. O thou de- 
licious, damn'd, dear, deſtructive Woman ! S'death, how 
the young Fellows will hqot me! I ſhall be the Jeſt of the 
Town : nay in two days, I expect to be chronicled in Ditty, _ 
and ſung in woeful Ballad, to the Tune of the Superannua- 
ted Maiden's Comfort, or the Batchelor's Fall ; and upon 
the third, I ſhall be hang'd in Effigie, paſted up for the ex- 
emplary Ornament of neceſſary Houſes and Coblers Stalls 
| Death, I can't think on't— I'll run into 
the danger toloſe the apprehenſion, ([So es 12 
% 9 2 Be , 
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Bell. A very certainremedy, probatum eſt la, 
ka, ha, poor George thou art i ch right, thou haſt ſold thy 
ſelf to Laughter; the ilbnatur'd Town will find the Jeſt 
juſt where thou haſt loſt it. Ha, ha, how a' ſtruggled, 


like an old Lawyer, between two Fees. 


Vain. Or a young Wench, between pines and repu- 
tation, | 
Bell. Or as you did today, when half _—_ yur {natch'd 


à kiſs from Araminta. 


Vain. She has madea quarrel.on't, | 
Bell. Pauh, Women arc only angry at ſuch offences, to 


have the pleaſure of forgiving em. 


Vain. And I love to have the pleaſure of making. my 
peace I ſhould not eſteem a Pardon it too eaſie won. 
Bell, Thou doſt not know what thou wouldſt be at; 


whether thou wouldſt have her angry orpleas'd. e 


thou be, content to marry. Araminta: 
Vain, Cou'd you be content to go to Heav n? 
Bell. Hum, not immediately, in my Conſcience not 


| _ Id do a little more good in my generation . J 3 


in order to deſerve it. 
Vain. Nor | to marry Araminta till IL merit her.. 
Bell. But how the Devil doſt thou expect to get her, if 


ſhe never yield? 


pain. That's true; but I would 5 
Bell. Marry her without her —ä chou ra ade _ 


E ater Setter * ; 
Truſty Setter what tidings! how goes the project : 1 
Setter. As all le vd projects do Sir, where the Dries: 


yents our endeavours with ſucceſs, 
Bell. A good hearing, Setter. 


'Vain. Well, Pll leave you with your Engineer. [Exit 

Bell. And haſt thou Provided Neceſfaries + 

Setter. All. all Sir; the large ſanctiſied Hat, and the 
little preciſe Band, with a ſwinging long ſpiritual Cloak, 
to cover carnal Knavery not forgetting the black 
Patch, which Tribulation Spiztext wears as Tam inform- 
ed upon one Eye, as a penal Mourning for the ogling 
Offences of his Youth ; and ſome ſay, with that Eye 
ke firſt diſcover 'dthe frailty of his Wife. 


7 1. 
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Bell. well, in this Fanatick Father's Habit, will I con- 
feſs Letitia | LE e 
Fetter. Rather prepare her for Confeſſion, Sir, by help- 
ing her to ſin. 5 | 


Bell. Be at your Mafter's Lodging in the Evening, I 
ſhall uſe the Robes:- 55 Exit Bell. 
Setter. E ſhall Sir I wonder to which of theſe 
two Gentlemen Ido moſt properly appertain— — the 
one uſes me as his Attendant, the other, being the better 
acquainted with my Parts, employs me as a Pimp; why 
that's much the more honourable Employment — by all 
means I follow one as my Maſter, but the t'other fol- 
. lows me as his Conductor. 1 | 
CESSES Enter Lucy. „ 
Tucy. There's the Hang - dog his Man. I had a Power 
over him in the Reign of my Miſtreſs, but he is too 
true a Valet de chambre not to affect. his Maſter's fauks; 
and conſequently is revolted from his Allegiance. 
Setter. Undoubtedly tis impoſſible to be a Pimp and not 
a Man of Parts; That is without being politick, diligent, 
ſecret, wary and ſo forth — and to all this valiant as 
Hercule That is, paſſively valiant, and actively abe 
dient. Ah / Setter what a Treaſure is here loſt for want of 
being known. oat eee 
Lucy. Here's ſotne villainy a Foot be's ſo tliloughtful; 
may be I may diſcover ſomething in my Mask . Worthy 
Sir, a Word with you. [I Puts on her Mack. 
— Why if I were knowyn I might come to bo a great 
Man 
Lucy. Not to interrupt your meditation—— 
Setter. And I ſhould not be the firſt that bas procur d 
his greatneſs by pimping. ET a 
Tucy. Now Poverty and tlie Pox liglit upon thee, for a 
OContemplati e imap or I nn” 
Setter. Ha! what art, who thus maliciouſly haſt a- 
waken'd me from my Dream of Glory? ſpeak thou vile 
Diſturbe. ok OE ogy Rn 
Tuc. Of thy-moſt vile Cogitations=— thou poor, con- 
ceited wretch, how wert thou valuing thy ſelf, upon thy 
Maſter's Employment. For he's the head Pimp to Mr. 
Bellmour,.* YC.) E . 7 a7 : — : x 
can by Setter 
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Setter. Good words, Damſel; or I fal. But how 


doſt thou know my Maſter or me? 


Tucy. Yes, I know-Maſter and Man to be 

Setter. To be Men perhaps? nay taith like enough? E 
often march in the rear of my aſter, and enter the- 
br er which he has made. 

ucy, Ay, the breach of Faith vrhich ebasbegun; 
Thou Traytor to thy lawful Princeſs. ? 

Setter. Why how now! prithee whoart? lay by that 
worldly Face and produce your natural Vizer. 

Lucy. No Sirrah, I'll keep it on to abuſe thee and leave 
thee without hopes of Revenge. 

Setter. Oh! I begin to ſomak ye, thou art ſome for- 
ſaken Abigail, we ak dallied with heretofore : 
and art come to tickle thylmagination with remembrance: 
of Iniquity paſt. 

Lucy. No, thou pitiful Flatterer of thy Maſter's Imper- 
fections, thou Maukin made up of the Shreds and Pair« 


ings of his ſuperfluous Fopperies. | 
Setter. Thou art thy Miſtreſſes foul ſelf, compoſed of 


her ſullied Iniquities and Cloathing: 


' Lucy. Hang thee— Beggar's Cur— Thy Maſter is but a 
Mumper in Love; lies canting at the Gate, but never dares: 


| ꝑreſume to enter the Houſe.” 


Setter. Thou art the Wicket to thy Miſtreſſes Gate, to- 
be opened for all Comers. In fine thou art the high: 


| Roadto thy Miftreſs, asa Clap is to the Pox, 


Lucy. Bcaſt, filthy Toad; Ecan hold no longer; look 


and tremble. Ann 8 
Setter. How, Mrs. Lucy? 
Lucy. I wonder thou haſt the I mpudence «| look me in. 


the Face. 
Setter. Adsbud who's in fault; Miſtreſsof mins > cho 


I 


15 flung the firſt Stone? who undervalued my Pong] ? and 
Who the Devil could know you by. inſtinct? | 


* 
1 71 
* * 


Lucy, You could know: my Office by inſtinct; an be” 
hang'd, which you have ſlander'd moſt abominably. 


vexes me not wat yon ſaid of my Perſon, but that — 


innocent Calling ous be expos'd and ſcandalizd— can, 
not bear it. ric 


Setter. Nay fich Tag I'm Sorry; ;.1 1 own my ſelf to- 
blame. 
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blame, though we were both in fault as to our Offices — 
Come ll make you any reparation, 15 

Lucy. Swear. 1 ̃ 

Setter. I do ſwear to the utmoſt of my Power. 

Lucy. To be vrief then; what is the reaſon your Maſ- 
ter did not appear to day according to the Summons 1 
brought him? 6 ts | | 

Setter. To anſwer you as briefly, He has a Cauſe tobe 
try'din another Court, | | | 

Lucy. Come tell. me in plain Terms, how forward he is 
with Araminta. 85 | 

Setter. Too torward to be turn'd back — Though he's 
a little in diſgrace at preſent about a kiſs Which he forced. 
You and I can kiſs Lucy without all that. 

Lucy. Stand off He's a precious jewel, 

Setter. And therefore you d have him ſet in your Ladies 
Locket, | ET 

Lucy. Where ighe now ? 2 

Setter. He'll be in the Piazza preſently. 

Lucy. Remember to days behaviour. Let me ſee you 
with a penitent Face. | | | - 

Setter. What no token of Amity Lucy? you and I don't 


uſe to part with dry Lips. © . 
Lucy. No, no, avaunt I'll not be ſlabber'd and kiſs'd* 
now. I'm not i th humour. [ Exits 


Setter. Til not quit you ſo PlI-follow and put 
you in: o the humour. 3 Exit after her. 
Enter Sir Joſeph Wittol, Bluffe. 
Bluff. Ando out of your unwonted Generoſity ——- 

Sir Jo. And good Nature, Back; I am good natur'd and 
I can't help it. . 5 
Bluff. You have given him a Note upon Fond;zwife for a 

hundred Pound. : | | 
Sir Yo. Ay, ay, poor Fellow he ventar'd fair for't. 
Bluff. You have diſoblig'd me ia it for | have 
occaſion for the Money; and if you would look me in the 
Face again and live, go, and force him to re-Hel ver you 
the Note; go and bring it me hither, I'Il ſtay here for you. - | 
Sir Jo. Y ou may ſtay till the day of Judgment thun, by 
the Lord Harry | krow better things than to be run through 
the Guts for a- hund ed Pound why I gave that 
| B 4. | hundred 


% 
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hundred Pound for being ſavd, and d'ye think, an there 
were no. danger, I'll be ſo ungrateful to take it from the 
Gentleman again, 5 e | 

Bluff. Well, go to him from me. Tell him, I ſay, 


_ ke mult retund— or Bilbo's the word; and Slaughter will 
__ enſue— if he refuſe, tell him-— but whiſper that. 


tell him. ll pink his Sou. but whiſper: 
that ſoftly to him. OL F 

Sir Jo. So ſoftly that he ſhall never hear ont 1 warrant- 
you— why, whata Devil's the matter, Bully, are you 
mad? ord'yethink I'm mad? Agad for my part, I don't. 
love to be the Meſſenger of ill. News; 'tis an. ungrateful. 


Office So tell him your ſelt. 


Bluff. By theſe Hilts I believe he frightened you into 
this Compoſition ;. I believe you gave it him out of fear, 
pure paultry fear conteſs. . 

Sir 70. No, no, hang't I was not afraid neither tho 
I confeſs he did in a manner ſnap me up yet I can't ſay 


that it was altogether out of fear, but partly to prevent 
Miſchief for he was adeviliſh cholerick Fellow : And if: 


my choler had been up too, agad there would have been 
Miſchief done, that's flat. And yet | believe if you had 
been by, I would as ſoon have let him a had a hundred of 
my Teeth. Ads heart if he ſhould come juſt now when lm: 
angry, I'd tell him Mum. 5 
— | Enter Sharper, Bellmour. | | 
Bell. Thou'rt a lucky Rogue; there's your Benefactor, 
you ought to return him Thanks now you have receiv'd the- 
Favour. TT 
Sharp. Sir Joſeph — your Note was accepted, 
and the Money paid at ſight: l'm come to return my- 
Thanks -— 5 f 
Sir Jo. They won't be accepted, ſo readily as the Bill, 
Sir. : 5 N 85 
Bell. I doubt the Knight repents, Tom — He looks like 
the Knight of the ſorrowful Face. 5 5 
Sharp. This is a double Generoſity Do me a kindneſs 
and refaſe my Thanks But J hope you are not offended 
that I offer'd em? 5 ä 
Sir Jo. May be Jam Sir, may be I am not Sir; 12 be. 
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ain both Sir. what then? 1 hope, 1 miy be offended: 
without any offence to you Sir. 

— Shona TleFaey N "Captain, Weils matter? Youcan « 

telle 72D t 

' Bluff. Ms; Sus per, [the matter is plain Sir. Jep, 
has found put your Ar Goevuet Care to N 
being a Man of Honour. . - 

85 ht Trick, Sir? £* p 3 Sir, be 

Sir Jo. Ay Trick, Sir, and won putupon 8 
ing a Man of Hotour Bir, and ſo Sir— 

Sharp. Hearkee, Sir Joſepha Word wich yr 1 nicoald. - 
deration df ſomè faroufs lately receiv'd, Fwiould not have 
you draw ydur ſelt into d Premunire; by tpuſting to that 
of bl atythors=—— that Forge charge WO 

Sir 7. © Lord, O 1050. Captain, eome Jultific your- 
felf— I'll give him the The if 50h I fand toit. 

Sharp. Nay then I'll be! before-hand with: you: rake that : 
ORs 00 © "TOnffo him. . 
7 Fo,” Captsin, wil you deb 2 Wos 'tyou Panbs a 

Bluff, Heft, "tis not (> convenietono=— 1 ſhatl . 

a Time. $71 HET 21. : 

Sharp. What doyou teh about 4s Rated You 
were the Incendiary— There's to pat youtn mind of-yoar - 
time— A Memorandum. F kicis him. 
Bn th Oh this is your time Sir, you had deft make uſe. 

Sharp. 1 Gadand ſo I will: Thereshginfor you. 

* [ Kicks him. 

Bluff. Youare obliging Sit; but this is too publick a Place 
to thank you in: But in your Ear, you are to be ſeen again? 

Sharp. Ay thou inimitable Coward, and to be felt. As 
for Example. [Kicks him. 

Bell. Ha, ha, ha, prithee < comeaway, tis ſcandalous to 
kick this Puppy, without a man were coldand had no other 
way to get himſelf a het. xx. Fell Sharp. 

Bluff. Very well Very fine — But tis no 
matter —[s not this fine, Sir Jofeph + | 

Sir Fo. Indifferent, agad in my opinion, very indiffe- 
rent Id rather go plain all my Life, than wear ſuch - 
Einer y. B 5: 3 Fa 
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Bluff. Death and dell c be ee thus [ Fdiebe-. 


* F | ſuffer i it, „ vt drawse . 


Sir Jo; O Lord, his anger was not raiſed, bee | 


Nay, dear Captain, aan t be ina Paſſion now, he's gone 
at up, put up, dear Back; Itis your Sir 30% 
begs; come let me wile thee; ſo, ſo, put up. put . oe! 
Bluff. By Heavn'tis not to be Put . 100 fl. 
Sir Jo. What, Bully: | Dif. 
Bluff. The Affront. 
Sir Jo. No agad no more rs, for- that's. put upt 
4250 ; thy Sword I mean. 
Bluff. Well, Sir Joſeph, at yourentredty... But were not 
you my Friend, e aud cufft, and kickt? 
| 1 (Putting. #9 his Sword, 
Sir Fo. Ay, 25 fo were you too; no matter tis paſt. 
Bluff. By the immortal Thunder of Great Guns, tis 
11 ſucks not ral whodaresaffirm it ta 


this Face. ( (Looks big, ; 


Sir Jo. To that Face I grant you Captain No, no. 
1 grant you Not to that Face by the Lord Hexry-—It 


buſineſs —He durſt as ſoon have kiſt, you, as kickt 
Jou to your Face But a man can no more help what's. 


done behind bis back, than, what's ſaid Come we'll 


think no more of what's paſt. 
Bluff. Tl call a Council of Was within toconſider of. 


þ yRevongecs come. 
(Exeunte. | 
SCENE changes te Silvia's . 
Enter Heartwell; Silvia. 


iS: De Hh G. 


bor u had put on your fi — Face before, you had done 


4 1 Thyrũis, la 25 

Melting the Hours, in gentle Plays. 5; 

Joining Faces, mingling Kiſſes, 
And exchanging harmleſs Bliſſes : OE OPEN, 
He trembling, cry'd, with eager n, a 1 
O let m efeed as well as taſte, [ 


| ac if In not * . 
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1 : 1 8 

The fearful Nymphreplyd--Forbear © 

I cannot, dare not, mult not hear 

Deareſt Thyrſis, do not move me, 

Do not- do not · if you love me. | 

O let me--ſtill_ the ſhepherd ſaid; _ 

But while ſhe fond Reſiſtance made, . 1 

The haſty Joy, in Trug if fled. 

1: 


1 | Vex d at the pleaſure ſhe had miſt, 
F She frown*d and bluſh'd, then ſigh'd and K, 
| And ſeeem'd to moan in ſullen Cooing, | 
3 Ihe ſad miſcarriage of their Wooing 3  _ 
But vain alas! were all her Charm; 5675 
For Thyrſis deaf to Love's alarms, 5 5 | 
Baffeland ſenſeleſs, tir d her Arms. : 
After the Song a Dance of An icks. * 
| Silv. Indeed it is very fine--I could look upon'em all day: 
Heart. Well has this prevaild for me? and will you 


look upon me? | | 
Silv. If you could ſing and dance ſo, I ſhould love to 
look upon you too. 12 Ee ny 


Heart. Why twas I ſung and danc'd; I gave Muſick te 
the Voice, and Life to their Meaſures — Look you here 
Silvia, here are Songs and * Pulling. out a Purſe 
Dinces; Poetry and Mufick--- © and chinking it. 
hark / how ſweetly one Guinea rhymes to another And 
how they dance to the Muſick of their own Chink. This 
buys allthe.t' other And this thou ſhalt have; this and 
all that I am worth for the purchaſe of thy Love 
Say, is it mine then; ha? Speak Syren——Oons why do 
Tlook on her? Vet I muſt Speak dear Angel, De- 
vil, Saint, Witch; do not rack me in ſuſpence? | 
Silv. Nay don't ſtare at me ſo—you make me bluſn. 
Icannot look. | VF a 
Heart. Oh Manhood, where art thou! What am J 
come ta? A Woman's Toy; at theſe years! Death, a 
bearded Baby for a Girl to dandle. Odotage, dotage! 
That ever that noble Paſſion, Luſt, ſhould ebb to this de- 
1 reflux of vigorous blood: But milky Love 
upplies the empty Channels, and prompts me to the 
ſoftneſs of a Child A meer Infant and would ſuck, Can 
you love me Silvia? ſpeak. 5 Sila: 
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Silv. I dare not ſpeak till I believe you; and indeed lm 


afraid to believe you yet. | 5 
Heart. Pox, how her Innocence torments and pleaſes 


me! Lying, Child, is indeed the Art of Love; and Men 
are generally Maſters in it; but I'm ſo newly. entred,. 


ou cannotdiſtruſt me of any skill inthe treacherous My- 
ery Now by my Soul I cannot lie, though it 
: awere to ſerve a Friend or gain a Miſtreſs, 

Silv. Muſt you lie then, if you ſay you love me? 

Heart. No, no, dear Ignorance, thou beauteous 
Changeling I tell thee I do love thee, and tell it for a 
Truth, a naked Truth, which I'm aſhamed todiſcover. 

Silv. But Love, they ſay, is a tender thing, that will 
fmooth Frowns, and make calm an angry Face; will ſof- 


ten a rugged Temper, and make ill-humoured People 


good: You look ready to tright one, and talk as if your 
Paſſion were not Love, but Anger. 
Heart. Tis both; forI am angry with my ſelf, when 
Lam pleas'd with you And a pox upon me for loving 
thee ſo well—Yet I muſt on—- Tis a bearded Arrow, 
and will more eaſily be truſt forward than drawn back. 
Silv. Indeed if I were well aſſured you lov d; but how- 
ran 1 be well aſſur d? | PIES 
Heart. Take the Symptoms — And ask all the Tyrants 
of thy Sex, if their Fools are not known'by this Party 
coloured Livery-Iam Melancholy when thou art abſent, 
took like an Aſs when thou art preſent, wake for you. 
hen I ſhould ſleep, and even dream of you when Iam. 
awake; ſigh mucb, drink little, eat leſs, court ſolitude, 
am grown very entertaining to my ſelf, and (as I am in- 
formed) very troubleſome ro every body elſe. It this be 
not Love, it is Madnefs, and then it is pardonable Nay 
yet a more certain ſign than all this, Igive thee my 
Money. . | 


Silv. Ay, but that is no ſign, for they ſay. Gentlemen 
will give Money to any. naughty Woman to come to bed 
to them O Gemini, 1 hope you don't mean ſd— for! 


won't be a Whore. : i | | 
Heart. The more is thepity. _ | (Aſide. 
Silv. Nay, if you'll marry me, you ſhould not come 
ta bed tame Lou have ſuch a. Beard, and would ſa. 
a | 2 Prickle 


— 


} 
[ 
ö 
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prickle one. But do you intend to marry me?? 
| Heart. That a Fool ſhould ask ſuch a Malicious Quebs- 
tion! Death, I ſhall be drawn in, before I. know where: 
I am. However, I find l am pretty ſure of her conſent, 
if L am put to it. (Aſide.) Marry you! no, no, III love 
ou. 88 ; 
5 Sikv. Nay, but if you love me, you muſt marry mes. 
what, don't I know my Father loy'd my Mother, and 


was married to her ? | | 
Heart. Ay, ay, in old days People married wherethey . 
lov'd; but that faſhion is chang'd,. Child. | pgs 
Silv. Never tell me that, I know tis not chang d, by. 
my ſelf; for I love you, and would marry you. 


Heart. |Il.have my beard ſhav'd 5 it ſhan't hurt thee, and 


we'll go to bed : 
| Sil, No, =: Pm not ſuch a Fool neither but I can 
keep my ſelf honeſt— Here, I won't keep. 
any thing that's yours, I hate you now, (Throws the Purſe.)  _ 
and I'll never ſee you again, cauſe you'd have me naught, 
Heart. Damn her, let her go, and a good Bab 
Yet ſo much Tenderneſs and Beauty and honeſty to- 
gether is a Jewel. ſtay Silvia! Bur then to marry——. . 
Why every Man plays the Fool once in his Lite: But to. 
marry, is playing the Fool all ones Life long. 
Sil v. What did you call me for? 5 
Heart. I'll give thee all I have; and thou ſhalt live with 
me in every thing ſo like my Wife, the World ſhall believe: 
ma Nay, thou ſbak think ſo thy ſelf — Only let me not 
think ſo. | | 
Silv. No, I'll die beſore Pll be your Whore-—as well 
as. I love you. | | : : 
Heart. aſide.) A Woman, and ignorant, may be honeſt, . 
when tis out of Obſtinacy and Contradiction But. 
S'death it is but a may-be, and upon ſcurvy Terms Well. 
farewel then——if I can get out of Sight, I may get the 
better of my ſelf. „% 
Sꝛilv. Well - good buy. (Turns and weeps... 
Heart. Ha! Nay come, well kiſs at parting, (lie her). 
By Heav'n ſhe kiſſes ſweeter than Liberty — 1 will marry. 
thee There thou haſt don't, all my Reſolye melted in 
hat kiſs one more. 1 Su. 
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Silv. But when? 
Heart. I'm impatient till it be done; tullnot give my 


Fel liberty to think, leſt 1 ſhould cool—I will about a 
Licence ſtraight—— in the Evening expect me — One kifs - 


more to confirm me mad; fo! | (Exit. 
Silv. Ha, ha, ha, an o1d Fox trapt :“ 
Enter Lucy. 
Bleſs me! you frighted. me! I thought he had been come 
again, and had heard me. 


Lucy, Lord, Madam, I met your Lover in as much 
haſte, as if he had been going for a Midwife.:. 

Silv. He's going for a Parſon, Girl, the forerunner of | 
a Midwife, ſome nine months bence— Well I find diſ- 
ſembling to our Sex is as natural as ſwimming toa Negro : 
wie may depend upon our Skill to ſave us at a Plane, tha” 
tillthen we never . But how: 
27 ce ſucceeded? 
; As you would wiſſi. Since there is no re- 
chiming Vainlove, I have found out a picque ſhe has taken 
at him; and have fram da Letter, that makes her ſue for 
Reconciliation firſt. I know that will do walk in and 
II ſhow it you. Come Madam, you're like to have. a 
a happy time ont, both your Love and Anger ſatisfied! 
All that can charm gur Sex conſpire to Plcale.. 


'T hat Woman ſure enjoys a bleſſed Night, 


hom Love and Vengeance do at once delight. 


* 


— 
ll. 


"AC T IV. E G E N E T. 
| The Street. 


Enter Bellmour in Fanatick Habit, Setter. 


Bellmour. 
TP 8 pretty near the Hour. (Looking on his Match) war 
and how Seiter, hz, does my Hypocriſy fit me, (ur | 


does it fit eaſy on me? 
Sett. O moſt re“ g ouſly well, Sir. | 
* I wonder why a all our young Fellows ſhould 
| oy 5 


„ 
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fog in an opinion of Atheiſm, when they a Wy. fo. 
much more convenieatly | lewd under the FR ig of Re- 
igion. 

Sert. S bud Sir, away quickly, there 5 Fmidlewift juſt 

turn'd the Corner, and's coming this way, 

Bell. Gads ſo, there he is, he muſt not ſee me. (era. 

Enter Fondle wife and Barnaby, | | 

Fond. I fay, 1 will tarry at home. 55555 

Bar. But, Sir. | 

Fond. Good lack! I profels the Spirit of Contradiction 
hath poſſeſt the Lad I fay I will tarry at home Varlet. 

Bar. Lhave done Sir, then farewel 0 pound. _ 
Fond. Ha, how's that? Stay, ſtay, did Jon. leave word 
lay you with his Wife? with Comſort her ſelf. 
Bar. Idid; and Comfort will ſend Tribulation hither as 
ſoon as ever he comes home I could have brought young 
Mr. Prig to have kept my Miſtreſs Company in men 
time; but you fay 

Fond. Hor, how, ſay Varlet. I ſay let him not come 
near my Doors. I ſay, he is a wanton young Levite, and 
pampereth himſelf up with Dainties, tha: he may look 
lovely in the Eyes of Women — Sincerely I am afraid he. 
hath already defiled the Tabernacle of our Siſter Comfort; 
while her good Husband is deluded by his godly appearance 
I ſay, that even Luſt doth ſparkle in his Eyes, and glow 
upon his Cheeks, and that | would as ſoon truſt my Wife- 

with a Lord's high-fed Chaplain. _ | 
Bar. Sir, the Hour draws nigh——Andnothing will be 
done there till you come. 

Fond. And nothing can be done here till I 80.—80 that 
Vl tarry, d'ye lee. = 

Bar. And run the hazard to loſe your Affair fo! 

Fond. Good lack, good lack I profeſs it is a very ſuffi- 
cient vexation, for a Man to have a handſome Wife. 

Bar, Never, Sir, but when the Man is an inſufficient 
Husband.”Tis then indeed, like the vanity. of taking a fine 
Houle, and yet be forced to let Lodgings to help to pax the 
Rent. 

Fond. 1 profeſs a-very apt Compariſon, Varlet. Go in 
and bid my Cocky come out to me, I will give her ſome 
| oſtruQions, Iwill reaſon with her before go. (Exit Bar- 

. 
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naby.) and in the mean time, I will reaſon with my ſelf 
Tell me Haut, why art th jealous? W hy art thee n roft- - 
ful of the Wife ot thy Boſom ? Becauſe ſhe's young and 
vigoreus, and I'm old and impotent Then why - 
didſt thee marry ſanc . Becauſe ſhe was beautiful and . 
tempting, and becauſe I was obſtinate and doating; ſo 
that my inclination was, and is ſtill, greater than myPow-- 
er And will not that which tempted thee, alſo tempt o- 
thers, who will tempt her Iſaac? I fear it much--- - 
at does not thy Wife love t hee, nay doat upon thee? nm 
Tes Why then !----Ay, but to fay-truth, ſhe's fonder- 
of me, than ſhe-has reaſon to be; and in the way of Trade, 
dye ſtill ſuſpect the ſmootheſt Dealers of the deepeſt De- 
ſigns And that ſhe has fome Deſigns deeper than thou 
canſt reach, th haſt experimented aac- But mum. 
55 Enter Lætitia. N 
Tat. I hope my deareſt Jewel is not going to leave m 
Are you Nykin? :?: 3 
Fond. Wife. Have you throughly conſidered: how de- 
teſtable, how heinous, and how crying a Sin, the Sin of 
Adultery is? Have you weigh'd it I ſay? For it is a very. 
weighty Sin; and although it may lye heavy upon thee, 
yet thy Husband muſt alſo bear his part: For thy iniquity 
will tall upon his Head. . | xi 
Let. Bleſs me, what means my Dear? ä 
Fond. Aſide.) I profeſs ſhe: has an alluring Eye; I am 
doubtful, whether I ſhall truſt her, even with Tribulation 
himſelf— Speak, I ſay, have you confidered, what it is 
to cuckold your Husband? | ee 
Lat. Afide.) Im amazed : ſure he has diſcovered no- 
thing W ho has wrong'd me to my deareſt? I hope my 
ewel does not think, that ever I had any ſuch thing in my 
ead, or ever will have? 3 . 
Fond. No, no, I tell you I ſhall have it in my Head 
You will have it ſomewhereelle. . . 
Let. Aſide.) Iknow not what to think. But I'm re- 
folv'd ta find the meaning of it. Unkind Dear! was it 
for this you ſent to call me? is it not affliction enough that 
you are to leave me, but you muſt ſtudy to encreaſc it by 
unjuſt Suſpicions ? (Crying.) .Well—Well—You know 
my Fondnels, and you love to tyrannjze——Go on 1p 
Ny 


ce 
— 
30 
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Man, do, triumph over my poor Heart, while it holds ; 
which cannot be long, with this uſage of yours But 
that's what you want Well You will have your ends 
foon— You will You will Fes, it will break to ob- 
lige you. | ___ (Sighs.- 
Fond, Verily I fear I have carried the Jeſt re IT 
look you now if: ſhe does not weep tis the fondeſt 
Fool — Nay, Cocky,: Cocky, nay, dear Cocky, 
don't cry, I was but in Jeſt, I was not ifeck. > 
Tat. Aſide.) O then all's ſafe; I was terribly affrighted— 
My affliction is always your Jeſt, barbarous Man! Oh that 
Fſhould love to this degree! yet. | 
Fond. Nay, Cocky. „ ou 
Tat. No, no, youare weary of me, that's it—that's: 
all, you. would get another Wife—-fond Fool, to break 
her heart well, be as cruel as you. canto me, I'll pray 
for you; and when I am dead with Grief, may you have 
one that will love you as well as I have done: I ſhall be 
contented to lie at peace in my cold-Grave—-fince it will 
pleaſe you. EEE a ds © 
| Fond. Good lack, good kck, ſhe would melt a Heart of 
ak! profeſs I can hold no longer. Nay dear Cocky— 
Ifeck you'll break my Heart—Ifeck you wil See you 
have made me weep—made poor Nykin weep —- Nay: 
come kiſs; buſs poor Nyłin.— and I won't leave thee 
Fl loſeall firſt. | 5 | 
| Let. . aſide.) How: Heav'n forbid! that will becarrying: 


the Jeſt too far indeed. 
Fond. Won t you kils Nin? 5 
Lat. Go naughty Nykin, you don't love me. 
Fond. Kiſs, kiſs, iteck I do. 1 g 
Let. No you don't. (he kiſſes lim: 
Fond. What not love Cocky! | 1 
Lat. No- -h. 2 (Sighs. | 
Fond. I profeſs I do he hee better than 00 Pound — © 
And io thou ſhalt ſay, for I'll leave it to ſtay with the. 
| Lat. No you ſhan't neglect your Buſineſs for me----No» 
indeed you fant Nykin----If you don't go, I'll think you: 
have been dealous of me ſtil]. LIE: 
Fond. He, he, he, wilt thou poor Fool? Then Iwill! 
20, 1 won't be daalous Poor Cocky, kiſs Ny kin, kiſs 3 


4 
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kin, ee, ee, ee · Here will be the good Man anon, to tal k. 
2— and teach her how a Wife ought to behave. her 
Tat. (aſide.) J hope to have one that will ſhow me how 
a Husband ought to behave himſelf .I ſhall be glad to learn 
to pleaſe my Jewel. e. 

Fond. That's my good Dear Come kiſs Nykin once 
more, and then get you in So- Get you in, get you 
in. By, by. . 15 5 

Le, By, Ny kin. 

Fond. By, Cocky... | 

Let. By, Nykin. (She goes in. 

Fond. By, Cocky, by, by, ( Exit. 
„ Enter Vainlove, Sliarper. | 

Sharp. How! Araminta loſt ! | 
Pain. Toconfirm what I have ſaid, read this., 
8 . ( (Gives a Letter. 
Sharp. reads.) Hum, hum And what then ap- 
pear dia Fault, upon reflection, ſeems. only an eſftct of: a too 
powerful Paſſion, Tm afraid i give too great a Proof of my 
own at this time. I am in diſorder for what I have written; 
but ſomething, I know not what, forced me. I only beg a 
 Javourable Cenſure of this and your Araminta. 
Sharp. Loſt! pray Heav'n thou haſt not loſt thy Wits; 
Here, here, ſhe's thy own Man, ſigu'd and ſeal'd too—to- 
her Man — a delicious Mellon pure and conſenting ripe,. 
and only waits. thy cutting up She has been breedin 
g= to theeall this while, and juſt now ſhe's.deliver'd: 
of it: 
Vain. Tis an untimely Fruit, and ſhe has miſcarried 
of her Love. | : | 

Sharp. Wilt. thou never leave this damn'd, ill-natur'd- 
whimſey, Frank? thou haft a ſickly peeviſh appetite. ; 
only to che Love and cannot digeſtit 

Vain. Yes, when I feed my . But I hate to be 
cramm'd-— by. Heav'n there's not a Woman will give a: 
Man the Pleaſure of:a Chaſe: My ſport is always balkt or 
cut ſhort——I ſtumble over the Game I would purſue—. 
*Tis dull and unnatura ito have aHare run full in-theHounds.. 
Mouth; and would diſtaſte the keeneſt Hunter — I would 


have avertaken, not have met my Game. 


| Sharp; . 
' 


will gotoo—And ſhe ſhall ſee her error in 


#$- > 
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Sharp. However J hope you don't mean to forſake i it *- 


that will be a kind of a Mungril Curs trick. Well, are 


you for the Mall? 
Vain, No; ſhe will be there this evening Yes —F 


Sharp. In her choice 1 gad But thou canſt not be fo. 


ta Brute asto flight her, - 
Fain. I ſhould diſappoint her if I did not- — By her 
-management I ſhou'd think ſhe expects it, 
All naturally fly what does purſue : 


n oe be e w n Women wooe.. | 
(Exennt, 


8 © E N E Changes toa Room in Fondlewife's Houſe.” 
A Servant introducing Bellmour in a Fanatick Habit, with 
a Patch upon one Eye, and a hook in his Hand. 

: Servant. © 
Here's Clair, Sir, if you pleaſe to repoſe your ſelf. 11 


call my Miſtrefs. ((Exis Servant. 


Zell. Secure in my Diſg uiſe, have out-fac'd Suſpicion, 


and even dar'd Diſcover S This loak my Sandityz 
k— - Methinks. 


and- truſty Scaron's Novels my Prayer- 


Iam the very Picture of Montuſar in the Hypocrites—— 


Oh! ſhe comes. 
Enttr Lætitiaa. 


Subtest; Aurora through the Veil of Night, ) Throwing off 
Tyus fly the Clouds, divided by her Light, 
And every Eye receives anew-born Sight. Patch, &c. 

Let. Thus ftrow'd with bluſhes, like Ah! Heav'n de- 
fend me! Who's this? 


Bell. Your Lover. 
Tat. Vainlove's Friend! I know his Face and he has 


betray'd meto him. - (Aſide. 


Bell. You are ſurpriſed: Did you not expect a Lover; 


Madam? thoſe Eyes ſhone kind!y on wy firſt appearance, 


tho? now they are o'ercaſt. 
Le. I may well be ſurpriſed at your Perſon and Impu- 


dence; they are both ne to me You are not what your: 


firſt Appearance promiſed: The Piety of your Habit was 


welcome, but not the Hypocriſy. 


Bell. Rather the Hypocriſy was welcome, but not tbe 


(Afde.. 


_ Wypocrite., | 
w_—_ 


his Cloak,. 


(Diſcovering him, ſtarts. 


„ Thr Ol Botleors 
Lat. Who are you, Sir? Vou have miſtaken the Houſe: 


Jure. | | 5 8 
Bell. Thave Directions in my Poeket, which agree 
with every thing but your unkindneſs. 
e Tg wo + (Pulls out the Letter. 
© Let. My Letter! Baſe Vainlove! Then tis too late to 
diſſemble. ( Aſide.) Tis plain you have miſt the perſon. 
® 3 MES 134467 £ (Going. 
Bell. If we part fo, I'm miſtaken +. Hold, hold, 
Madam I confeſs-I have run into an Error — I 
beg your Pardon a thouſand times. What an eternal Block- 
head am I ! Can you forgive me the Diſorder I have put 
— into. But it is a Miſtake which any body might have 
Let, What can this mean / Tis impoſſible he ſhould be 
miſtaken after all this A handſome Fellow it he had not 
ſur pria d me; Methinks, now I look on him again, I 
would not have him miſtaken. (Aſide.) We are all liable to 
Miſtakes, Sir: If you own it to be fo, there needs no far- 
ther Apology. pi 1166 nas {os 
Bell. Nay Faith. Madam, tis a pleaſant one, and worth 
our hearing. Expecting a Friend, laſt Night, at his Lodg- 
ings, till *twas late, my intimacy with him gave me the 
freedom of his Bed; he not coming home all Night, a. 
Eetter was deliver d to me by a Servant, in the Morning; 
upon the peruſal | found the Contents ſo charming, that 
Ecould think of nothing all Day, but putting em in prac- 
tice till juſt now, (the firſt time 1 ever look d upon the 
Superſcription) I am the moſt ſurpriz d in the world to 
find it directed to Mr. Vainlove. Gad, Madam, I ask you: 
a Millions of Pardons, and will make you any Satisfaction. 
Lat. I am diſcover'd---And either Vainlove is not guil- 
ty, or he has handſomly excuſed him. (Aſide. 
Bell. You appear concern d, Madam 
Let. I hope you are a Gentleman and ſince you are 
privy to a weak Woman's failing, won't turn it to the 
prejudice of her Reputation. Tou look as if you had 
more Honour— . | TT EOTY 
Bell And more Love; or my Face is a Falſe Witneſs, 
anddeſervesto be pillory'd.---No, by Heav'n, I ſwear---- 


I p 
* 
5 . 
* 
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but promiſe--= ' Th WEE * 5 
Bell. Well, I promiſe--A Promiſe is ſo cold - Give 
me leave to ſwear---by thoſe Eyes, thoſe killing Eyes; by 
thoſe healing Lips. Oh! preſs the ſoft Charm cloſe to 
mine, and ſeal em up for ever. 5 x: $20 

Let. Upon that Condition. (He kiſſes her. 
Bell. Eternity was in that moment - One more, upon 
any Condi tio. ff 


| Tat. Na , don't ſwear, if you'd hay eme believe ou; 


impudent,/ t. (Aſide. 
Won't you cenſure-me for this, now? · but tis to buy 
your Silence. ww | (Kiss. 


Oh, but what am I doing? 9 5 

Bell, Doing! No Tongue can expreſs it- not thy own 
nor any thing, but thy Lips. I am faint with the Exceſs 
of Bliſs: Oh, for Love; ſake, lead me any whither, where 


J may lie down ;---quickly, for I'm afraid I ſhall have aFit. 


Lat. Bleſs me! What Fit? | 
Bell. Oh. a Convulſion -I feel the Symptoms. 


Let. Does it hold you long ? I'm afraid to carry you in- 


to my Chamber. h 
Bell. Oh, No: Let me lie down upon the Bed; tlie 
Fit will be ſoon over. — (Exeunt. 
SCE NE changes to St. James's Park. 
Araminta and Belinda meeting. | 
#70 e Belinda. þ 8 Co Tn | 
J ARD, my Dear: I am glad I have met with you---I 
have been at the Exchange ſince, and am ſo tir d 
Aram, Why, what's the matter? . 
Belin. Oh the moſt inhuman, barbarous 3 
Coach! Tam jolted to a Jelly- Am I not horridly touz d! 
A ( Pulls out a Pocket-Glajs, 
Aram. Your Head's a little out of Order. 
Bell. A little! © frightful + What a furious FizT have? 
O moſt rueful! Ha, ha, ha: O Gad, I hope no body will 
come this way, till I put my ſelf a little in Repair Ah! 
my Dear · I have ſeen ſuch unhewn Creatures ſince Ha, 
ha, ha, I can't tor i Soul help thinking that I logk juſt 
like one of em Gd Dear, pin this, and Pll tell you---= 
Very well---$o, thank you my Dear---But as 1 Was tel- 


uns 


Lat. Nay no- never faw any thing ſo agreeably | 
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ling you-—Piſh, this is the untoward'ſt Lock, S0 „48 1 
Was telling you---How d' ye like me now ? Hideous, ha? 


Frightful fill? Or ho? 


j 
Z 


Aram. No, ne; you're very well as can be. 0 


Belin. And ſe But where did I leave off, my Dear? 1 


was telling you - 9 
Aram. You are about to tell me ſomething, Child--- 
. you began. | LE 
Be 
with the Equipage of a Wife and two Daughters, came 
to Mrs, Snipmell's Shop, while I was there---But OhGad ! 
Two ſuch unlick d Cubs ! 57 46199 
F*. 42a I warrant, plump, Cherry- cheek d Country 
Girls. | | BY 
Bell. Ay, O my Conſcience, fat as Barn-door-Fow1-: 
But fo bedeck d. you would have taken em for Friexland 


Bens, with their Feathers growing the wrong way--Q 


ſuch Out-landiſh Creatures! 'Such Tramontane, and Fo- 
reigners to the Faſhion, or any thing in practice! I had not 
Patience to behold---I undertook the modelling of one 
of their Fronts, the more modern Structure--— 
Aram. Bleſs me, Couſin; why would you affront 


any body ſo ? They might be Gentlewomen of a very 


good Family 3 

Belin. Ot a very ancient one, I dare ſwear, by their 
Dreſs—Affront! Pſhaw, how you're miſtaken! The 
poor Creature, I warrant, was as full of Courtſies, as if 


I had. been her Gedmother. The Truth on't is, I did 
endeavour to make her look like a Chriſtian - and ſhe was 


ſenſible of it; for ſhe thank'd me, and gave me two 


Apples, piping hot, out of her Under-Peticoat-Pocket-- 
Ha, ha, ha: An, t other did ſo ſtare and gape---l fanſied 
her like the Front of her Father's Hall, her Eyes were 


the two Jut-Windows, and her Mouth the great Door, 
moſt Holpitably kept open, for the entertainment of 
travelling Flies. 


Aram. So then you have been diverted. W hat did 


they buy? 1 | 
Belin. Why the Father bought a P 
Almanack, anda Comb-Caſe; the 


der-Horn, and an 
der, a great Fruz- 


Towr, and aFat-Amber-Necklace z The daughters ny 


N 


lin. Oh ! a moſt Comical Si ht: A Country Squire, 
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tore two pair of Kid Gloves, with trying'em on 


Oh Gad, here comes the Fool that din d at my Lady Free- 


bve's t' other dax. 
= Enter Sir Joſeph and Bluffe. 
Aram, Maybe he may not know us again. | 
Belin. We'll put on our. Masłks to ſecure his Ignorance, 
( They put ontheir Mass. 
Sir Jo. Nay, gad, I'll pick up; I'm reſolved to make a 
Night on't I'll go to Alderman Fondlewife by and 
by, and get Fifty Pieces more from him. Adſlidikins, 


Bully, w'ell wallow in Wine and Women. Why, this 


ſame Madera- Wine has made me as light as a Graſhoppec 
—  Hift, hiſt, Bully, doſt thou ſee thoſe Tearers? (Sings) 
Look you what here is. Tol.. doll dera 


toll —loll—A gad, t' other Glaſs of Madera, and 1 


durſt have attack d em in my own proper Perſan, with- 
out your help. 3 . 
Bluffe. Come en then, Knight — Put d' ye know 
what to ſay to em? : To 
Sir Jo, Say: Pooh, Pox, I've enough to ſay—never 
fear it that is, it I can but think on't: Truth is, 
| IThavebuta treacherous Memory. 3 
Belin. O frightful! Couſin, What ſhalll do? Theſe 
things come towards us, 
Aram, No matter -＋-] ſee Vainlove coming this 
way. — and, to confeſsmyFailing, I am willing to give him 
an opportunity of making his Peace with me —and to 


rid me of theſe Coxcombs, when I ſeem oppreſt with em, 


will be a fair one. 
Bluffe. Ladies, by theſe Hilts you are well met. 
Aram, We are afraid not. 
Bluffe, W hat ſays my pretty little Knapſack Carrier 


(To Belinda. 


Belin. O monſtrous filthy Fellow! Good flovenry 
Captain H»ffe, Bluffe, (what's your hideous name :) be 
one : You ſtink of Brandy and Tobacco, moſt Soldier- 

ike. Foh. Fo | (pits. 
Sir Jo, Now am I ſlap-daſn down in the Mouth, and 


have not one Word to ſay! __ (Apode.. 


Aram. 1 hope my Fool has not Confidenee enough to 
be troubleſome. | (Afoge. 
Sir Fo, 


we l 


—— 1 
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Sir Jo. Hem ! Pray, Madam, which way's the Wind? 


Aram. Apithy Queſtion Have you ſent your 
Wits for a Venture, Sir, that you require? | 
Sir Jo. Nay, now I'm in I. can prattle like 
Magpye. EG (Alle. 
Enter Sharper and Vainlove at a diſtance. 
Belin. Dear Araminta, I'm tir d. | ; 
Aram. Tis but pulling off our Masks, and obliging 
Painlove to know us; I'll be rid of my Fool by fear means 
— Well, Sir Feſeph, you ſhall ſee my Face but be 


1 gone immediately I ſee one that will be jealous 
to find me in diſcourſe with you ge diſcreet No 
reply, butaway. (Unmeasks. 


Sir Yo. The great Fortune, that din'd at my Lady Free- 
Jove's! Sir Foſeph, thou art a Madman. Agad, I'm in 
Love up to the Ears. But Ill be diſereet, wy 
; a | > A, k. 
Bluffe. Nays by the World, I'll ſee your face. | 
Belin. You ſhall. (Unmasks. 
Sharp. Ladies, your humble Servant. We were a- 
:Fraid, you would not have given us leave to know you. 
Aram. We thought to have been private. But we 
find Fools, have the ſame advantage over a Face ina Mask, 
that a coward has, while the Sword is in the Scabbard 


So were forc'd to draw in our own defence. 


Blue. My blood riſes at that Fellowy: I can't ſtay where 
He is; and I muſt not draw in the Park. is 
1 ( (ToSir Joſeph. 

Sir Jo. I wiſh I durſt ſtay to let her know my Lod ping. 
— (Exeunt Sir Joſeph and Bluffe. 
Sharp. There is in true Beauty, as in Courage, ſome- 


chat which narrow Souls cannot dare to admire, 
ſee, the Owls are fled, as at the break of Day. 


Belin. Very courtly. I believe Mr. Vainlo ve has not 
rubb d his Eyes ſince break of Day neither, he looks as if 


he durſt not ee ee Couſin, be friends 


with me L ſwear, he looks ſo very ſimply, ha, ha, ha, 


— Well, a Lover in the ſtate of ſeparation from his Mif- 
treſs, is like a body without a Soul, Mr. Vain love, ſhall 
Ibe bound for y ur good Behaviour for the future: 


Pain, 
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Pains Now muſt I pretend e e hers, 
:of what ſhe knows as well as I. ( Aſide.) Men are apt to 
.offend ( tis true) where they find moſt Goodneſs to for- 


give — But, Madam, hope I fhallprove of a Temper, | 


not to abuſe Mercy, by committing new Offences. 
Aram. So cold! (Afede; 


Belin. I have broke the ĩce for you, Mr: Vithlbve, and 


ſoleave you. Come, Mr. Sharper, you and Iwill take _ 


turn, and laugh at the Vulgar Both the great vulgar and . 


the ſmall— Oh Gad! I have a great paſſion for Cowley. 
Don't you admire him? 
- Sharp. Oh Madam! He was our Bngliſh Mops. of 
Belin. Ah ſo fine! So extreme] fine / Soevery thing 
in the world that I like. Oh Lord, walk this way 
I ſee a coupe PI. give you their Hiſtory, 
1 (Ex. Bel. and Sharp: 
"Pas. I find; Madam, the Formality of the Law muſt 


+be: feſerv d, tho' the Penalty of it be diſpens d with; and 


an Offender muſt plead to his Arraignment, tho” he have 
his Pardon in his Pocket. 


Aram. I mamaz'd This inſblence exceeds cbet; other; 
<=——— whoever has encourag d you to this aſſurance 
preſuming upon the eaſineſs of my Temper, has much 


deceiv d you, and fo you ſhall find. 


Vain. Hey Auf. Which way now? Here a fne n- 


Aram. Baſe Man! Wasit not enough to affront ms 
with your ſavvey Paſſion? 


Vain. You have given that Paſſion a much kinder Epi : 


thet than Savycy, in another place. 

Aram. Another place! Some vi lainous Deſi 
my Honour But tho thou hadft all the Treachery 
and Malice of thy Sex, thou canſt not lay a blemiſh on m 
Fame N, I have not err'd in one favourab 
Thought ef Mankind Ho W/ time might have de. 
ceiv'd me in you, I'know not; my opinion was but young, 
and your early baſeneſs bas prevented its rowing toa 
wrong belief Unworthy, and ungrateful ! Be gone, 
and never ſee me more. 

Pain. Did I dream? Or do I eream? Shall I believe 
5 * Eyes, or Ears? 6 Ril——Your Fog 
| on, 


on to blaſt 5 


ſion, Madam, — 3 of no farther 2 
But Ma is a ſilent Witneſs ot your ac qusintance——— 
{Takes our the Letter, and offers it: She ſwatches it, 
and throws it away. 

Aram. There's Poiſon in every thing you touch 
Bliſters will tollow v. 

Vain. That Tongue, which denies what. the Hands 

| havedone— | 

Aram. Still my dia ſenſeleſeand {mpudent; I find 
muſt leave the place. 

Vain. No, Madam, I'm honey he knows berName's' 5 
to it, which ſhe will ed to expoſe to the Cenſure 4 
ol. the firſt finder, Krit. 

Aram. Woman 's Obſtinacy made me blind, to what 
Woman': 8 Curioſity now tempts me to ſee. 

| | (Takes up the Letrer, and Exit 

| Enter Belinda, :Sharper. | * 

Belin. Nay, we have ſpared no body, I Gde. Mr. 
Sharber, you're a pure Man; where did you ger this n , 
lent Talent of Railing ? . 

nt: er * the Talent was born with me: 


Enter Fatman. 
Bis, — now, Pace? Where's my could? Lin 
Foot. She's not very well, Madam, and has ſent to know, | 
if your Ladyſhip would have the Coach come again for 


ou? 
45 Belin. O Lord, No, rl go along with her. Come, 
Mr. Sharper. _ (Exeunt, 


SCENE Changes to a. ' Chamber. in Fondlewife' s Houſe, 
Exter TT. and Pellmour, his Cloak, Hat, Kc. 8 
5 | looſe about the Ghee 

: Bellmou. 

ERE'S 5 no ER nor no noiſe "was nothing 
but your fears. h 
Let. Idurit have ſworn, I had heard my Monſter's | 
Voice--I ſwear I was heartily 5 how —1 


Mar t beats, 
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a Beil. Tis an alarm to Love Come in again, and 
let US—— | | 
Fond. without. Cocky, Cocky, where are you, Cocky ? 
I'm come home. 1 8 5 

: Tat. Ah! There he is, Make haſte, gather up your 
things, | | | | ? 

Fond. Cocky, Cocky, open the door. 

Bell. Pox choak him; would his Horns were in his 
Throat. My Patch, my Patch. }. ue ie 
(Looking about and gathering up his Things. 
Let. My Jewel art thou there? No matter for your 
Patch — You s'an't tum in, Nin. Run inte 
my Chamber, quickly, quickly.” You s'an't tum in. 
| gell. goes in. 
Fond. Nay, prithee, Dear, ifeck I'm in haſte. 
Lat. Then Tl let you in. (Opens the Door. 
| Enter Fondlewife, and dir Joſeph. : 
Fond. Kifs, Dear I met the Maſter of the Ship by 
the way And1 muſt have my Papers of Account 
out of your Cabinet, . : | 

Lat. Oh, Imundone? Zang (Aſide. 

Sir Ja. Pray, firſt let me have 40 l. good Alderman, for 
I'm in haſte. | LAG 42 | | 

Fond. A hundred has already been paid by your Order. 
Fifty ! T bave the Sum ready in Gold, in my Cloſer. 

FEA (oe, into hisCloſet. 
Sir Jo. Agad, its a curious, fine, pretty Rogue; III 
ſpeak co her Pray, Madam, what News d' ye hear ? 
Tat. Sir, 1 ſeldom ſtir abroad. 3 
oh #2 Malls about in diſorder. 

Sir Fo. | wonder at that, Madam, for tis moſt curious 
fine weather. ET E147 

Let. Methinks, 't has been very ill weather. 25 
Sir Jo. As you ſay, Madam, 'tis pretty bad weather, and 
has been ſoa great while. | 
L Enter Fondlewife, | p 

Fond. Here are fifty pieces in this Purſe, Sir 7oſeph 
It you will tarry a moment, till 1 fetch my Papers, I'll 
Wait upon you down Sairs. 5 

Tat. Ruin d paſt Redemption! What ſhall Ido Ha! 
this fool may beof uſe, (4/ide) Stand off, rude . 
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Help me, my Dear.— O bleſs me! Why will you leave me a- 


lone with ſuch a Satyr. | 
IA, Fond. is going into the Chamber, ſhe runs to Sir Jo. 
almoſt puſhes him down, and cries out. 7 
Fond. Bleſs us! what's the matter? what's the matter? 
Let. Your back was no ſooner turn'd; but like a Lion 
he came open mouth'd upon me, and would have raviſned 


* 


a kiſs from me by main force. 


Sir Jo. O Lord! Oh terrible! Ha, ha, ha, is your 
Wife mad, Alderman?' . | 8 
Let. Oh! 1 am ſick with the fright ; won't you take 
him out of my fight ? Y Y 
Fond, Oh Traytor! I'm aſtoniſhed. Oh bloody minded 
Traytor ! | 
Sir Jo. Hey-day! Traytor your ſelf— by the Lord 
Harry Jas in the moſt danger of being raviſh'd, if you 


go to that. | 


Fond. Oh, how the blaſphemous veretch ſwears! Out 
ot my hquſe, thou Son of the Whore of Babylon; Off- 
ſpring of Bell and the Dragon Bleſs us! Raviſh my 
0 ite! my Dinah! Oh Schechemite! Be gone 1 = 4x | 

Sir Fo. Why, the Devil's in the People, I think. (Exit. 

Lt. Oh! won't you follow, andſee him out of Doors, 


| my Dear? 


Fond Ill ſhut this Door to ſecure him from coming back 
-— Give me the Key of your Cabinet, Cocky Raviſi 
my Wife before my Face? I warrant he's a Papiſt in his 

Lat. What can I do now! (Aſade.) Oh! my Dear, I 
have been in ſuch a fright, that I forgot to tell you, poor 


Mr. Spintext, has a ſad Fit of the Cholick, and is forced 


to lie down upon our bed You'll diſturb him; I can 
Fond. Alack poor Man No, no you don't know 


the Papers — I won'tdiſturb him; Gire methe Key. 


Ihe gives him ibe Key, gbes to the Chamber door, an! 
ks aloud. „ * we £54 4 3 % 
Let. Fis no body but Mr. Fondlewife, Mr. Spintext, lie 


ſtill on your Stomach; lying on your Stomach will caſe 


of the Cholick. 
mY 2 * 


y 
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Fond, Ay, ay, lie Qill,lie ſtill; don't let me diſturb you. 


[Goes in. 

Let. Sure, when he does not ſee his face, he won't di!- 
cover him. Dear Fortune help me but this once, and II 
never run in thy debt again But this — is 
__ Devil. 

FPeoondlewife returns with Papers: 133 

Fond. Goed lack goodlack! — I profeſs, the pace 

is in great torment, he lies as ; Bat— Dear yau ſhou!d 
heat a Trencher, or a Napkin — Where's Deborah? let her 
clapa warm thing tohis Stomach, or chafe it with a warm 

hand, rather than fail. What Book's this? | 
(Sees the Book that Bellmoui fargor. 

Let, Mr. Spintext's Prayer-baok; Bear Pray 5. 
it he a Prayer book. | 

Fond. Good Man! N wanrant he dropp'd it an a 
that you might take it up, and read ſome of the pious! Eja+ 
culations: (Taking up the Bool) O bleſs me! O monſtrous! 
A Prayer-book? Ay, this is the Devil's Pater- Noſter. 
Hold, let me ſee; The Innacem Adultery. 5 

Lat. Misfortune! now all's ruin'd again. (Aſfala. 
Bell. (Peeping.) Damn'd- Chance! if I had gone a 
_ whoring with the Practice of Pia in my Pocket, Þ had 
never been difcover'd.- 

Fond. Adultery, and innocent! O Lord! Here's Docs- 
trine! Ay, here's Diſcipline! 

Let. Dear Husband, I'm amaz'd :— Sure it is a good 
Book, and only tends to the Magn Sin. - 

Fond. Speculation! No, no; ſomething went farther 
than ſpeculation when I was not to be let in Where i is 
this Apoeryphal Elder? 1'il ferret him. 

Let: I'm ſo diſtracted I can't think ot a Lye, {( Aſide: 

Fondlewife haling out Bellmour. 

Fond. Come out here, thou Ananias incarnate— Who, 
how now ! who have we here? — | 

Let. Ha! Shrieks, as ſurpria· . N 

Fond. Oh, thou falacious Woman! Am I then brutified 2 
Ay, I feel it here; | ſprout, bud, I bloſſom, I am ripe. 
horn- mad. But who in the Devil's name, are you:? Mere y 

on me tor iwe. aring. But. * 


29 
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Eæt. Oh, goodnefs keep us! Who's this“ Who: are 
you? Whatare you? | 
Bell. Soh. : + | 2M 
Let. In the name of the Oh! Good my Dear, dont 
on near it, I'm afraid tis the Devil; indeed it has hoofs, | 
ear. f 6 | 
Fond. Indeed, and-I have Horns, Dear. The Devil, no, 


, Pmatfraid, tis the Fleſh thou Harlot. Dear, with the Pox. 
Come Syren, ſpeak, confeſs, who is this Reverend; braw= |* 
ney Paſtor? - . ; | \'F 
Let. Indeed, and indeed now my dear Nykin-—I never. 1 


ſaw this wicked Man before. 8 
Fond. O, it is a Man then, it ſeems. 
Lat. Rather, ſure it is a Wolf in the cloathing of a. 


Sheep. | : 
Fond. Thou art a Devil in his propercloathingz#Wo- 
man's fleſh. What you know nothing of him, but his 
Fleece here You don't love Mutton ? you Magda- 
lene unconverted. Er N 
Bell. Well, now know my Cue That is very hon- 
ourably, to exeuſe her, and very im pudently accuſe my. 
Let. Why then, I wiſh | may never enter into the Hea- 
venof your Embracesagain, my Dear, if ever.I ſaw his. 
face before. | F 
Fond. O Lord! O ſtrange am in admiration of your 
impudence. Look at him a little better; he is more mo- 
deſt, I warrant you than to deny it. Come, were you two 
never face to face before? Speak. : | 
Bell. Since all Artifice is vain And I think my 
4 {elf; obliged to. ſpeak the Truth in Juſtice ta your Wife 
5 | Fond. Humph. 
ö 


Lat. No, indeed Dear. e 

Fond. Nay ] find you are both in a ſtory; that T-muſt: 
confeſs. But what not to be cur'd of the Cholick 2 - 
Don't you know your Patient, Mrs. Quack? Oh, lie up- 
on your Stomach ; lying upon your Stomach will cure you 


| 

þ 

1 of the Cholick. Ah! I wiſh he has not lain upon no 
ji bodies Stomach bat his own. Anſwer me that Jezebel ?. 
j Let, Let the wicked Man anſwer tor himſelf; does he 


think. 
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think that T have nothing to do but excuſe him; tis 


_ gh, if 1 can clear my own innocence to my own 
ear. 2 | 9 1 . 
Bell. By my troth, arid ſo tis I have been a 
little too backward that's the truth on't. 
Fond, Come, Sir, who are you, in the firſt place? and 
Bo „ , , ß 
Bell. A Whoremaſter.. 
nd, Very Cönei e 
Lat. O beiſtly, impudent Creature! wits 
Fond. Well Sir, and what came you hither for? 


x 
4 
3 


Bell. To lie with your Wife. 


Fond: Good again — very civil Perſon this, and 1 


believe ſpeaks truth. © 9 


Fon. Well, Sir. Fray be ccverd.— and you have 
—— Heh! You have finiſh'd the matter? Heh? And l am, 
as L ſhould be, a fort of a civil Perquiſite toaWhore-maſter, 


Let. Oh, inſupportabie impudence! 


call'd a Cuckold, Heb? Is it not fo? Come, Fm inclining 


to believe every word you ſay. | 

Bell. Why, Faith I muſt confeſs, ſo l deſign'd you 
But, you were a little unlucky in coming ſo ſoon, and 
bindred the making of your own Fortune. 
Fond. Humph. "Nay, if you . once, 
and go back of your word, youare not the Perſon 1 took 
you for. Come, come, go on boldly— What, don't be 
aſham'd of your Profeſſion.— Confeſs, confeſs; I ſhall 
love thee the better for't——— I ſhall, ifecxæ | 
What, doſt think i don't know how to behave my ſelf in 
the employment of a Cuckold, and have been three Years 
Apprentice to Matrimony? Come, come, Plain-dealing is 


feu! | NR 
Bell. Well, ſince I ſee yonare a good honeſt Fellow, I' 
confeſs the whole matter to tber. 
Fond. On, I am a very honeſt, Fellow — Vou never lay 
with an honeſter man's wife in'your lite. TD 3 
Lear. How my heart akes! All my comfort lies in his 
impudence, and Heav'n be praiſed, he has a conſiderable. 
Portion, „„ (Aſide. 
Bell. In ſhort then, I was informed of the opportunity 


; of your abſence, by my Spy. ( for faith, honeſt Ifrac l 


4 ha ve 


— 
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1 along time deſign'd thee this Favour) I know. 17 
text Was to come by your. direction. But 1 lat 

trap for him, and procured his Habit; in which, I 0 4 
up pon Jour = panes Fd Was. 3 hichr, 1 pre- 
tended a Fit of the lick, to excuſe my lyi 

en your Bed; hoping 105 when ſhe heard of 15 fer — 
nature 150010 bring her to adminiſter Remedies for my Di- 
ſtemper.— You know what might have fe low d. But 


like an uncivil Perſon, you knock d at thę door, before | 


your wife was come to me. 

Fond, Ha! The is Apocryphal; I may chuſe whether I 
believe it orno. 

Bell. That you may, faith; and 1 bope you won't be- 
4002 word on' t But I can't help eelling he ruth, for 
my lite. 
| ke How ! wou'd not you have me believs. de lay 
yo 

Bell. Ne 03 for then you mult of co quence 9 177 85 
your Wife, 79 2 there will be ſome 0 05 nh, ws 
upon the public: then the encogragement. of : . t 
maintenance. 8 
Fond. No, no; for that ane W hen ſhe 
part, ſhe'll c carry, e 1:parats maintenanc e abay LM 

Let. Ab. 555 Als how. can ou 
You'! li break. * y1 Pears, | 125 talk 0 * | 2 

Fund. A h, Diſlem pl Vermin! 1 

Bell. 7755 cart t ge lagruel la Thy 
heart of a Mountain-Tyger, By he faith of a incre We 
ner, ſhe's. innocent; for me,. Go to him, M Madam, fling- 
& ur ſnowy Armsabout his tubborn Neck; bathe his re- 


tleſs Face in vo alt tr (ripkling Tears. — , 50. i by . 


ſoft Words, andi Kiſs, and the "good Man me Its. 
how kind Nature works, _ boils over in bim. 
(She + goes and hangs upon his Neck, an kiſſes him. \ a 
ilfe, her tend behind Fondlewite's back. | 

Let. frideed, my Dear, 1 Was but; JW come. Jawa ſtairs, 
when you knoek d at the Door ; and the Maid told me Mr. 
Spinteæt was il of the Cholick mu our Bed. And- 
won't you ſpeak. to me, cruel Nykin : Indeed I'll die, if you, 
don” , 


End. Ah! Nc t no, eau hears full 


— * 
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Fherehom a tender Husband, a tender Yoke-fel:ow ; you 
know I have But thou haſt been a faithleſs Dalilah, and 
the Philiſtiues have been upon thee, Heb! Art thou not 


vile and 8 Heb - ? Speak, [ Weeping... 


Let. Lig ing. 

Fond. = that] cons believe thee! 

Lat. Oh, my Heart will break. (Seeming to faint. - 

Fond. Heh, How ! No, ſtay, ſtay, I will believe thee, I. 
Will. Pray bend her forward, Sir. 7 
Let. Oh! Oh! Whereis my Dear? 

Ford, Here, here; I do believe thee. I won t be⸗ 
lieve my own Eyes. 

Bell. For my part, F am ſo charm'd with the love of 
your Turtle to you, that I'll go and ſollicit Matrimony with 
all my mightand-main. 

Fond, Well, well, Sir; as long as I believe it, tis well 
e No thanks to you, Sir, for her Vertue.“ 


But, L' ſhow you the way out of my Houſe, it you 


3 Wen my Dear. Nay, [ will believe thee, L: 
do, i fec 
Bell. See the great Bleſſing of an eaſy Faith; Opinion 


Cannot err. 
No-Husband,: by his Wife, can be dectiv _ 


She 2 7 5 is enen if. fe 5 {0 ie d. 1 [Txeunt FG 


— — 
„ 


ACT YV. SCENE I, 


* 


Te Street.” xe 25 12 


Enter Bellmourin Fanatic Habit, and Setters. 5 


'ETTER! well encounter d. 1 
Setter. Joy of your Return, Sir. Five, yen; 


made a 700d Vo e? ha F 
Eading ack? JS NET brought your own: 


Bell, No, I have brought nothing but Ballaſt back — | 
made a delicious Voyage Setter; and might have rode at 
Anchor in the Port till tis time, but the enemy ſurpriz'd* 


us [ wouldunrig, 


Cor Setzte 


has been lawtuily Ordain'd. 


| Bride. (Ex. Heart. 


baxe ruin d my poor Miſtreſs. You. have made __ in 
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Sett. I attend you, Sir. | 
( Heartwell and 107 appear at Silvia's Door. 

Bell. Ha! is not that Heartwell at Sylvia's Door? Be gone 
quickly, I'll follow you: I would not be known (Exit - 
Setter) Pox take em they ſtano juſt in my waye. 

Heart. I'm impatient till its done.” 

| Lucy, That may be, without troubling your ſelf to go 
again for your Brother's Chaplain: Don't you - Neo that 
ſtalking Form of Godlineſs? | | 

Heart. O Pox ; he's a Fanatick. | 

Lucy. An Executioner qualified to do your Buſineſs. I le 


THieurt. PlIpay him well, if you'll Week the N to 


. I warrant you Do you 20 and prepare your - 


Bell. Humph; Sits the Wind there? What a lucky 


| — I! Ob, what Sport wal be here, if Lern per- 
ſua | 


his Wench to Secrecy 2 
Lucy. Sir: Reverend Sir, 
Bell. Madam. | (Diſcovers be. 
Lucy. Now, Goodneſs have Mercy upon me! Mr. Bell- p 


our ! is it you? 
Bell. Eyen What doſt think 7 
Lucy. Think! That I ſhould not believe my Eyes, and. 
thar you are not what you ſeem to be. 
Bell True. But to convince thee who am, thou knou- ft 
my old Token. (Kiſſes Ber. 
Lucy. Nay, Mr Bellmour: O Lard! I believe you are 
«Parſon in good earneſt,” you kiſs ſo devoutly. 
Bell. Well, your Bufineſs with me, Lacy? 
Luey. I had one but through Miſtake. = 
Bell. Which Miſtake you muſt go through wich "ING 
Come, I know the intrigue between Heartwell and 
your Miſtreſs ; and you miſtook me for Tribulation Spin- 


text, to-marry/cin——— Ha? Are not matters in this poſ- 


ture 7 Confeſs.. Come I'll be faithful: I'wili itaith.. 


What Diffide in me Lucy ?. 
Lucy. Alas. a- day You and Mr. Fainlove, between you, 
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fer Reputation; and can you blame her if ſhe ſtop it up 
1 3 . 4 

"Bell: Well; is it a8 ſay ch, 0 
Lucy. Well, it 3 But you'll be ſecret? 
Bell Pkuh, Secret, ay And to be out of th deb. 

Il truſt thee. with another Secret. Your. Miſtreſẽ muſt 

not marry Heart well, Lucy. 9 

Lucy. How! O Lord! | 
Bell. Nay, don't be ina Paſſion, Lucy: VII provide a 
fitter Husband for her. Core, here's Earneſt of 
my good intentions for thee too: Let this mollifie— 
(Gives her Money) Look you, Heartwell is my Friend; 
and tho he be blind, I muſt not ſee him fall into the Snare, 

and unwittingly marry a Wire. | e 

Lucy. Whore! I'd have you to Know, my Miſtreſs 
ſoorns- 5 1 

Bell Nay, nay: Look you, Lucy; there are Whores ot 
as good Quality. But to the pur poſe, if you will g ve 


me leave to acquaint you withit.-- Do you carry on the. 


miſtake ot me: I'll marry em- Nay, don't pauſe: If 
you do, II ſpoil all. -I have ſome private Reaſons for 
what I do, which I'll tell you within. In the mean time, 
I promiſe, - and rely upon me, to help. your Miſtreis 
to. a Husband: Nay, and thee. too, Lucy. Here's my 
Hand, I will; with a freſh Aſſurance. 6 HEE 
| 5 (Gives her more Monty. 
Tucy. Ah the Devil is not ſo eunning. Lou know my7 
caſte Nature Well, for once Ii venture to ſerve you; 
but if you do deceive me, the Curſe of all k ind, tender- 
hearted Women light upon ou. 
Bell. That's as much as to ſay, The Pax tale m 
Well lead on. | ( Exeunt. 
Enter Vainlove, Sharper and Setter. | 
Harp. Juſtnow, ſay you, gone in with Lucy? 
Sett: ] law him, Sir; and ſtood at the Corner where 
you found me, and.overheard all they ſaid. Mr. Bellmour 
is to marry em. ä 54 gw! 
Sharp. Ha, ha, twill be a pleaſant Cheat I' plague: 
Heartwell when I ſee him. Prithee Frank, let's teaze him; 
make him fret till he foam at the Mouth, and diſgorge 
his Matrimonial Oath with Iatereſt-— Come, thou 22 iq 
muſty 5 Sett. 


Fl 
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Sett. to Slinrper. J Sir, a word with u.. 
II ele 
Vain. Sharper ſwears, ſhe has foreſworn the Letter. 
Em ſure he tells me Truth; but lam not ſure ſhe: told 
him Truth: Vet ſhe was unaffectedly concern d, he ſays, 
and often bluſh'd with Anger and Sur prize: And fo I. 
remember in the T if l _— her. 
Il begin to doubt. | 
Sharp. Say'itthouſo!' -* 
Sett. This Afternoon; Sus about s an blows before my. 
Maſter received the Better. | 
Sharp. In my Conſcience like PBT | 
Sett. Ay, Lknow her, Sir; at leaſt, I'm eden kin 


it out of. her. She's the very Sluce to her Lady's Secrets. 


—_— 1 ſetting her Milla going, and L can drein her of 
em al 
Sharp. Here, Frank, your Blood-hound has made out 
the Fault: This Letter, that ſo ſticks in thy Mavv, is coun- 
terfeit; only a Trick of Silvia, i in Revenge, contriv'd by. 
Zu. 
Vain. Ha! it has «Colour ———Buthow do you now 
it, Sirrahẽ 
Sete. 1 go ſuſpect as much becauſe why, Sir, ſhe. 
was pumping me about how-your Worſhip's Affairs ſtcod 
towards Madam Araminta. As, when you had ſeen her 
\ laſt, when you were to ſee her next; and, where you were 
to be found at that time: And ſuch like. 
Vain, And where did you tell her? | 
Sett. inthe Piazza, | 
Vain. There J receiv'd the heel it * be ſo 
2 did you not find me out, totell me this 87 


. You were well employd.—1 think there. is 5 ; 
object on to the Excuſe. . 


Vain. Poxo! my ſawcy Credulity—— If- lhavetalh Kee 


1 deſerve it. But. if Confeſſion. and Repentance- be of 
ee, I'Lwinher, or weary her i into a be E 
E vit. 
churp⸗ Methinks I lang to "A Bellinour. come. forth. 
| Enter Bell: our. 


ett. Talkof. the — comes, 


= 
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Shurp. Hugging himſelf in his proſperous Miſchief——. 
No real 3 can look better Pleas * alter a ſucceſsful - 


' Sermon of. Sedition. 


Bell. Sharper! Fortifie thy Spleen: Such a:Jeſt 'Sreak 
when thou art ready. 
Sharp. Now, were 1 ill natur d. would I utterly, dil. : 

appoint thy Mirth : Hear thee tell thy mighty Jeſt, with as 


much Gravity as a Biſhop hears Venereal Carle, i in his Spi- 


ritual Court: Not ſo much as wrinkle my Face with one 
Smile; but let thee look ſimply, and laugh by thy felt. 
Bell. Pſhaw, No: I have a better Opinions oK thy Wit c 
—— Gad, I defiethee—- - - 

Sharp. Were it not loſs of time, you ſhould make the- 
experiment, But honeſt Serter here. over-heard you with:: | 
Lucy, and has told me all. 

Bell. Nay, then I thank thee for not putting me out of 
Countenance, But to tell you ſomething you don't know? 
I got an Opportunity, after I had married em, of diſ- 
covering the Cheat to Sylvia. She took it at firſt, as ano- 
ther Woman would thelike Diſappointment ; ; but m y Pro- 
miſe to make her amends e with anoiher Husband, . 
ſomewhat pacifyd her. | 

sharp. But how the devil do you think to acquit your 
fel of your Promiſe ? will you marry her your bl 3 

Bell. 1 have no ſuch intentions at preſent Prithee, i 
wilt thou think a little for me? I am ſure the 1 ingenious 
Mr. Setter will aſſiſt. | 

bett. O Lord, Sir?! . 

. 1 ILleave him with you, and go ſhift my 7 Baze I; 


| "(1 Exit. 
5 Enter Sir Joſeph and Bluffe. | 
Sharp. Heh ! Sure fortune has ſent this Fool kicher on 
purpoſe. Setter ſtand e ſeem not to obſerve 'em. 3. 
and, hark ye. 0 whiſpers. 
Bluff. Fear him not=—1 am p prepar ag him now; 
and he mal! find he might have ſater rous dern Ey- 
on. ; 
Sir Jo. Huſh, buſh: Don t you ſos him 1 
Bluff Shew him to me. Where is he? 


Sir Fo. Nay don't ſpeak ſo loud I don't Jett: * 
57 1 * ANG ooo Look onder A- 2 


gad 
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gad, if he ſhould hear the Eion roar, he'd cudgel him into 
an Ass, and his primitive Braying. . Don't you remember 
the Story in Æſop's Fables, Bully? A Gad there are good 
Morals to be pickt outof op ee me nden _ 3 
and Reynard the Fox too. * 

Bluff, Damn your Morals. e ee 

Sir Fo Prithee don't ſpeak ſo loud 1 

Bluff. Damn your Morals: I muſt revenge th Afront 
done to my Honour. (In alow Voices 

Sir Fo. Ay; do, do, Captain if you think fitting 
You may diſpoſe of your own-Fleſh as you think 1 
dye ſee:— But by the lord Harm, I Illeave you. 

( ctealing away on his Npross. 

_ Bluff. Prodigious! What will you forſake your Friends 
in his extremity!] Youcan't in Honour.refuſeto _ him. 
a Challenge. 

(Almoſt whiſpering, and treading ſoftly after him. 

Sir Fo. Prithee, What do you ſee in my Face, that looks 
as if I would carry a Challenge? Honour is your Province, 
Captain: Take it All the World knows me to- be a 
Knight, and a Man of Wor ſhip. 

Sett. I warrant you Sir, I'm inſtructed. . 

_ Sharp, Impoſſible! Araminta take a liking to a Fool! 

(Aloud. 

Fett Her Head runs an nothing elſe, nor. ſhe can talk 

of nothing elſe. | 

Sharp. I know ſhe commended him all the while we, 
were in the Park; but! mon it had been only to make 
Vainlove jealous. — 

Sir Jo. How's this! Good Bullys hold your breath; an⁴d 
let's hear ken. Azad, this muſt bei- 

Sharp. en. it can t be. An Oaf, an Ideoty a 


Wittal! , 
Sir Jo. Ay, now it's out; tis 1 my own individual 


Perſon. 
Sharp. A witch, that has flown for ſhelter tothe loweſt 


ſhrub' of wankiad, and ſeeks Protection from a blaſted 


Goward. a 
Sir Jo. That 5 you, Bully, Backe 
; (Bluffe frowns upon Sir Jo. : 
Sharp. She has given. Jainlove her Promile, to n 
Im. 
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hm before to morrow - morning. Has ſhe not? 
| | FTE | .  (ToSetter-- 

Sett. She has, Sir; — And I have it in Charge to attend 
her all this Evening in. order to conduct her to the place ap- 


pointed. | I e 185: T 
Sharp. Well; Lill goandinform your Maſter ?* and do- 


you preſs her to make all the haſte imaginable. (Exit. 


Sett. Were la Rogue now, what a noble Prize could L 
diſpoſe of! A goodly Pinnace, richly laden; and to launch 
forth under my auſpicious Convoy. Twelve thouſand:: 
Pounds, and all her Rigging; beſides what lies conceal'd.. 
under Hatches.—— Ha! All this committed to my Care! 


Axaunt temptation-— Setzer, ſhew thy ſelf a Perſon:: 


of-worth ; be true to thy. Truſt, and be reputed honeſt, 
 Reputed honeſt! Hum: ls that all? Ay: For tobe honeſt: 
is noching; the reputation of it is all. Reputation what 
have ſuch poor Rogues as I to do with Reputation ?— Re- 
putation is e'en as fooliſh as Honeſty. And for my Part, if I; 
meet Sir Joſeph with a Purſe of Gold in his hand, Pll dif-.- 


poſe of mine to the beſt Advantage. 


Sir Jo - Heh, heh, heh; Here this for you; i Fah | 


Mr. Setter. Nay, I'lltake you at your word. 
e . e (Chinking a Purſe. 
Fett. Sir. Joſeph and the Captain too! undone! uudone, 
I'm undone, my Maſter's undone. | | 
Sir Jo. No, no, never, fear Man, the Lady's buſineſs 
ſhall be done. What Come, Mr. Setter, I have overs- 
heard all, and to ſpeak, is. but loſs of Time; but if there be 


oecaſion let theſe worthy. Gentlemen intercede for me. 


8 q (Gives him Gold. 
Sett. O Lord, Sir, what d'ye mean; Corrupt my Ho- 
neſty . They have indeed very perſwading Faces. 


> — 


But 0 
Sir Jo. Tis too little, there's more, Man, There, take 
all No W | ED 
Sert. Well, Sir Joſeph you have ſuck a winning way 
with you —- | , 4 EE, 
Sir Jo. And hw, and how, good Setter, did the little 
Rogue look, when ſhe taik'd of Sie Joſeh? Did not hee: 
Eyes twinkle, and her mouth water? Did not ſhe pull up 
her little Bubbies? And — agad, I'm ſo oyerjoy'd— And 
— 1 ſtroke 


— 


. 
* 


- 


Pg , 


- 
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ſtroke down her Belly; and then ſtep aſide to tie her Garter; 
| when ſhe was thinking of her Love? Heh, Serter. | 
| > S066 iba $W-= om . 
Sir Fo: How now, Bully > What, melancholy becauſe 
I'm in the Ladies favour ?— No matter, I'll. make your 
race I know they were a little ſmart upon you 
— ButI. warrant, I'll bring you into the Ladies good 
ä a ; 
Bluffe. Pſhaw, I have Petitions to ſhow, from other 
13 than ſhe... Look here: Theſe were ſent me this 
orning . There, read, (Shows Letters) That— That's 
a:Scrawl of Quality. Here, here's from a Counteſs too, 
Hum No hold That's from a Knight's Wife, 
ſne ſent it me by her Husband— But here both thele are 
from Perſons of great Quality. 


Sir J. They are either from Per- or 282 2 


ſons of great Quality, or no Quality reads, Bluffe whi/-- 
at all, tis ſuchadamn'd ugly hand. rs Setter. 

Sett. Captain, I would. do. any thing to ſerve you; but 
tbis is ſo difficu t _ | | 

Bluff. Not at a l. Don't I know him? 

Sett. Lou'll remember the Conditions lone | 

. Bluffe, I'll giv't you under my Hand. In the meantime, 
here's Earneſt. (Gives him Maney) Come, Knight; 
I'm capitulat ing with Mr. Setter tor you. | 


Sir Fo. Ah, honeſt Setter. ——— Sirrah, Il give thee 
any thing but a Night's Lodging. (Exeunt. 


Enter Sharper, tugging in Heart well. 
_ Sharp. Nay, prithee, leave railing, and come along with 
me: May be ſhe mayn't be within. Tis but.to-yond Cor 


* 


ner-houlſe. | . 
Heart. Whither? Whither? Which Corner-houſe ? . 
Sharp. Why, there. The two white Poſts, 
Heart. And who would you viſit there, ſay you? Oons, 
how my heart akes, . | 
Sharp. Pſhaw; thou'rt ſo troubleſome and inquilitive--- 
Why I tell you: Tis a young Creature that Vainlove de- 
bauch'd, and has forſaken, Did you never hear Bellmour 
chide him about Silvia. EY | 


*% 


— 


* 
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. Heart, Death. „and Hell, and Marriage! My Wiſe! 


Sharp, Why, thou art as myſt 253 Now-mar Many. 
that wt Rte Hons 3 e firſt Night, bis ; 
Heart. Hell, and the Devil! Does be know it?- 765 
b It he thould not. Lwere a Eee 
ver it —I II difſ-mble and try bim ( eſſde,) Hes ba, ha. 
Why, Tom; is that ſuch an Too n e holy? Is. 
it ſuch an uncommon Miſch ef? 
Sharp. No, 115 1 believe not Few Wo ps 
but have their Year a Rrghytions, ge they are cloiſ- 


Death? tar Ota y Shame, or wittingly let. Jig = 
whore my Wife? Np Aut 8 f 
ä bor _ 

wp. ow now? _ By . 
oor; lam: maxrie | 
rows hol ile. Married! ,, 


Heart. Certai Seen w + ex e 
Sharp. Aeay'n . an. Ho. oo. | 


; Hears. Oh; an Ager an i have: bery married yheſe: 


two Hours 


Sharp. My, PAR That | Mee aJeft. 


Ha, ha, ha. 

Heart. Death: D e mock me? Heark-y 2 lf. either 
you eſteem my Frien ip, or your own ſafety 
come not near that Houſe ——— that Corner Hanle=- 
that hot Brothel. Ack na Queſtions. .. W 

Sharp. Mad, by this Light. OS Ib 

Thus Grief ſtill treads upon the Heelrif Pleaſure, 9 
| Marry, din haſte, we may repent at Leiſure. 4 
Setter Extering. 


ett. Some by Experience find thoſe Words raiſplac'd di 


At leiſure marry'd, the repent in: haſte.” 
As.] ſuppoſe my Maſter Heartwell. 
Sharp. Here, again, my Mercury! 


Sett. Sublimate, if you pleaſe, Sir: think my 8 5 


wle de ſer ve the.Epithet — ee Was a Pimp too; 


but: 


. 
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But tho I bluſn to own it at this time; I muſt confeſs T 
am ſome what fall'n from the Dignity of my Function; 
and do condeſcend to be ſcandalouſly employ'd in the 
Promotion of Vulgar Matrimony. & © | 
Sharp. As how, dear dextrous Pimp 7 ©4671 OB 
Sett. Why, to be briet, for ! have wei ghy Affairs depend- 
ing: Our Stratagem ſucceeded as intended Bluffe 
turns arrand Traytor; bribes me to make a private Con- 
veyance of the Lady to him, and put a ſham ſettlement 
upon Sir Joſeph. e EOi., 
Sharp. G Rogue! Well, but Thope——— ;. 
Sert. No, no; never fear me, Sir F privately in- 
form'd the Knight of the Treachery ; who has agreed 
_— to be cheated, that the Captain may be-ſo in- 
Sharp. Where's the Bribe ? in eo are RR 
Sett. Shifting Cleaths for the purpoſe: at a Friend's 
Houſe of mine. Here's Company coming, if you'll 
walk this way, Sir, I'll tell you. e (Exe; 
Enter Bellmour, Belinda, Araminta and Vainlove. 
Vain. Oh,*twas Frenzy all: Cannot you forgive it 
Men in Madneſshave a Title to your Pity,  . 
Aram. Which they forfeit when they are reſtord to- 
A | UE RO. 
Vain. Tam notpreſuming beyond a Pardon. . 
Aram. You who could reproach me with one Counter- 
feit, how inſolent would a real Pardon make you? But 
there's no need to forgive what is not worth my Anger. 
Belin. © my Conſcience, I cou'd:find in my Heart to 
marry thee, purely to be rid of thee— At leaſt, thou 
art ſo troubleſome a Lover, there's Hope thou'lt make 
a more than ordinary. quiet Huaband. (Io Bellmour. 
Bell. Say you ſo; . —-]s that a Maxim among ye? 
Belin. Yes: You fluttering Menof the Mode have 
made Marriage a meer French Diſh. | | 
Bell. I hope there's no French Sawce: (Aſide. 
Belin. You are ſo curious in the Preparation, that is, 


7 : 
4 - _ - 1 «4 i 
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i your Courtſhip, one would think you meant a noble En · 


tertainment : — But when we come to feed, 'tis all Froth, 
an poor, but in ſhow. Nay, often, only 8 
1 | which 


-- 
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which have been, I know not how many times, warm'd: 
for other Company, and at laſt ſery'd up cold to the Wife. 


Bell. Fhat were a miſerable Wretch indeed, Who 
 cou'd not afforò one warm Diſh for the Wite of his bo- 
ſom But you timorous Virgins, form a- dreadful Chi- 


mzra-of a Husband, as of a Creature contrary to that 


ſoft, humble, pliant, eaſie thing, a Lover; ſo gueſs: at 
Plagues in Matrimony, in Oppoſition to the Pleaſures. 
of Courtſhip. Alas Courtſhip to Marriage, is but as the 
Mulick in the Play-Houſe, till the Curtain's drawn; but 
that once up, then opens the Scene ot Pleaſure, + 
Belin. Oh, foh——no: Rather,Courtſhip to Marriage, 
is a very witty Prologue to a very dull Play, 
e Enter Sharper. 
Sharp. Hiſt.Bellmour: If you'll bring the Ladies, 
make haſte to Silvia's Lodgings, before Heart well has 
fretted himſelf out of breath. Im in haſte nove, but 
I'll come inat. the Cataſtrophe. ue. 
Bell. You have an Opportunity now, Madam, to re- 
venge yo urſelf upon Hearzwell, for affronting your Squir- 
rel. | | | ( Jo Belinda. 
Belin. O the filthy rude Beaſt; 5 


Aram. Tis alaſting Quarrel: I think he has never been 


at our Houſe ſince. . it 
Bell. But give your ſelves the trouble to walk to that 

Corner-Houſe, and II tell you by the way what may: 

divert and ſurprize you. (Exents.. 

_ SCENE Changes to Silvia's Lodgings. 7 

. Enter Heartwell and Boy. 

Heart. Gone forth, ſay you, with her Maid ? 

Boy. There was a Man too that fetchd em out. 

Setter I think they calFd him. „ 

Heart. Soh; That precious: Pimp too. Damn d, 
damn d Strumpet! Cou'd ſhe not contain her ſelf on her 

Wedding-day! Not hold out tell Night! Leave me 
8 (Exit Boy. 

O curſed State! How wide weerr, when apprehenſive 

of the Load of life, — We hope to find 
That help which Nature meant in Woman-kind, 
Fo Man that Suplemental Self deſignd: 5 5 


LH 


But. 
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_ wrack'd my Patience; be gone, or by 
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But provyes a burning Cauſtick when apply dd; © 
And Adam, ſure, cou'd with more eaſe abide þ 
The Bone when broken, than when made a Bridę. 
Enter Bellmour, Belinda, Vainlove, Araminta, 
Bell. Now, George, What Rhyming! 1 thought the 
Ohimes of Verſe were paſt, when once the doletul Mar- 
riage x nell was rung. 5 


Hieart. Shame and Confuſion, I am expos d. 


FCainlove and Araminta tall apart. 


8 Reli. Joy, joy Mr. Bridegroom; I give you joy, Sir. 


Heart, Tis not in thy Nature to give me joy 
Woman can as ſoon give Immortality. 
Belin. Ha, ha, ha, O Gad, Men grow. ſuch Clawns 
when they are married; '* - e 
Bell. That they are fit for no Company but their Wives, 
- -Belin. Nor for them neither; in a littla me 1 (wear, 
at the month's end, . you fhall hardly find à Married Man, 
that will do a civil thing to his Wite,. or ſay a civil thing to 
any — 14 Pale! how he looks already. Ha, ha, ha. 
. 3 2, 7A ; | 4 
| t. Death, am I made your Laughing-ſtock ? Far 


oY 


you, Sir, I ſtall find a time; but take off. your Waſp here, 


or the Clown may gram boiſtrous, I have a Fly flap. 
Belin. You have occaſion for't, your Wife has bees 
ͤ— fot fs phe ldd nay | 


Bell. That's home. 


* 


Heart. Not Fiends or Furies could have added to my 
vexation, or any thing, but another Woman — You ve”. 


—— 


Bell. Hold, hold. What the Devil, thou wilt not draw 
upona Woman, - | | 58 
Vain. What's the matter? | ; 
Aram. Bleſs me! What have yau done to him? 
Belin. Only touch d a galld Beaſt till he-winch'd. 
Vain. Bellmour, Give it over; you vex him too much; 
tis all ſerious to him. 5 
Belin. Nay, I ſwear, I begin to pity him myſelf 
Heart. Dama your pity. But let me be calm a little 
How have I deſery'd this ot you? Any of ye? Sir, 
have I impair'd the Honour of your Houſe ? promis'd 
your Siſter: Marriage, and whor'd: her?. Wherein have 


* 


_ 
— 


The Old Batchelor. | | 67 


"TJ injur'd you? Did I bring-a Phyſician to your Father 


when he lay expiring, and endeavour to prolong his Life, 
and you one and twenty? Madam, have I had an oppor- 


tunity with you and bauk'd it? Did you ever offer me the 


Favour that I refus'd it? Or 


Belin. Oh foh ! What does the filthy Fellow mean? 


Lard, let me be gone. 


Aram. Hang me, if J pity you? you areright enough 


ſerv'd. 

Hell. This is a little (cutrrilows tho”. 

Vain. Nay, tis a Sore of your own lentcling wel 
George. 

Heart. You are the Nee Cauſe of all my preſent 
ills. It Silvia had not been your Whore my Wife might 
have been honeſt. 


Vain. And if Silvia had not been your Wife, my 


Whore might have been juſt. There we are even 
But have a good Heart, 1 _—_ of your ROE and 
come to your relief. 
Heart. When Execution's over, youooffer a reprieve: 
Vain. What would you give? 


Heart. Oh! any thing, ever) thing, a Leg of two,or 


an Arm, nay, I'would be divorc'd from my r o be 
divorced from my Wife. 
Enter Sharper. 
Pain. Faith, that's a ſure way, But here” 8 onecan 
dell you Freedom better cheap. 


Sharp. Vainlove, I have been a kind of Godfacker w. 


you, yonder. I have promis'd and vow'd ſome thin 
your Name, which I think youare bound to per oy 
Vain. No ſigning toa blank, Friend. 
Sharp. No, I'Il deal fairly with you Tis a full and 
tree diſcharge to Sir Joſeph Wittoll and Captain Bluffe 


for all injuries whatſoever, done unto you by them, * 


the preſent date hereof. How ſay you? 


| Vain. Agreed. 
Sharp. Then, let me beg theſe Ladies to ear their 
Maſques a moment. (Exit. 
Heart, What the Devil's all this tothe? 


ene Patience. 


Wm => 2205 
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Re-enter Sharper, with Sir Joſeph, Bluffe, Silvia, Lucy, 


15 Setter. 

Bluffe, All Injuries whatſoever, Mr. Sharper ? 

Sir Jo. Ay, ay, whatſoever, Captain; ftick to that; 
whatſoever! | | | 
Sharp. Tis done, thoſe Gentlemen are witneſſes to the 
general Releaſe. | 

Vain. Ay, ay, to this inſtant_.Moment.. I have paſt 
an Act of oblivion. | | 
Bluffe. Tis very generous, Sir, fince I needs muſt 

Gn . | 

Sir Fo. No, no, Captain, you need not own, Heh, 
heh, heb, Tis I muſt own=——  -- 

Blue. That you are over-reach'd too, ha, ha, ha, 
only a little Art military uſed only undermined, or 
{o, as ſhall appear by the fair Araminta, my Wile's Per- 

miſſion. Oh, the Devil, cheatedatlaſt! 
üs „ ee. 

Sir Fo. Only a little Art- military Trick, Captain, only 
eountermin'd, or fo Mr. Vainlove, I ſuppoſe you 
know whom I have got-—now ?-butall's forgiven. 

Vain. I know whom you have not got; pray Ladies 

eonvince him. (Aram. and Belin unmaſques. 

Sir Jo. Ah! O Lord, my heart akes. — Ah! Ser ter, 
2 Rogue of all ſides. „„ 3 

Sharp. Sir 2 ph you had better have pre- engag d this 

Gentleman's Pardon: For though Vainlove be fo generous 
to forgive the loſs of his Miſtreſs I know not 
how Heartwell may take the loſsof his Wife. 
| up (Silvia anmaſques. 

Heart. My Wife! By this Light *tis ſhe, the very 
Cockatrice---Oh Sharper ! Let me embrace thee. But 
art thou fureſhe is really married to him? | | 
Set. Really and lawtully married. I am witneſs. 
Sharp. Bellmour willunriddle to you. | 
| (Heartwell goes to Bellmour. 
Sir Fo. Pray; Madam, who are you? For I find, you 
and I are like to be better acquainted. - 

Silv. The worſt of me, is that 1am your Wife 
Sharp. Come, Sir Joſeph, your Fortune is not ſo bad 
as you fear. A fine Lady, and a Lady of very good 
Quality. Sir Jo, 


o 
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ir Yo, Thanks to my. Knight-hood, ſhe's a. Lady 
Pain. That deſerves a Fool with a better Title. 
Pray uſe her as my Relation, or you ſnall hear 
on't. . A 
Bluffe. What, are youa Woman of Quality too, Spouſe ? 
Set. And my Relation ;pray let her be reſpected accor- 
dingly. —— Well, honeſt Lucy, Fare thee well L 
think, you and I have been Play-Fellows off and on, any 
time this Seven years, Lk 
Lucy. Hold _ prating. 'm thinking what: Vo- 
cation e w while my Spouſe is planting Lawrels 
in the Wars. | . . 4 
Bluffe. No more Wars, Spouſe, no more Wars. While 
I plant Lawrels for my Head abroad, I way find the 
branches ſprout at home. Te Pip 
Heart. Bellmour, Lapprove thy mirth, and thank thee 
And I cannot in gegen (for I ſee which way thou 
art going) ſee thee fall into the ſame ſnare, out of which 
thou halt delivered me. 5:17 in bore e ore al 19% 
ell. Lthank thee, George, for thy good intention. 
For I find Im 


But there is a fatality in Marriage 


reſolute. 3 a 
Heart. Then good Counſel will be thrown away up- 
on you. For my Part, I have once eſcapꝰd 


And when [I wed again, may ſhe be Ugly as an 
old Ba. | | 


Vain. Ill natur'd, as an old Maid. ey 
Bell. Wanton, asa young Widow. 
Sharp. And jealous, as a barren Wife. 

Heart. Agreed. | - 
Bell. Well, midſt of theſe dreadful denunciations; 

and notwithſtanding the Warning and Example betore 

me, I commit my ſelf to laſting Durance, | 
Belin. Priloner, make much of your Fetters. 

: (Giving her Hand. 
Bell, Frank, Will you keep us in countenance? 
Vain. May I preſume to hope ſo great a Bleſſing ? 
Aram. We had better take the Advantage of a little af 

our Friends experience firſt, © | 
Bell. O my Conſcience ſhe dares not conſent, for fear 

he ſhou'd recant. (Aſide.) Well, we ſhall _ your 

| Oms«+ 
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Company to Church in -the Morning: — May be it 


may get you an Appetite to ſee us fall to. en ye. — | 


did not you tell me?) .. 
Set. TROY re at the Door: III call em in. 
| A Daxce., 


Bel. Novy ſet me forward on a Journey forlite 6 


dee take your Fellow Travellers. Old re Fra __ 
to ſee thee ſtill plod on alen. 

3 Heartwell. I 3 
With gaudy Plumes and gingling Bells ou 
The youthful Beaſt. ſets forth, and cle rad pr OF 
A Morning-Sun his Tinſelld Harneſs gilds, . 
And the firſt Stage Down-hill Green-ſword yields. 
W hat ru gged waysattend the Noon of Life! 
Our Sun declines, and with what anxious Strife, 


What pain we tug that Load, a wife. =” FT 


All Courſers the firſt heat with vigour run; 


But is with Whipand Spar th Races on, cd gods 
Kran one. 
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- Fainall, in Love with Mrs. Mar vod. | 5 5 
Mirabell, in Love with Mrs. Millamant. 8 


Fassl. I pollowers 0 of Mrs; Millamayt. .. 


Sia ill Wired, half Broth 1d irwood, and Nephew 


to Lady Wi ſbfort. 


| Waitwell, Servant to Mirabell, . ; 
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Lady Wi/hfert, Enem to Mirabil born in - 
eren & forhar Shall pe 


a 3 tee Lady, Neice to. Lady_Wiſhprrs 


* 


and loves Mirab 
8 Marmood, Friend to Mr. Fawall, and likes Mira. 
Mrs. Final, Daught r to Lady t and Wife 

Fainall, formerly Friend to ras : bs 
_.Foible, Woman to Lady A/ iſhfort. 8 - 


Aa., Woman Lb 22 rant. 
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FFF 
ACT I. SCENE I 


is Checolgte-Honſe, 


— 


Mirabel and Fajnall (Ring from Cards.) Betty waiting, 


1 Mirabel. 3 f 

* ou area fortunate Man, Mr. Fainall. 
wil Fain. Have we done? 
Mira. Wat you Pleaſe. 11 play 
5 on to enter tain. Us, 
F. Fain, No, I'll give you-your Re- 


U 
l * 


not ſo indifferent; you are thinking 


— ͤ-—— ̃— —— —⁰¹ ù Ä 


| of omething elſe now. and roo negiigently; the 
Coldneſs of > loſing Gameſter 2 ens the Pleaſure of the 
Winner. I'd no more play with a Man that {lighted his 


ill Fortune, than Id make Love to a Woman wao under- 


Yalu'd the Loſs of her Reputation. | 
Mira, You have a Taſte extremely delete. and 1. 
for Rong on yoyr at 


* 
— 
2 


_ * venge another time, when you are 


rar 
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Fain. Priythee, why fo refery'd? Something has: put 
yon out ot Humour. 

Mira. Not at all: 1 happen to be grave to Day ; and 
| you are gay: that's all. 
Fain. Confels, Millamaiit FAY you :Quarrell'd laſt 
Night, after I left you; my fair Couſin has ſome Hur 
mours that wou'd tempt the Patience of a Stoick. What, 
ſome Coxcomb came in, and was well receiv d by her, 
while you were by. . 

Mira. Witwood and Petuam; and what was worſe, 
her Aunt your Wife's Mother, my evil Genius; or tb ſum 
upal in her own. Name, my old Lady Wiſhfort came in. 

Fain. O there it is then She has a laſting Paſſion 
for you, and with Reaſon, —— What, then my. Wife was 
there ? . 

Mira. Ves, and Mr 8. Marwaod and three or four more, : 
whom I never ſaw before; ſeeing me, they all put on 
their grave Faces, whiſfer'd one another; then com- 
plain d a oud of the Vapours, and after fell inte a pro- 

- found Silence. | 

Fain, They had a Mind to be rid of you. 

Mira, For which Reaſon I reſolv'd ndt to ſtir. At laſt 
the good old Lady broke thro her painful Taciturnity, 
wich an invective againſt long Viſits. 71 would not have 
underſtood her, but Millamant joining in the Argument, 
iroſe and with a conſtrain'd Smile told her, I — 
nothing was ſo eaſie as to know when aVihe- be | 
13 ws redden'd, and L wi b drew: 

_ peaivg her Reply. Fo 
23 You are to blame to reſent what the bote only . 
in Compliance with her Aunt. | 

Mira. She is more Miſtreſs of her ſelf, than to be | 
under the the Neceſſity of ſuch a Reſignation, - ED 
Fain. What? tho half her Fortune depends uponher 
marry*ng with my Lad 7 s Approbation? | 

Aira. Iwas then in ebe der that I ſou' have 5 
been better pleas'd if fhe had been leſs diſcreet. 
© Fain. Now I remember, I wonder not they were 


5 vyeary of you; laſt Night was one of their Cabal- 


Nights; they have em three times a Week, and meet 
by turus, at one ans $ Apartments, where they come 
—_ 


— 
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together like the Coroner's Inqueſt, to fit upon the mur- 
der'd Reputa:ions of the Week. You and I are exclud- 

\ ed; and it was once propos d that all the Male Sex ſhou'd 
be excepted; but ſome Body mov d that to avoid Scandal 
there might be one Man of the Community; upon 
no Mation Witwoud and Petulant wereenroll'd Mem- 
„„ | ** | 
Mira. And who may have been the Foundreſs of his 
Set : My Lady Wiſhfort, I warrant, who publiſhes her 
| . Deteſtat ion of Mankind; and full of the Vigour ot fifty 
five, declares for a Friend and Ratafia ; and let Poſterity 
ſhift for it ſelf, ſheꝰ ll breed no more; © 1 ; 
. Fain. TheDiſcovery\ of your ſham Addreſſes to her, 
to conceal: your Love to her Neice, has provok'd this 
Separation: Had you diſſembled better, Things might 
ha ve continu'd in the State of Nature. 38 NE 
Mira. I did as much as Man cou'd; with any reafonable 
Conſcience; I proceeded to the very laſt Act of Flattery 
with her, and was guilty of a Song in her Commendati- 
on. Nay, I got a Friend to put her into a Lampoon, and 
complement her with-the Imputation of an Affair with- 
a-young Fellow, which I carry'd ſo far, that I tod her 
| the malicious Town took notice that ſhe was grown tat 
of a ſuddem and whicn ſhelay in of a Dropfie, perſuaded 
her ſhe wyas reported to be in Labour. The Devil's in't, 
it an old: Woman is tobe flatter'd further, unleſs a Man 
ou d endeavour drovynrighi perſonally to debauch her; 
and that my Virtue forbid me. But for the Diſcovery of 
this Amour, I am indebted to your Friend, or your Wi fes 
Friend, Mrs. Marwool. 725 CY rn re, +7 ny. 
Fain, What ſnou'd provoke: her 'to be your Enemy, 
unleſs ſhe has made you Advances, which you have ſlight- 
ed? Women do rot eafily forgive Omiſſions of that: 
| mw_ 8 8 
Alira. She was always eivil to me, till of late; I con- 
fefs I am not one of thoſe Cox combs who are apt to inter- 3 
pret a Woman's good Manners to her Prejudice; and 
that ſhe who does not refuſe em ev ry thing, can refuſe 
em nothing. 5 Sep Pete net 
Fain, Youare a gallant Man, Mirabell; and tho you. 
may have Cruelty enough, not to ſatisfie a Lady's Long- 


ing; 


— — — 


you, than is your Wife. 
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ing; you have too much Generoſity, not to be tender 
of her Honour. Vet you ſpeak with an Indifference 


Which ſeems to be affected; and conteſſes you are 


conſcious of a Negligence; . | 

Mira. You purſue the Argument with a Diſtruſt that 
ſeems to be unaffected; and confeſſes that you are conſci- 
ous of a Concern for which the Lady is more indebted to 


* 


Fain. Fie, fie, Friend; if you grow cenſorious I muſt 


leave you; — Il look. upon the Gameſters in the 
next Room. + 4 PLES 

Mira, Who are they? | 
Fain, Patulant and Mitwoud . kring me ſome 
Chocolate. 


Mira. Betty, what G s your Clock? | 
Bet. Turn'd of the laſt Canonical Hour, Sir. 
Mira. How pertinently the Jade anſwers me! Ha? 


Almoſt one a Clock! (Looking en his. Watch.) O, y'are 


COMC-— - 

FE SEN H. | 

ESRD Mirabell and Footman. . 
Mira. Well; is the grand Affair over? You have 

been ſomething tedious. 0 
Ser. Sir, there's ſuch a coupling at Pancras, that they 


ſtand behind one another, as twere in a Country Dance. 


Ours was the laſt Couple to lead up; and no Hopes ap- 
1 of a Diſpatch, beſides, the Parſon growing 


oarſe, we were afraid his Lungs wou d have fail d before 


and there they were rivetted in a trice. 
Mira. So, ſo, you are ſure they are married. 
Ser. Maried and Bedded, Sir: 1am Witneſs. 
Mira. Have you the Certificate? 


it came to our Turn; ſo we drove rouud to Duke s- Place; 


Ser. Here it is, Sir. 


ira. Has the Taylor brought Haitwell's Cloaths home, 
and the new Liveries 2 5 +: 
Sir. Yes, Sir. 1 55 ith 2 
Mira. That's well. Do you go home again, d'ye 
hear, and adjourn the Conſummation 'till tarther Order ;. 
bid Waitwell ſhake his Ears, and Dame Partlet ruſtle up 
her Feathers, and meet me at One a Clock by N 
Bo. | | ond z 
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pond; that T may ſec her before ſhe returns to her Lady: 

ET ige Vf --S' C'F NE III. OWED TT CN ONT on is 

Mirabell, Faitl;/and'Betty7 0 
Fin. Joy'of your Succeſs, Mirabell; you look pleas'd, 
Aird. Ay; I have been engag'd in a Matter of ſome 

ſort of Mirth, which is not yet ripe for Diſcovery. Lam 
d this is not a Cabal- Night. I wonder Fainall, that 


| 750 whore married, and of conſequence ſhould be diſ- 


creet, will ſuffer your Wife to be of ſuch a Party. 


Fain. Faith, I am not jealous. Befides, moſt who are 
engag d are Women and Relations; and for the Men, 


they are of a Kind too contemptible to give Scandal. 
Mirg. Tam of another Opinion: The greater the Cox- 


comb, always the more Scandal: Fora Woman who is 


not a Fool, can have but one Reaſon for aſſociating with 
a Man vvho is one. | 


* 


Fain, Are you jealous as often as you ſee Wirwouden- - 


tertain'd by Millamant? 


Mira. Of he Underſtanding I am; if not of her 
"Nt 4 10 1143 7 21 * 1 8 


* 7 mo ot * | 
42 2 ww 1H 5 $50 


Fain, Vou do her wrong; for to give her her Due, ſhe: 
has Wit. SONY OL Co I OLDB BON 1H Ob 
© "Mira. She has beauty endugh to make any Man think 
ſo; and Complaiſance enough not to contradict him who 
ſhall tell her ſo. | : | 


Fain, Fora paſſionate Lover, methinks you are a Man 


ſomewhat too diſcerning ir the Failings of your Miſtreſs. 
Mira. And fora diſcerning Man, ſomewhat too paſſi- 
onate a Lover; for I like her with all her Faults; nay; like 
her for her Faults. Her Folies are ſo natural, or ſoartful, 
that they become her ;and thoſe Affectations which in an- 
other Woman wou' d be od ious, ſerve but to make her 


more agreeable. Ill tell thee, Fainall, ſh: once us dine 


with that Inſolence, that in Revenge I. took her to 
pieces; fitted her, and ſeparated her Failings; I ftudy'd; 
em, and got em by Rote. The Catalogue was ſo large, 


_ that I was not without Hopes; one Day or other, to hate 


her heartily : To-which end I ſo us'd my ſelf to tnink of 


emp xliat at length, contrary to my Deſign and Expecta- | 
tion, they gave nie ev ry Hour Leſs Diſturbances till in a 


A4. 2 907 ew 


2 
— ; 
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few Days f it became. habitual to me, to remember em 
without being diſpleas d. They are now grown NN 
liar to me as my on Frailties; and in all probability i ina. 
little time longer I ſhall like em as well. | 
Fain. Marry her, marry her,, be balf' as, welhacquain- 
ted with her Charms, as you are with her ones th _ 
my Life on t, youare your own. Nan Ein. Fx 


Mira. Say you ſo? 
Faid J. * Aue. Experience : I have 4 Wite, ry 


bern 3 11-6 | | 
| Ho 8E N E . 5 
| (To them) — 9 8 e eee 
" Mel. Canna Savire Wirmend been? 6 : 1 Pu | 
Bet. Yes, What's your Buſineſs, -. þ 
- Meſ; I have a Letter for him, from bis, Brother. Sis 
4 which I am charg'd. to deliver into his own... 
8. | 
Ber. He'sin the next Room, Friend———That . | 
a BY — 45 by 355 
7011 10 104 27 bel e 8 
Mira. What, i 1 chief of that noble F nl! in Tons, 
Sir Wilfull Witwoud e! 
Fan, He is expected 40 . v0 70 To B58 e bim? 
: | Mira. I haue ſeen him, he promiſcs:te be an ere 
anne Perſon; I think you have the Honaur to be related: 
if to him. 
1 Tn Ves; he is half Brother to this Witwoud bya for- 
1 ; r Wife, who was Siſter to my Lady 'Wi/hfors, my 
» 8 Wife's Mother. It you Marry, Millamant, you muſical 
'Þ Couſins too, +, ON 
ra. I had rather be, hisRelatian thaphis, \ Acquain: 
4 tance. 8520 yo 6 
| _ + Fain, He comes to Town in- order to. Equip him 
=: for Travel. . | 5 
. | - Mira. For Trayel! Why the Man that i means above 
Þ | ty. : 49; 22810 
4 . No matter for that | isfor the Honour of. 3 | 
i 17 rn e Cat 
Not 84 1 


| | Mira. I wonder there 2 ata Act of 8 —_ 


| | ſuave the credit ot the * * prohibit, m_ Exporta- 
tion ot Fool! 8. i F ain. 


GY 


Original. 


— 
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Fin. By no means, tis better as/tis; tis better to 


Trade with a little Lois, than to be quite eaten up, with 
being overſtock d. „ 1 FE, 


— 


. Marra, Pray, are the Folkes of this Knight · Errant, and 


thoſe of the Squire his Brether, any thing related? 
' Fain, Not at all; Witwoudgrows by the Knight, like 


a Medlar gratted on a Crab. One will melt in your Mouth, 
and t' other ſet your Teeth on Edge; one is all Pulp, and 


the other all Core 


Mira; So one will be Rotten befort he be Ripe, and 


the other vill be Rotten without ever being Ripe at all. 


Fain. Sir Miſſull is an odd Mixture of Baſhfulneſs and 
Obſtinacy.— But when he's drunk, he's as loving 
as the Menſter in the Tempeſt; and much after tbeſame 
manner. To give t'other his due; he has ſomething of: 


good Nature, and does net always want Wit. 


him, and his common- Place of, Compariſons. 


Mira. Not always; but as often as his Meir l | 


is 4 


Fool with a good Memory and: ſome fer Scraps of or 
ther Folks Wit. He is one whoſe Convet ſation can ne- 


ver be approv d. yet it is now and then to be endur d. He 
has. indeed one good Quality, he is not Exceptious; for 
he ſo paſſionately affects the Reputation of underſtanding 


Rallery, that he will conſtrue an Affront into à Jeſt; and 


call dowenright Rudeneſs and ill Language Satire and 
8 | | 5 3 


Fain. It you have a. mind to finiſh his picture, you ONS. 


have an Opportunity to do it at full length. Behold the, 
CC 


Fainall; Mirabell, pity me. 

Mira, I do from my Sou. 
Fain, Why, what's the Matter? 
it. No Letters for me, Betty? | | 

Bet. Did nota Meſſenger bring you one butnowSr? 
Mit. Ay, but ao other??? „ 
Bet. No, Sir. 5 . 
lit. That's hard, that's very hard; A Meſſen- 
ger, a Mule, a Beaſt of Burden, has brought me a Letter 
rad SE frem 


. (To them) Witwoud, - 
Mit. Afford me your Compaſſion, my Dear; pity me, 


py 
Fay 
< I W 9 


> RIES 5 pu 
3 — — . — 3 r . a2 LAS 4 
— => - — — — — 


from the Raa Brother, as heavy as a deere 


a Funeral Sermon, or a Copy of Commendatory verſes 
from one Poet to another. And what's worſe, *tis as 


ſure a Forerunner of the Author, as an Epiſtle Dedica- - 


"Ws 
Mira. A Fool, and your- Brother, Witwoud ! 
Wit, Ay, ay, my half Brother, My halt Brother he 
is, no nearer, upon eu, 
Mira. Then tis poſſible he may be but half a Fool: 


"Wir. Good, good, Mirabelle Drole! Good, good, 


ang him, don't let's talk of him ;. Fainall, how: 


oes your Lady? Gad, I ſay any thing in the World to get 
this Fellow out of my Head. I beg Pardon that I ſhou'd' 


as k aMan of Pleaſure, and the Town, a Queſtion at once 


o Foreign and Domeſt ck. But 1 talk like an old Maid at 


A2 Marriage, I don t know what Lax: ſhe's the vel Wo- 
man in the World. 


Fain. Tis vwell you don't know what you ſay; or elſe 
your Commendation wou'd go near to make me 


Vain or aer 
Wit. No Man in Town lives well with a wife but . 


all, Your Judgment, Mirabell! 


Mira. You had better ſtep and ask his Wife; if you 
wou'd be credibly 3 
Wit. Mirabell. 


Mira. Ay. 
Wit. My Dear, Task ten Thoufand Pardons: 


Pad I have forgot what I was going to " to you. 
Mira. I thank you heartily, heartily. 
Wit. No, but pry'thee excuſe em, 


my Memo» 


ry is ſuch a Memory. 


Mira. Have a care of ſuch Apologies, Witwoud; — 


for I never knew a Fool but he afſected to 3 ei- 


ther of the Spleen or his Memory. 

Fain. What have you done wi ich Peralant? 25 5 
Wit. He s reckoning his Mony my. conn it 

Was I have no luck to-Day. 


_ Fain. You may allow bim to win of you at- Play; "<Y 


for you are ſure to be too hard for him at Reparteee: 
Since you monopolize the Wit that is between you, tbe 
mult bebisof Courſe. 


Mira, 


\ 


— — ——— 
- 
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Aura: 1 don't find that Petulant confeſſes the Superiority 
ol Wit to be your Talent, Witwoud. 418 JE 
Vit; Come, come, you are malicious now, and woud 


breed Debates . Perulant's my Friend, and a very 


* 


pretty Fellow, and a very honeſt Fellow, and has a imat - 


tering Faith and Troth a pretty deal of an odd ſort 
of a {mall Wit: Nay; 1 do him Juſtice, I'm his Friend, 
FE won'twronghbim. And if he had any Judgmeat 
inthe World. he wou'd not be altogether, conten p- 
tible, Come, come, don't detract from the Merits of 125 
Friend.” | Fn TH 
b Fain. You dont know your Friend to be over: nice y 
red. | 

Vit. No, no hang him, the Rogue has no Manners at 

all, that I muſt o.]. No mcre Breeding than a, 


Bumbaily, that I grant you. Tis pity z the Follow has 


Fire and Life. | 
Mira. What, Courage? Mod of e 
Mit Hum, faith I don't know as to that, I can · tſay as to- 

that Yet, faith in a Controverſie he Il contradict. 

any Body. rp „„ 

Mira. Tho! twere a Man whom he fear'd, or a Womaa 

hem he U . ae, | 
Wit. Well, well, he does not always think before he 

ſpeaks; | We. have all our Fallings; you are too 


hard upon him, you are, faith. Let me excùſe him. 5 


I can defend moſt of his Faults, except one or two; one 
he has, that's the Truth.on't, if he were my Brother; I 
cou'd not acquit him That indeed I cou'd wiſh 
were otherwiſe. > _- FF 
Mira. Ay mairy, what's that, Witwoud? © ; 
Hit. O pardon me— Expoſe the Infirmĩtiẽs of my 
Friend No my dear, excuſe me there. 


Fun. What I warrant he's unſincere, .or*tis ſome ſach 155 
3 a 1 ie Fra 


Wit. No, no, whit if he be? *Tisno matter for that, 
his Wit will excuſs that: A Wit ſhou'd no more be ſincere 
than a Woman conſtant; one argues a Decay of Parts, as 
race ee 8 

Alira. May be you think him too poſitire? 


V; ; ; p At x 


Hit. 


4 
62323579 Los "Ts 
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it. No, no; his beitg poſitive is an Ine etive _ 
ment, and kee S up gon Love JET 211 os wg 
Fain. Too ilitet A 52 7 Y 
- Wit. That! that's his Aare eee His a 
Learning gives him the more N to ſhew aer 
5 natural Parts. 4 | | An 
ira. He wants Words. Lob "7 fl e ee Jo 
5 Ay; ae for ki want of 
Words gives me the Pleaſure: very rr to. e ws: 


Meaning. nl 8 
Fain. Hen im udent. 3 . Snow 
Wit. No, tha s not it. WOT Wor ae 
Mira. Vain. 1 | 2:6 
R | 


Mira. What; He cel nfeafonible Truths Gino: 


| times, becauſe he has not Wir enough to invent an Eva-' 


fion.. L 
| Wit, Truths! Ha, ha, ha! No, no; finice youll — 
Fo 101 mean, he never ſpeaks Truth at all That's all. 
He willlie like a Chambermaid, or a W s. 


Porters, Now that is a Fault. 
SCENE VII. | | 
(Totbem). 858 4 0 r 
| " Ciath: 1s Maſter Petulant here, Miſtreſs > WT 
fs 2 Bay. Vet 1 e e 67.10%. 


Coach. Three Gentlewomen, i in. 2 , bach would gal 
gith him. e 

Fain. O brave Petulant, Three! np be 1 250 Houta | 
Bet. I'll tell him.” © © 217 7 


Coach. You muſt bring Two Pitts of Clicolate, and- : 


une ater... | US 
Cs 'ENE. vm: hand th ne | 


Mirabell. Fainall, Witwoud. 57 — PaCtooe T 


ii. That ſhould be for Two fafting Sttumpets; and a 
Baw4d, troubled with tha Wind, Nen vou may kn 
What the Three are. 


Muira. Tou are very fre with y. your. Friend 8 "Apquain: in- : 


tance. 
- Wit, Ay, ay, Friendſhip-without Freedom is as dull as: 


Love without Enjoyment, or Wine without Toaſting;- 


_ ta tell ou a Secret, a ulls whom he allows. ; 


7 S bs... 
5 Jo, * 


2 „ . 


OE —— 


— —————— 


4 
| 
1 


— — 


ſend in tor himſelt, that 1 mein, call for himſelt, Wait for 


i times leaves a Letter for himſelf. 


— be a profefs d Mid wife, 45 a profelsd Wihonma en at 
1 


| O I 1 his Pardon. 


in Hameur By this Hand it they. were yo 


— 
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3 Coach hire; and ſomething more by the Week, to-call on 0 


him once a Day at publick Places, CCF 
Mira. How ? 
Vit. You ſhall ſee he won't go. to em; bels thre! 3 
— re Company here to take notice of him 
this is nothing to what he us d to do Be- 


Fa hefound out this up. I haveknoven kim call . 


lelk. — 


Fain. Gall for bimgak 2 What doftthou 7 mean? _— + 

lit. Mean! why, he wou'd ſlip. you out, of this Choco- 
late houſe, juſt when you had been talking to him. 
As ſoon as v5our Back was turn d +——V hip he Was 8 — 14 
gone; Then trip to his Lodging, clap ona Ho 
and Scarf, and a Mask, ſlip into a Hackney-Coach 
drive hither to the Door again in a trice! where he won” 


himſel, nay and what's more; ot finding Lime, ſome- 


Dd 


— A: — 
5 — 


Mira. I confeſs this is ſomething extraordiqary-.— 1. 
1 believe he waits for himſelf. now, e "7A F 


CNS YT I , ‚ ot | 
}Petulant; Mirabell, Thad, Witwoud, Petey... | 
Sir. che Cosch ſlays. 3 | 


Peta. Well, well; 1 come = 'Sbud a Man FOO 


ate; to be knoek'd up and rais d at all Haurs, and inall | 0 
Places. Pox on em, I won't come D' je hear, tell em! 
won't come. Let them ſnivel and ery their FREE out. 

Fain, Vou are very cruel, Petulant. , 
Petu. AIP Lone, let i ic mw — have. « Hamour 
to be cruel. 80 1281 
Mira. 1 hops they-are. not Perſons ob Condition that 
at this rate. E21 1 8 * | '14 
Petu. Condition! Condition" * dry'd Fig 77 . 'F 


a a your What - d'ye- call- ems themſelve * 
they muſt wait or rub off it 1 want Appet ite. 

Mira. . e axe Fs: Hes £0 
wow? x 24 an2p 1 


bi Relations 
an old Aunt, who. loves Catterwauling better than a 


world 


$a 
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Petu. Ay. Roxoland's,, - 

Mira. Cry you Mercy. Y 
| Fain, Wirwoud ſays they are 

Pets. What does he ſay they are? 
Wit. I? fine. Ladies, I fay, * yr. 


Petu, Paſs on, M itwoud 
Two: Cohcireſſes his Couſins, and 


Conventicle. 


Mit. Ha, ha, has. I had a Mind to fee how the Rogue 
Ha, ha, ha; Gad F can't be an- 


gry with him; if: niet had ſaid they! were my Mother and 


wou'd come off 


my Siſters. 

Mira. No! 5 | 1 

Mit. No; the Rogue Wir 10 Readineſs of lovention 
charm me. Dear Petulant. : 

Bet. They are gone, Sir, in great anger. | 

Pet. Enough; let em trundle, Anger helps com. 


Plexion, faves Paint. 


Fain. This continence is all Jiflenbled; z this is in der : 
to have ſomething to brag of the next time he makes Court 


to Millamant, aud ſwear he has abandoned the whole Sex 
for her Sake. 18 | > UNE 


Mira. Have y you not left off your inpodent pretenſions . 


there yet? 1 ſhall cut your Throat, ſometime or: other, 
Perulgnt, about that Buſineſſss. 


Peru, Ay, ay, let that paſs —— There are. other. | 


Throats to be cut 
Mira. Meaning mine, Sir? 
Petu. Not | —— ] mean no Body: 1 kijow © no- 
thing. — But there are Uncles ak Nephevvs in the 
And they may be Rivals —— What thene, 


All's one for that. 5 1-447 
Mira. How! Harkee Perulant, hs abe. 


Explain or I ſhall call your Interpreter. | 
Petu. Explain! l know nothing Why, you have an 
Uncle, have you-not; lately come to Town; and. 29 


8 by my Lady Wiſhfort's? 
| Mira. 


2 


Mit. Empreſſes, my Dear =— By your What. d 'y6-calls'- 
| ems he means Sultana Queens. 2 Fes Fouts, 


Harkee; by this Light; , 


— Rd 6; yew 


. 
— ene —— — 
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Mira. True. 


Peru. Why that 3 vou and he are not 


Friends; and if he ſhou'd — have a Childs you 


may be diſinherited, ha? 
Mira. Where haſt thou ſtumbled upon all this Truth ? 
Petu. All's one for that; why then ſay I know ſomethings . 
Mira. Come, thouart an honeſt Fellow, Petulant, and 


ſhalt make Love to my. Miſtreſs, thou ſha't, F aith. e 


haſt thou heard of my Uncle? 
Petu. 1? nothing, I. If Throats are to be cut, 1 
Swords claſh; Snug's the Word, 1 ſhrug and am ſilent. 
Mira. O Raillery, Raillery. Come, I know thou art 
in the Womens Secrets. What you're a Cabaliſt,, 1 


know you ſtaid at Millamant's laſt Night, after | went. 


Was there any Mention made af my Uncle, or me? Tell 
me. If thou hadſt but good Nature equal to thy Wit, 
Petulant, Tony Wit woud, who is now thy Competitor in 
Fame, wou d ſhew as dim by thee as a dead Whiting's Eye 
by a Pearl ot Orient.; he wou'd no more be ſeen by thee. 
than Mercury is by the Sun: Come, Im ſure thou won't - 


tell me. 
Petu. If I do, will you grant me common Senſe then, 


for the future? 


Mira. Faith I'll do what I can for i and ny 


that, Heav'n may grant it thee in the mean time. 
Pen. Well, harkee. | | 
Fain. Priulant and you both will find Minabellas as warm 


_ aRivalasaLover.. 
Wit. Pſhaw, pſhaw, thatſhe laughs at Perulant is plain; 


And for my part But that it isalmoſt a Faſhion to admire 
her, I ſhould—— Harkee-— To tell you a Secret, but let it 


BY no further Between n I * never "break wy 


Jeart for her. 
Fain. How! 


In. She's handſame ; 3 but he 8 4 . of an uncertain 


Woman, 
| Fain, I thought you had d . for her. 
Wit, Umh— No— | | 
. Fain. She has Wit. | 
Mit. 'Tis what ſhewill hardly allow any body el 
Now, Demme, I ſhou'd hate that if ſhe were as "Tree 
me 


— 
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ſome as Cleopatra:  Mirabell i is not -ſo ſure of Des 28 Oo” | 


thinks of. 
i Fain. Why do you think ſo” bo 
Mit. We ſtaid pretty late there laſt Night; ain heard 


ſomething of an Uncle to Mirabell, who is lately come 


ta Town—— and is between him and the beſt part of his 
33 Mirabell and he are at ſome: Diſtance, as my Lady 


Miſtfort bas been told; and you know: ſhe hates Mirabell, 

worſe than a Quaker hates a Parrot or than a Fiſtim on- 

ger hates a har Froſt. Whether this Uncle has ſeen Mrs. 
Miilamant or not, I cannot ſay; but there were Items of. 


ſuch a Treaty / being in Embrio; and if it ſnou d come to 


Life, poor Mirabell would be in ſome ſort uatortunately. | 


fabb'd, i faitnu. 
Fain, Ay impoſſible Millamant ſhou'd hearken to 


* Wits Faith, mypDear; I ran dreh, bea Woman and a | 


kind of a Humcuriſt. 


Mira. And this! is the aus of what” you cou'd col | 


lit Night-- 

Petu. The Quintefſzrice. May be 2 bond knows bs; 
he ſtaꝝ d longer Beſides, they never mind him; they 
ay any thing before him. 

Mira. I thought you had been the greateſt Favourite. 
Potu. Ay gate tete; But not W 1 1 : 12408 
Remarks. | 

Mira. Youde?” . | 

Petu. Ay, ay, pox I'm inalicinus, Stun. - Now he- s ſoft, 

know, they are not in awe of him The Fellow's 
well bred, he's what you call a— What. Epeccall- em. A 
fine Gentleman, but be's filly withal.. . | 

Mira. I'thank you. I know as much ae. my ene, 
requires. Fainail, are you for the Mall? .: 

Fain, Ay, ilFtakea turn before Dinner. 

Mir. Ay, we'll pms in the Park; the Ladies bd, 
of being there. 

Mira. I thought you. were oblig'd to watch tor your. 
Brother Sir Wilſull's Arrival. | 

Wit, No, no. ee 8, wy Lady 2 


* 
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Morning; thou ſhalt to the Malt with us; and wwe l be | 
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fore; pox on him, 1 tall berroubled with him too what | 
ſhall I do with the Toe? } 
Pet. Beg him for his Eſtate; chat * may deg you | 
a L and Þ. have, but. ane Trouble with yo 2 
Wit. O rare Petulant; Ng art n as Firei in a froſty 


— ——..ñ— eee 
—— — — — 


very ſevere. | | 
Petu. Enough. I'm in 2. Humour to be ſevere,” | Ka Tl 
. Mira, Are you? Pray then walk by your ſelves 3 
Let not us be aeceſſary 2 putting the Ladies out r 
Cquntenance, with your ſenſeleſs Ribaldryʒ which you. 1 
roar out aloud as often as they paſs by youʒ and when you. 1 
have made a - corny r poet Hagge think 221 ; 14 
have been ſevere. — 
Pets. What, what? Then let em either fey. theis _ 
Innocence by not underſtanding” what they hear, or es 'F 
ſhew their Biſeretien by not heating what they wou d not 5 
be thought. to underſtand, 4+: al 
Mira, But haſt not thot then Senſe enough ber, | 
_ thatthoudugheſtto be moſt aſhaen d thy ſelf, when thou- | 
haſt put and: gut of Couatenance? | 
Petu. Not: I, by this Band always take Bluſhing 
either for a Sign o ' Guilt or ill Breeding. EDN RA 9 
| Mira, I confeſs you ghe to thigk ſo. You ane in b wh 
right, that you may plead the Error of -your ig in — 
defence of your Practice. 2 
- Where 2 9 a ill Manners, tis but fie: 
* BED . ee a 1 
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Mrs. Fain, Then it ſeems you diſſembſe an, Ayerfian » 


Mar, Certainly. To be free; I have no Taſte of thoſe 
inſipid dry Diſcourſes, with which our Sex of force muſt 
entertain themſelves, apart from Men. We may affect En- 
dearmentsto each other, profeſs eternal Friendſnips, and 

ſeem to dote like Lovers; but tis not in: our Natures 
lang to perſevere. . Love will reſume his Empire in our 
Breaſts, and every Heart, or ſoon or late, receive and te- 

admit him as its lawful Tyrant. 


o 


you profeſs a Libertine. | 1 


— 


f Mar * 


, 


Mrs. Fain. Bleſs me, how have I been deceiv'd ! * by. 


Men? 


: a8 bad. 


\ * * 


| % P 


oe 
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' Mar. You ſee my Friendſhip by my Freedom. Come. 
be as ſincere, e that your IR. * 2 


*. 


with mine. 


Mrs. Fain. Never. 


wh Mar. You hate Mankind? 


Mrs. Fain, Heartily, Inveterately, 


Mar. Your Hugband? - 


Mrs. Fain. Moſt tranſcendently; ay, tho n io me- 


rit oriouſly. 


Mar. Give me your. Hand upon it. 

- Mrs. Fain, There. 

Mar. 1 join with you; what I have fad has TTY 
try y Ou. 

Mrs. Fain. Is it poſſible 7 Doſt thou hate thoſe Vipers 


Mar. have done bating - em, and am now come to de- 


ſpiſe em 5 the next thing I have to do, is n to for · 


et em. 
5 Mrs. Fain. There ſpoke the Spirit of an Amazon, 3 
Pentheſilea. 
Mar. And yet I am thinking ſorpetimes Week my & 
Averſion further. 8870 
Mrs, Fain. How ?' | 
Mar. Faith by marrying ; if 1 chat fd one that . 
lov'd me very well, and would be throughly ſenſible of ill 
Uſage, I think I ſhould do my ſelf the Violence of oft. 


"3 


| —_—— the Ceremony. # 


Mrs. Fain, You would not make hima Fucked 7 
Mar. No; but I'd make him believe | did, and dr, , 


Mrs. Fain. Why, had not you as good doi it?. | 
Mar. O if he ſhou'd. wt yours goo it, he waa then- 


know the worſt, and be out of his Pain; but I would 


have him ever to continus upon the Nack of Fear and; 
Jealouſie | 
Mrs. Fain. Ingeniops. Miſchief F wou'd. thou BLN 
matried to Mirabell. | 
Mar. Wou'd I were. 
Mrs. Main, You change Colour, . 
Nur. Becaule I hate him. 


4 


#72 
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= Mrs, Fain. So do 13 but I can hear him nam d. Bür- 
wbat Reaſon have you to hate him in particular? 
da. Inever lov'd him; he is; a always was: inſut- 
| ferably proud. 

Mrs Fain. Bythe Roan you give tor) your, Averlion, 
1 "I one wou d think it diſſembled; tor you have laid a Fault 
4 to his Charge, ob which his Enemies muſt acquit him. 
1 Mar. O then it ſeems you are one of his Favourable 


* 


= | = Methiaks. you look a little pale, and now you 
=: x 
1 Ae. 3 Pais bol: Ithink1 ams ile iok © rh-ſagden, : 
Nm Aar. What ails zou 
3 's, Fain. My Husband. Don't you fie FA] He: | 
+ ſhort "po me ne eee 


1 


* 


k 
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I hem.) Fainall, and Minbell. YL 

=p 1 , Bla, ha. ha; be comes yt bs Jou. 
e eee 

1434 F \ 
My Dean. IF 463 AED 2 £6 bat * wy % 5 <2. 

. F. My Lü e 12 | OA. MP 

2 1 : Nin, You don'tlook well today, Child. 2 

Młs. Zain. Dye think ſo? . 

g ES - — "Mira. fle is the only Man chat does, Man... 5 |. 
x38 '. MIS. Fain. Theonly man that wow'd tell me ERA Ds 
wache only Man from  whony Lcould hear it wirhour- i, 

85 Fals, OmyDear, Tam iaistg dl. your- 'Tendernes ; "x 
Io you cannot reſent any thing from me; e ar 75 
What is an effec of my Congern,; ' 
Mrs, Fain. Mr. Metal my Motber interuptsd Wu . 
_ inaplealanc Relation Iſt Night: Iwould fain hear it out. 
Mira. The Perſons Concern' din. that affair have yet © 
A; > tolerable Reputation. -Fa am afraid Mr. * 
il he cenſorious. | 
| rs. Fain. n more prevailing: than his 
- Curiolity,andwill willingly diſpenſe with the hearing 5 
one ſcandalous Story, to duet ving an . Occafion-to 
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PP of my Wife, Lſhou'd be a miſerable Man. 


; Hopes! Nothin: 1g remains when that day-comes, but tat 


4 Y that Lam tender of -yeur Honour? 


—— ˙ RP IN A ads 4 
T : 


3 
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_ a Mr. i ant Tire e nag 


CALLS Fainall Mrs. Fe pens 
' Fain. Kxcdlent.Crenuret- Well, ſure it 1 houktiveto | 


Mar Ay. Rage” 

Fain, For having only ene bane. the Accompliſh- | 
ment of it, of Confequence, muſt put an end to ali 
Hopes; and what a Wretch js he who muſt ſurviae bia 


dodon and weep like Alerander, when nen other | 


nnr. N avs * 
Mar. Will jou not follow. em? i e 
Fain. Faith think not. iy. et 

Mar. Pray let us; I bayeaReaſon. Is ok 

 . Fain, Vau are not jealaus? | —_ 

5 Mar. Ot whom ? 2 | = EET pul fard lr { 2 


* 


Ee 


Fan. Of Mirabell. Of: 
Mar, If Jam, are pace with anyone's, you. 


Fain. You would intimate then, N —— 
| Jow-ieeling berween.my my Witeand;him. apo 


Mar. I think ſhe does not hate Airs. no Guat 2 
-wou'd be thought. 
Fain. But he, ear intopinlenſibe. - I 
Aar. It maybe you are deceiy d. ile e 
28 1 1d en, „e. e 
ur” What? 


Fein. That I have been . Madam, — are. 


Mar. That Tam falſe! what wean gon? ASE 
Fain. To let you know 1 ſee-through all your ile 
come, you both Love hims and both. bare 
Fare your Averſion, Your mutual Jealoufies 6 
nother, have made you clach till you — bath — 5 


. 
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. * 
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ire. I have ſeen —— warm Conteſſion 1 8 8 : a Tos 


Checks, and ſparkling. Ps 
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22 
| | Fain. I do not Twas for my Eaſe to · over ſer 
1 and wilfully neglect the groſs Advances made him by my 
= Wife; that by permitting her to be engag'd, I might con- 


tinue unſuſpected in my Pleaſures; and take you ottner to 


ful Lover flept? p | 5 
Mar. And wherewithal can you reproach me? 
Fain. With infidelity, with loving another, with Love 

of Mirabell. 3 


Mar. Tis falſe. I challenge you to ſhew an In- : 


7 — that can confirm your groundleſs Accuiation, I hate 
Fain, And wherefore do you hate him? He is inſenſible, 


The Injuries you have done him area Proof: Tour inter- 


veries of his pretended Paſſion? To undeceive the credu- 
lous Aunt, and be theOfficious Obſtacle of his Match with 
Millamant. © 5 3 
Mar. My Obligations to my Lady urg d me! I had pro- 
feſsd a Friendſhip to her; and could not ſee her eaſie Na- 
ture ſo abus d by that Diſſemb ler. 
Fri.ain. What, was it Conſcience then? Profeſs'd a 
2 O the Pious Friendſhips of the Female 
Sex! 3 „ 15 
i Mar. More tender, more ſincere, and more en- 
during, than all the vain and empty Vows of Men, 


another. . 

Fain. Ha, ha, ha: you are my Wife's Friend too. 
Mar Shame and ingratitude! Do you reproach me? 

You, you upbraid me! Have I been falſe to her, thro” 

ſtrict Fidelity to you, and ſacrifice my Friendſhip to keep 


me with the Guilt, unmindtul of the Merit! To you it 
' ſhou'd be meritorious, that I: have been vicious: And do 
you reflect that Guilt. upon me, which ſnhou d lie buried in 


remind you of the {light Account you once cou d make of 


— 


my Arms in full ſecurity. But cou d you think, becauſe 
the nodding Husband wou'd not wake, that cer the watch⸗ 


triste 


and your Reſentment follows his Neglect. An Inſtance! 


poſing in his Love. What Cauſe had you to make Diſco- 1 


— 


whether profeſſing Love to us, or mutual Faith to one 


my Love inviolate? And have you the Baſeneſs to charge 


Fain, Lou miſinterpret my Reproof. I meant but to 


— —— ea — 


— — 


* 


1 
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g Aricceſt Ties, when ti in Competition with, Jour Love. | 
4 wWme;--*- > | s 
"1M bb Rule you urg dit with delibertte dal 
_ -*>Twasſpokein ſcorn, and I never will forgive it. 
- _ Fam, ou Guilt, not your Reſentment, begets your 
Rage. 1 you loy'd,. you cou'd forgive a ſcalouſic: 
But jou are ſtung to find you are diſcover d. 
Mar. It ſnall be all diſeover d. Tou too ſhall be diſco- 


ver; be ſure you ſhall. I can but be expos d- —IfT 
do it my ſelf I ſhall prevent your Baſeneſs. e e 
Fain. Why, what will you do? f 
wo Mar. Diſc] ſeit to your Wie, 277 whar haspaſt be 


£58 7 be 
12 


N . 10 3 
4 Frenzy £5 % — | 
Mar. By all my wrongs vi "R — ts 
the World the injuries you have done me, both in m yFame 
and Fortune: With both I truſted your 1 „ e in 
Honour, -as indigent of Wealth, | 
Fain Lour Fame I have preſerved ee bas been 
beſtowegd as ther Prodigality of your Love would have it, 
zin Pleaſures which: we h. have ſhar d. Yet, had not 
you been falſe, I hade er 5 47 ane it 2 Tis true 
d you permitted Mirabelwith Millamant to have ſtol'n' 
thei? Marriage, my Lady had been incensd beyend al:means 
of Reconcilement : Millamant had forfeited the Moiety 
:of her Fortune; which then wou'd have deſcended to my 
Wife; And vrherefore. did I marry, but to make 
' lawful Prize of a rich Widow's Wealth, We om on 
Love and you? /: 
Aar. Deceit, e e ee L o 150 
--— Fain; Death, amn L not married What's pretence? Am 
1 hot- impriſ6n'd;.ferref'd? Have I not a Wife? Nay a 
Wife that was a Widow, a youn Widow, a handſome 
Widow); and wou'd be again à Widow, but that I bave a 
Heart of Proof, and ſomething of a Conſtitution to buſtle 
through the Ways of Wedl and-this World, Will you 
| Jet be — to truth and me? 
Mar. 1 mpoſſihle. Truth and-you ore inconlitent—— 
-Lhate you; and ſhall for erer. 
+: For peer cy „ te 
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—Pdlave!emtogetioole, \ 
IG Fain. [would not hurt you for cher, ue 15 


other hold to keep you here / ö : 
5 Wrede weilte. ai 210. WO fi 
-Fain. You know I love you, 2 
Mar. Poor Ang * 
Wand e 


abel What? — or? Wiesner get; ien | 
my ar. No, } Te is not zer as hes 1 have that 

2 4 : — N 
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Wo ea They are hert yet. Won 
= Mira. They are turni — Wal "WM £ 
_ > Mrs. Fain. While 1x my-Husband, I cou'd — | 
3 bor nc I avedeſprd ie he's too ofs 
| g | & 5 fenfive GTO $10 TS 5 
> © Mira. O you ſhow'd bqrwich Prudence. | | 
= 8 Mrs, Fain Yes, CEL ho Ea cretion.” 


TEEN 
pet” > 
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Alira, Jou ſgou d have juſt. ſo much Diſguſt for your 


Husband, as may be ſufficient to make you reliſh Jour 


Lover. 
Mrs, Fain. You have been the Cauſe that 1 have loyd 


Mira. Why.do we 40 fog aus angered -_ . 
gerous ir Fj ? To fave he Idol Wen If the Fa- 


9 


-miliarities,of our Loves had produc d that onſequence, of 


vhich you were apprehenſive, where cou d you have fix d 


.2 Father's Name with Credit, but on a Husband? I knew 


8 Fainall to be a Man laviſh of his Morals, an intereſted and 


profeſſing Friend, a falſe and a deſigning Lovers, yet one 
whole wit and outward fair Behaviour 10 bave ga n'd aRepu- 


tation with the Town, enovgh to make that . ſtand 
Excus'd, who has ſuffer d her ſell to be won by his Addreſ- 


ſes. A better Man ought not to have been ſacriſic d to the 
Occaſion; a worſe had not anſwered tothe Rurpnle. W ben 
you are weary-ot him, you know your Remedy. 

Mrs. Faiz. I ought to ſtand in lome Degree of Credit 
with you, Mirabell. | 

Mirs. In Juſtice to you, I made you privy to my wholo 
2 gn, and put it in your Power to ruin or advance my: 

ortune. 

Mrs. Fain. Whom nnen nen 2d! to repreſent your 
pretended Uncle? 

Mira, Haitmell, m my Servant. ol; by 0) 
Mrs. Fain, He is an 99 taFuiblemyMother's 
Woman, and may win her to ur Intereſt. 

Mira. Care 1 is taken for t —She is won and 


«ka 


_— 7 3 Poible..; 1 ee, my Ser= 
vantto betray. me by truſting him too far. If your Mother, 
in hopes to ruin m̃e ſhou'd conſent᷑ to marry my pretends |» 
ed. Uncle, he might, like. AMoſca in the Fox 1 and pan 
Terms; ſo Imade him ſure before- hand. 

Mrs. Fain. So, if my poor Mather is engͤt in 2 con- 
tract, you will diſcover the 53 8 releaſe 
her 


1 


— 
1 
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ber by producing a Certificate of her Galant 8 former Mars 


. riage. 


Mira. Yes, upon Condition that ſhe canſent to my Max- 


riage with her Neice, and ſurrender the Mojety of her For- 
tune in her Poſſeſſion. 


"Mrs: Fain. She talk'd laſt: Night of endeavouring at 8 


Match between Millamantand your Uncle. 


Mira. That was by Fvible's Direction, and my In- 


| ſtruction, that ſhe- -mig t ſcem to carry it more private- 


„ 

Mrs. Fuin. Well, I have an Opinion of your Succeſs; 
for I believe my Lady will do any thing to get an Husband 
and when ſhe has this, which you have provided for her, 
1 ſuppoſe ſhe will ſubmit to any 8 to get rid of him. 

Mira. Yes, I think the Lady would marry any 
thing that reſembled a Man, * 


Mrs. Fain. Female Frailty! We muſt all come to it, if 


ve live to be Old, and feel the n of a falſe Appetite 


when the true is decay'd. 

Mira. An old Woman's Appetite is deprav'd like that 
of a Girl 'Tis the Green-Sickneſs of a ſecond 
Child-hood ; and like the faint Offer of a latter Spring, 


| ſerves but to uſher in the Fall; aud withers in an 7 


Bloom. 


* 


ae Kun. Here's your Miſtreſs. 
| SCENE Iv. 8 5 
(To them) Mrs. Millaniant, Witwou'd, Mincin 


Mira Hete ſhe comes i faith full Sail, with her Fan ing 
| a Streamers out, and a ſhoal of Fools for Tenders — | 


Ha; no, I cry her Mercy. 
Mrs. Fuin. I fee but one poor empty Sculer; and he 


tows her Woman aſter him. 


uin. vou ſtem to be unattended, e oe Li 


Ton us d tohave the Benu-yonde throng after you; 180 a 
Flock of y fine Perukes hovering round you. . 
cri. Like Moths about a Candle 


have loſt hy y Compariſon for want of Breath. 
a8 falt chrough che C e 


E „ Win 


h *twere no, more than 
what a Butler could pinch out of a Napkin. | | 


Thad like t to 
il. OI 3 _ wo r to day. 1 have walk d 


AO 
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„er, As a Favourite juſt diſgrac d, and with as ew Fol-. 
7 
"Mil. Dear Mr. Witwoud, Truce with your Similitudes: 
Tor I am as ſick of em a 
Wis, As a Phyſician of a good 4—1 cannot help it, 
Madam, tho tis nn my ſelf. N 
Mil. Yet again! Aidan. ſtand between me and his 
0 Wit. 
F IWit. Do, Mrs. M incing like a Screen before a great Fire. ö 
1 I confeſs I do blaze to day, Iam too bright. 
1 Mrs. Fain, But, dear Milla mant, w. why were you fo 
ong? | 5 
3 122 Long! Lord, have I not made violent haſte ? 1 have 
_ ask d every living Thing I met for you; I have enquir d 
after you, as after a new Faſhion. | 
it. Madam, Truce with your Similitudes No, 
you met her Husband, and did not ask him for her 
Mira. By your leave, Witwoud, that werelike enquiring 
after an old Faſhion, to ask a Husband for his Wife. 55 
it. Hum, u hit, a hit, a palpable hit, I confeſs it. 
Mrs. Fain. You were dreſs'd before I came abroad. 
Mil. Ay, that's true O but then I had . 
what had 1? Why was I ſo long? | | 
Mine. O Mem, your 1 ſtaid toperuſea Pacgu of 1 


SD DER * 


; Letters. | 
f Mil. O ay, Letters 1 had Letters Taw + 
[ perfecuted with Letters LI hate Fe Bo- 4 


dy knows how to write Leers, and yet one has em, one 
does not know hy- They ferve one to pin up one's 
Hair. 

lie. Ts that the way ? Pray, Madam, do you pin up 
your Hair with all your Letters 2 I find I muſt keep 

. 

Til. Only with thoſe in Verſe; Mr. Wirwond. I ne- 

ver pin up my Hair with Froſe, 1 think I 170 once, Min. 


eing. 
Minc. O Mem, [ſhall never forget! 1 2 
3 _ Mil, Ay, poor Mincing tift and tift all the Mordiogs' : 
2 Minc. "Till J had the Cramp in my Fingers, I'll vow 


Mer, | And all to no FF, But whenyour N bins 


* ? D. 
TI” 7 # 
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it up with Poctry, it ſits ſo pleaſant the next TOY as or. 


Thing, and js ſo pure ws ſo n 48 
it. Indeed, ſo Crips? Lhe dj , 
Minc. You're ſuch a Critick, Mr. i dt 


« Mil. Mirabell, did you take Exceptions laſt Night? O 


ay, and went away. Now I think on't I'm angry 


no, now I thought on on't I'm pleas N 1 5 . 


gave ou ſome Pain. a ESE YI | 
Mir. Does that pleaſe you? 5 : 1 
Mil. Infinitely; I love to give Pain. 


"Mira: You would affect à Cruelty which is not in 
your Nature, your true Vanity is in the Power of Plea- 


8. 
Mil. O Lask your Pardon for that—One' sCruelty is 


one's Power, and when one parts with © ba 's Crueity, ri 
as Farted with 


parts with one Power; and When one 
that, 1 fancy one's old and ugly. _ 

© Mira. Ay, af, Tuffer your Cruelty, to ruin the Object 
of your Power, to deſtroy your. Lover And then 


how vain, how Toft a Thins g you'll be? Nay, *tis true: You | 


are no longer handſome. When you've loſt your Lover, 


your Beauty dies upon the Inſtant: For Beauty is the 


Lover s Gift; tis he beſtowys your Charms. Your 


Glas is all a Cheat. The Ugly and the Old, whom the 


Looking-Glaſs mortifies, yet after Commendation can 
be flatter'd by it, and diſcover Beauties init: For wee 


Amps ours Praiſes,rather than your Face. 


©. the vanity of 2 Men] Fainall, Fe h 
him: If they did not commend us, we were not ow 
fame! Now you muſt know they cou d not commend 
one, if one was not handſomé., Beauty the Lover's 
. Lord, what is a Lover, that it can give? 
\ W. F hyone makes 2 faſt 48: One pleaſes, and theylive 


e ang they de ka ſoon as one Paſa. 


And then if one pleaſes one makes more. : 
Mit. Very pretty. Why you make no more of ma- 
b l of making ſo many Card- 

match CS. A Mb | 


Wits One no 1 owes 5 dne's Beauty to 2 1 . a 
one s Wit to an Echo: They gan but reflect what we look 
and fay; vain empty TREE we are ſilent or unſeen, 


and want a Being dra 


==" Ins 
* 3 2 : : 
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Mira. Vet, t to thoſe two vain empty Things, you! owe | 
two the oreateſt Pleaſures of your Lite, _ 


Mil. How ſo? | 
Mira. To your Lover you owe the Pleaſure a hear- 


ing your ſelves prais'd; and to an Echo the rr of 


hearing your ſelves talk. 


Wit. But l know a Lady that ls talking > labert. 
ſantly, ſhe won't give an Echo fair Play; ſhe has that e- 
verlaſting Rotation of Tongue, that an Echo muſt Wait 

till ſhe dies, before it can catch her laſt Words. 

Mil. O Fiction! Fainall, let us leave theſe Men. 

Mira. Draw off. Vit woud. (Aſide to Mrs. Fainall. 

Mrs. Fain: IN Tharea Word. or two for 


IN Mirabell. — 5 lg 
Mira: I would bega little-private Audience 8 vou : 


mY Witwoud, 


had the Tyranny to deny me laſt Night; tho you knew I 


came to impart a Secret to Jou that Wer _ 


Love. 
Mail. You ſaw wasengag'd: 
Mira. Unkind. You: had the Leiſure 5 entertaicy- TY 


Herd of Fools; Things who viſit you from their exceflive 
Idleneſs; beſtowing an your Eaſineſs that Time, which- 
is the incumbrance of their Lives, ., How can you find De- 
light in ſuch Society ? It is impoſſible they ſhou'd admire 


you, they are not capable: Or if they were, it ſnoud be 


to you as a Mortification; for ſure to pleaſe a Fool is ſome 


degree of Folly. 


Mil. I pleaſe my ſelf. - Beſides, ſometimes to 


. contin with Fools is for my Health. 


Mira. Your Health! Is tbere a work: diſcaſcthan the 


. Converſation of Fools? 


Mil. Yes the Vapours; Foolsare Phyſick. f for it, niext 


to Aſſa-fetida. elt 


Mira. Lou are not in a Gre of Foolk?.. 
Mil. Mirabell, if you perſiſt in this offenf ve Sek 


—you'll diſpleaſe me I think I muſt reſolyeafter al not 
to hay: you— We ſhan't agree, 


Mira. Not in our Phyſick, it may bo. 1 
3 And * 8 in all likeliho 10 Al | 
B: Jo the 
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the ſame; for we ſhall be ſick of one another. I ſhan t 
4 endure to be reprimanded, nor inſtructed; tis ſo dulł to- 
1 act always by Advice, and ſo tedious to be told of one's 
| Faults . can't bear it. Well, 1 won't have you Mirabell 
Im reſolv d Ithink You may go Ha, p 
ha, _ What wou'd you give that you cou'd 1 loving 
8 me? 1 ir 
Mira. I wou'd give ſomething that Jou did not know, 1 


IlIscouid not help it. 
, Mil. Come, don't look grave- then. Well, old: 3 


you ſay to me? 
Mira. I ſay that a Man may as ſoon make a Friend by 
his Wit, or a Fortune by his Honeſty, as win « Woman 
with Plain- dealing and Sincerity. 
Mil. Sententious Mirabell! Prithee don tlook with that 
violent and inflexible wiſe Face, like Solomon at 1 the divi- 
ding of the Child in an old Tapeſtry Hanging: | 
Alira. Lou are merry, Madam, but I would perſwade 
| for a Moment to be ſerious. 
Mil. What, with that Face? No, if you keep your | 
Countenance, tis impoſſible I ſhoulg hold mine, Well, 
afterall, there is ſomething very moving ina loveſick Face. 
- Ha, ha, ha Well I won't laugh! don't be * 
Heigho! Now I'll be melancholy, as melancholy as a 
Watch- light. Well Mirabell, if ever you will win >, 
- woo me now. Nay, if you are ſo tedious, fare you 
well} ſee they are walking away. 
Mira. Can you not find in the — of your Diſpoſi- 


tion one Moment 
Mil. To hear you tell me Foible” 8 married and your Plot 


8 like to ſpeed —— No. 244 
| Mira. Buthow youcameto koi £ 
= Mil. Without the help of the Devil, you can't imagine; 
1 unleſs ſhe. ſhould tell me her ſeif. Which of the twoit- | 
may have been, Iwill leave you to conſider; and on 
; oY you have done thinking of that, think of me. 
- SCENE VI. 
Mirabell alone. | 
| Mira. I have ſomething more Gone Think of 
To think of a Whirlwind, tho? *twere in a whirl- 
wind, were. à Caſe: * more 3 Contemplat ion; 
very. 


a” 
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very Tranquillity of Mind and Manſion. A Fellow that 
lives in a Windmill, has nbt a mote whimſical dwelling + 
than the Heart of a Man that is lodg'd ina Woman. There 
is no Point of theCompaſs to which they cannot turn, and 
by which they are not turn'd ; and by ongas well as another; 
For Motion not Method is their Occupation. To know 
this, and yet continue to be im Love, is to be made wile 
from the Dictates of Reaſon, and yet perſevere to play the 
Fool by the force of Inſtinct O here comes my Pair 
of Turtles, What, billing ſo {weet!y ! Is notValentine's 
Day over with you yet ? | 
SCENE VII. 


| (To him) Waitwell, Foible. | 
Mira. Sirrah, Waitwell, why ſure you think you were 
marry 'd for your own Recreation, not for my. Con- 


veniency, 
Wait. Your Pardon: Sir. With ſubiniſſioh, we hai in- 


deed been ſolacing in lawful Delights; but ſtill with an Eye 

to Buſineſs, Sir, I have inſtructed her as well as I could, If 
ſne can take your Directions as readily as my enn, 
Sir, your affairs are in a proſperous way. 

Mira. Give you Joy. Mrs, Foible, | 
Foi. O-las, Sir, I'm ſo aftam'd I'm aid my 
Lady has been in a thouſand Inquietudes for me. But I 
proteſt,” Sir, I made as much haſte as I could, 

Watt. That . ſne did indeed, Sir. lee vf fre thiks _ 4 
did not make more. 

Mira. That I believe. | 

Foi, But I told my Lady as you | inſtructed? me, Sir. 

That I had a Proſpect of ſeeing Sir Rowland your Uncle; 
and that I would put her Ladyſhip's Picture in my Pocket 
to ſhew him; which I'll be ſure to ſay has made him ſo 
enamoured of her Beauty, that he burns with impa- 
_— tolye at her Ladyſhips Feet, and worſhip. the Ori- 
1 
v Mira. Excellent Foible ! Matrimony has made you elo- 
nt in Love. 
Wait. I think ſhe has profited, Sir. I think ſo, 
Foi. You have ſeen Madam Millamant, Sir? 
Mira. Yes. 
| Fol, —— Sir, becauſe I did not knov e 
Bl B 4 might” | 


= * — 
— rr 7 
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might end an Opportunity, fhe had ſo. much Company 
laſt Night. | 
Mira. Your Diligence will merit more In the mean 
time, (Gives Oy 5 
Fok, OdearSir, your humble Servant. 5 
Wait. Spouſe. 
Mira. Stand of, Sir, not_ a penny Goon and an : 
per, Foible The Leaſe ſhall be. made good and the. 


Farm ſtock'd, if we ſucceed. 


For. I don't queſtion your Generoſity, Sir.; and you | 


need not doubt of Succeſs. If you haye no more Com- 


mands, Sir, I'll be gone; I'm ſure my Lady is at her Tot- 
let, and can't dreſs.'till I come, O dear, I'm ture that 


| (Looking out.) was Mrs. Matwood that went by in a Mask; 
it ſhe has ſeen me with you I'm ſure ſhe'll tell my Lady. 


Il make haſte home and prevent her. You n. Sir. 


Rur ** ee 
os N SCENE vill. 
Mirabell, Waitwell. 5 
© Wait. Sir Rowland, if you pleaſe, The Jade's ſo pert 
upon her Preterment ſhe forgets her ſelf, 

Mira. Come Sir, will you endeavour to forget your 
n and trans torm into Sir Rowland. 5 
Wait... Why Sir ;- it will be impoſſible 1 ſfiouſd remember- 
Myſelf Marry d, knighted and attended all in one 


Day! Tis enough to makeany man forget himſelf. The 


difficulty will be how eto recover my Acquaintance and 

Familiarity with my tormer ſelf; and fall from my 
Transformation to a Reformation into Wairwell. Nay,. 
I-than't be quite the ſame Wairwell neither for 


now ee m 0 and can t be my ene 68g 


1 Hi. 5 
 Hythere's oy Gra ; that 's the ſad change of 2% 
To loſe my n -__ _ 1 "__ Wi . | 
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ACT Mm. SCENE 1. 
4 Ken in Lady Wilſhfore s Hoſe. 


OS 


Lady Wiſhfort at her Toilet, Peg waiting, 


Lady Wiſh. M. l. no News of Foible yet? 
Peg. No, Madam. 

Lady Wiſh. J have no more Patience — if Livre 
not fretted my ſelf *till Tam 2 W veracity 
in me. Fetch me the Red the Red, co you hear, 
Sweet-heart ? An errant Aſn- Colour, as I am a Perſon. 
Look you how this Wench ſtirs! Why doſt thou 
not fetch me a little Red ? Didſt thou not hear me, 


Mopus? 
Peg. The Red Ratafin does your Ladyſhip mean, or the 


Cherry. Brandy 
Lady Wiſh. Ratafia, Fool, Notthe Ratifia, aH 


Grant me Patience! I mean the $þaniſh Paper, Idiot, Com- 
plexion Darling. Paint, Paint, Paint, doſt thou under- 


ſtand that, changeling, dangling-thy Hands like Bobbins 
before thee? Why doſt thou not itir, Puppet ? thou wooden 


f 1 upon Wires. 
Peg. Lord, Madam, your Ladyſhip is ſo impatient —— 


g. 
eannot come at the Paint, Madam, Mrs. Foible has lock 4 


it up, and carry d the Key with her. 
Lady Wiſh. Pox take you bot Teich f me the 


Cherry-Brandy then. 
SCENE II. 


Lady Wiſh. I'm as pale and as faint, I Took like Mrs. 


Dnalm ck the Curate's Wife, that's always breeding 
Wench, come, come, Wench, what art thou 


doing. Lias“ Taſting ? Save thee, doſt thou not know 


the Bottle £ 
SCENE II. | 
Lady Wiſhfort, Peg with a Bottle and China Cup. 
Peg. Madam, I wacookng for a Gu Pe. | 1455 


w s 
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Lady 1/56..ACup, fave thee, and what a Cup haſt thou- | 
brought! Doft thou take me for a Fairy, to drink out of* 
an Acorn? Why didſt thou not bring thy Thimble? Haſt 
thou ne er a Braſs-Thimble? clinking in thy Pocket with a 
bit of Nutmeg? I warrant thee. Come, fill, fill. 
So again... See who that is (One knocks.) 
Set dovyn th e Bottle firſt, Here, under the Table 
What, wou'd thou go with the Bottle in thy. Hand like a 
Tapſter. As I'm a Perſon, this Wench has liv*d in an Inn 
upon the Road, before ſhe came to me, like Maritornes- 
the Aſturian in Don Quixote. No Foible yet? * 
Peg. No Madam, Mrs. Mar wood. 


Lady ms/h. O Marwood, let her come in. come in, 
good Mar wood. 5 3 
r „„ 


— A 
* 
gr 


3 —S 


| (Tothem.) Mrs. Marwood. | 

Mrs. Mar. I'm ſurpriz'd to find your Ladyſhipin diſha-- | 
billeat this time of Day. hrs | 
Lady Wiſh. Toible's aloft thing; has been abroad ſince | 
Morning, and never heard of ſince. | k . | 

Mar. I ſawher but now, as I. came mask?*d thro? the 
Park, in Conference with Mirabell. | | 
_ LadyWiſfh. With Mirabell! You call my Blood into my | 
Face, with mentioning that Traitor. She durſt not have 
the Confidence. I ſent her to. negotiate an Affair, in 
which if I'm detected I'm undone. If that wheedlin 

Villain has wrought upon Foible to detect me, Pm ruin'd. > 
Oh my dear Friend, I'm a Wretch.of Wretchesif I'm. 
detected. 8 0 se h 
Mar. O Madam, you cannot ſufpect Mrs. Foible's In- 
tegrity. 5 | | | 

gs Wiſh. O, he carries Poiſon in his tongue that 
wou'd corrupt * it ſelf; It ſhe has giv'n him an 
Opportunity, ſne has as good as put her Integrity into 
his Hand. Ah dear Marwood, what's Integrity to an Op- 


— — as _ 


poxtunity? Hark! I hear her Friend re- 
Freedom 7Yowu1l pardon. me, dear Friend, I can 


tire into my Cloſet, that I may examine her with more | 


make bold with. mz here are 7 one the _ | 
ICY ——— ©Owuarles and Pryn, and the Short view of the | 
Stage, with — 5 Works to entertain you Go, | 
you Thing, and ſend her in. (Io Peg.) 8 CE N E. 


. 
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f SCENE v. 
” Lady Wiſhfort, Foible. 
\ Lady Wiſh. O Foible, where haſt thou ge ? whit haſt 
thou been do oing? | | 


Foi. Madam, Ihave ſeen the Party. 
Lady miſh, But what haſt thou done? 333 
Foi. Nay, tis your Ladyſhip has done, and are to do; 

Ihave only promis d. But a Man ſo enamour'd———fs 

tranſported ! Well, if worſhipping of Pictures bea Sin 


Poor Sir Rowland, I ſay. 
Lady Wiſh, The Miniature has been counted like 


But hal thou not betray d me Foible? Haſt thou not de- 
tected me to that faithleſs Mirabell? What hadſt 
thou to do with him in the Park ? Anſwer me, has he got 
nothing out of thee ? 

Foi. So, the Devil has been lelive-land with wg: 
what ſhall I ſay ? Alas, Madam, could I help it, 
it I met that confident Thing? Was in Fault? If you 
had heard how he us d me, and all upon your Ladyſhip' 8 
Account, I'm ſure you wou'd not 5 18 my Fidelity. 
Nay, if that had been the worſt I cou'd have born: Bat 
ke had aFling at your Ladyſnip too; and then 1 could 
not hold: But i faith I gave him his own. 

Lady Wiſh. Me? * — did the filthy Fellow ſay? 

Foi. O Madam; tis a Shame to ſay what he ſaid — 
With his Taunts and his Fleers, toſſing up his Noſe, 
Humh (ſays he) what youarea batching ſome Plot (ſays 
he) you are ſo early L or catering (ſays he) fer- 
reting for ſome disbanded Officer; I warrant -- 
Half Pay i is but thin fubſiſtence (ſays he) Well, what 
Penſion does your Lady propoſe? Let me ſee (ſays he) 
what ſhe muſt come down pretty deep now, ſhe 8 ſuper- 


annuated (ſays he) and 
Lady Wiſh. Ods my Life, TI have him, PI have him 


murder'd. I'll have him poiſon'd; Where does he eat? 
I'll marry a Drawer to have him poiſon'd in his Wine. 
Til ſend for Robin from Locket's immediately. 

Foi. Poiſon him Poiſoning's too good for him. Starve 
him, Madam, ſtarve him; marry Sir Rowland, and get 
him * 7 wou'd bleſs you: felt, SW hear FP 
What he id. 5 8 | 8 ne 
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Lady Wiſh. A Villain! ſaperannuated! 

- Foi. Humh { ſays he) I hea 1 fg are laying Deſigns a- 
gainſt me too (ys he) and Millamant is to marry” 
my Uncle; (be docego fulpee a Word of your Lady- 
45 but (ay ys he) I'll fit you for that, I warrant you 

oo he) I'iLhamper you for that (ſays he) you and your 

Frippery too (ſays he) 1'l] handle you 


Lady Wiſh. Audacious Villain! handle me, wou'd he 
Frippery? Old Frippery! Was there ever 


durſt- 
fuch a toul-mourh'd Fellow? Tl be mary d to medal 
Tl be contracted to Night. 

Fo. The ſooner the better, Madam. 


Lady Wiſh. Will ir Rowland be here, Ayl t that 2 


ben Fotble? | . Ty 
Foi. Incontinently, Madam. 


dear Hour of kiffing your 


dy{bip's Hand after Dinner. 
Lady Wiſh. Frip 


A Tatterdemallion. —.—1 
Tatters, like a Long - Lane Pra tbuke. ora Gibbet Thief. 


A ſlander- mouth'd Railer : I warrant the Spendthrift Pro- 
digal's in Debt as much as the Million Lottery, or the 


whole Court upon a Birth-Day. III ſpoil his Credit with 


his Tailor. Yes, he ſhall have my Neice with her For- 5 


tune, he ſhall _. 
Fo. He! E hope to ſee hi ; lodge i in Ludgate firſt, and 
angle into Black-Fryers: tor Braſs Farthings, with an old. 
Mitten. 

Lady Wiſh. Ay dear Foible; thank thee for that, dear- 
Foible. He has — me out of all Patience. I ſhalt never 


recompoſe my Features, to receive Sir Rowland with any 


Oeconomy of Face. This Wretchhas fretted ine that 1 
am abſolutely decay d. Look, Foible, | 

Foi. Your Ladyſhip has. frown'dalittle- too raſhly, ini 
deed Madam. There are ſome Cracks diſcernable. in the 


White Varniſh, 


Lady Wiſh. Let me ſee the Glas Cracks ſay 
Er We I am arrantly flea d I look like an old 
pecl'd Wall. Thou mult repair me, Feib - I fore Sir 

Rom- 


new Sheriff's Wife 
expects the Return of her Husband after Knighthood,.. 
with that Impatience in which ir. Rowland barns for the 


pery! ſupcrannuated- Frippery! Ir 
Frippery the Villain; Ill reduce him to Fri \ppery eos :- 
5 — to ſee him. hung with 


V * N 
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| Rowlandcomes ; or I ſhall never keep up to my Picture. 
Foi. I warrant you, Madam; a little Art once made 


your Picture like you; and now alittle of the fame. Art 
muſt make you like your Picture. Your Picture mult ſit 
for you, Madam. | 


Lady.Wiſh. But art thou ſure Sir Rowland will not failto + 


come ? Or will he not fail when he does come? Will he be - 
importunate, Foible, and puſh-? For if he ſhou'd not be 
importunate——-I ſhall never break Decorums 1 ſhall die 

with Confuſion, if Lam fore'd to advance-—OQh no, I 


can never adyance—Hhall ſwoon if he ſhou'd expect Ad- 


vances. No, I hope Sir Rowland is better bred, than to 
put a. Lady tothe Neceſſity of breaking her Forms. I: 
won't be too cor nerd won't give him. Deſpair. 
But a little Diſdai is ng amiſs ; alittle Scorn is allu- 


Foi. A little Scorn becomes your Ladyſhip. 


Lady Wiſh; Yes, but Tenderneſs becomes-me beſt. 


A ſort of a Dyingneis FY duiee that Picture has 


a ſort of a Ha. Foible? A ſwimmingneſs in the: 
Eyes. Yes, Fitlook ſo My Neice affects it? 


but ſhe wants Features. Is Sir Rowland handſome? Let 
my Toilet be Nemov'd I'l dreſs above. I'll re- 
ceive Sir Rowlany here. Is he handſome? Don't anſwer. 
me. I won't know: l' be ſurpriʒ d; Filbe taken by 
Surprize. 3 4 
Foi. By Storm, Madam. Sir Rowland'sa brisk Man. 


— 


Lady Wiſh, Is he! O then he'll importune, if hes a. ; 


brisk Man. I ſhall ſave Decorums if Sir Rowland im- 
portunes. . I have a mortal Terror at the Apprehenſion of 
offending againſt Decorums. O I'm glad he's a brisk 
Man; Let my Things be remov'd, good Foible. 
: SCENE VI. 2 
x Mrs, F ainall, Foible.. . 1 5 
Mrs Fain, O Foible, I have been ina Fright, leſt I 

ſhou'd come too late. That Devil, Marwood, jaw you in 
the Park with Mirabell, and I'm afraid ill. diſcover it to- 
my Lad TOY ! 555 
Foi. Diſcover what, Madam? 


eee Nays: nap. pur eee, Face, I 
dm privy to the whole Deſign, and know that Wairwell, 


— 
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to whom thou wert this Morning marry'd, is to perſo- 
nate Mirabell's Uncle, and as fuch, winning my Lady, to 
involve her in thoſe Difficulties from which Mirabell only 
muſt releaſe her, by his making his Conditions to have my 
Couſin and her Fortune left to her own Diſpoſal, © 
Foi. O dear Madam, I beg your Pardon. It was not | 
my Confidence in your Ladyſhip that was deficient ; but I | 
thought the former good Correſpondence-between your 
= Ladyſhip and Mr. Mirabell, might have hinder'd his 
ig communicating this Secret. | 1 
1 Mrs. Fain. Dear Foible, forget that. | | 
HDi. O dear Madam, Mr. Mirabell is ſucha ſweet win- 
ning Gentleman But your Ladyſhip is the Pattern | 
ol Generoſity.— Sweet Lady, to be ſo good! Mr. 
Mirabell cannot chuſe but be grateful, I find your Lady- | 
ſhip has his Heart ſtill. Now, Madam, I can fately tell | 
. your Ladyſhip our Succeſs, Mrs. Marwood had told my | 
Lady; but I warrant I manag d my ſelf. I turn'd it al! 
for the better. I told my Lady that Mr. Mirabell rail'd at 
her. I laid horrid Things to his Charge, I'll vow; and 
my Lady is ſo incens d, that ſhe'll be contracted to Sir 
Rowland to Night, ſhe ſays; — I warrant I work'd her 
up, that he may have her for asking for, as. they ſay of a 
Welſh Maiden-Head. OR 

Mrs. Fain. O rare Foible! „„ 

For. Madam, I beg your Ladyſhip to acquaint Mr: | 
Mirabell of his Succels. I would be ſeen as little as poſ- | 
ble to ſpeak to him beſides, I believe Madam Mar- 7 
wood watches me. She has a Month's Mind; But I 
know Mr. Mirabell can't abide her ( Calls.) John 
remove my Lady's Toilet. Madam, your Servant. My 
Lady is ſo impatient, I fear ſhe'll come for me, if I ſtay. 

Mrs. Fain. I'll go with you up the back Stars, leſt I | 


ſhou'd meet her. 
3 SCENE VII: 


xt Mrs. Marw ood alone. | 
Indeed, Mrs. Engine, it it thus with you? Are you be- ö 
come a go- between of this Importance? Yes, I ſhall | 
watch you. Why this Wench is the Paſs-partonte, a very | 
Mũlaſter-Key to every Body's ſtrong Box. My Friend Fain- 
all, have you carry'd it ſo ſwimmingly ? I COHEN 
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there was ſomething in it; but it ſeems it's over with you. 
Your Loathing is not from a want of Appetite then, but 
from a Surfeit. Elſe you could never be ſo cool to fall 
from a Principal to be an Aſſiſtant; to procure for him 
| A Pattern of Generoſity, that I confeſs, Well, Mr. 
Fainall, you have met with your Match. O Man, 
| Man! Woman, Woman! The Devil's an Aſs: If I 
dweere a Painter, I would draw him like an Ideot, a Drive-- 
1 ler with a Bib and Bells. Man ſhou'd have his Head and 
| Horns, and Woman the reſt ot him. Poor ſimple Fiend ! 

Madam Marwood has a Month's Mind, but he can'tabide 
| | her Tvyere better for him you had not been his 

| Confeſſor in that Affair; without you could have kept his 
Counſel cloſer. I ſhall not prove another Pattern ot Ge- 
| .  nerofity— he has not oblig'd me to that with thoſe exceſ- 
| ſes of himſelf; and now I'll have none of him; Here 
| comes the good Lady, panting ripe; with a Heart full 
| of Hope, and a Head full of Care, like any Chymiſt upon 
the Day of Projection, | SPE 
Gs SCENE VIII. 5 
(To her) Lady Wiſhfort. 
Lady Wiſh. O Dear Marweod, what ſhall I ſay for this 
| rude Forgetfulneſs --— Put my dear Friend is all 
* SGoodneſs. | p 1 
| Mar. No Apologies; dear Madam. I have been very 
| well entertain l. : 
Lady Wiſh. As Iam a Perſon I am in a very Chaos to 
think Iſhou d ſo forget my ſelf. But I have ſuch an 
Olio of Afairs really I know not what to do 
(Calls) Foible I expect my Nephew Sir Will- 
| fullev'ry Moment too: Why Foible He means to 
| travel for Improvement. Hos 
| Mar, Methinks Sit Wilfull ſhou'd rather think of mar- 
. Tying than travelling at his Years, I hear he is turn d of 
| orty. | ** | 
Lady 7. O he's in leſs Danger of being ſpoil'd by his 
1 Travels. I am againſt my Nephew's marrying too 
| young. It will be time enough when he comes back, 
| and has acquir d Diſcretion.to chuſe for himſelf,  - = 
Mar, Methinks Mrs, Millamantand he wou'd makea 
very fit Match, He may travel afterwards, 'Tis a Thing 
xery uſual with young Gentlemen. Lady 


a” 
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Lady Wiſh. Ipromiſe you I have thought on't=— And 


ſince tis oo Judgment, I'Il think on't again, I aſſure 
vou I will;! | 
Word I'll propoſe it. 75 
1 S. CE NE IX. 

(To them) Foible. 


Lad 722 Come, come 6 had forgot 
— I muſt 


my Nephew will-be here before Dinner 
make haſte. | 


Foi. Mr. Mie woud and Mr. Petulant are come to dine 


with your Ladyſnip. 


Lady Wiſh. O Dear, I can't appear ill I am. dreſs'd, a 


Dear Marwood ſhall I be free with you again, and beg you 


to entertain em. PII make all imaginable Haſte. Dear 


Friend, excuſe me. . 


Mrs. Marwood, Mrs. Millamant, Mincing. 


Mil. Sure never any thing was ſo unbred as that odious-- 


Man. Marwood your Servant. 
Mar. You have a Colour, what's the Matter? 

Mil. That horrid Fellow Petulant has provok'd me in- 
to a Flame II have broke my Fan ci 
lend me 
Hair ? : | 4 
Mar, No. What has he done? | 


Mil. Nay, he has done nothing; he has only talk d 


Nay, he has ſaid nothing neither; but he has contradicted 
ev ry thing that has been ſaid. For my part, I thought 
it wound and he wou d have guarrell'd, 7 | 
Mine, 

. Mil. Well, *tisa lamentable Thing I ſwear that one has 
not the liberty of chuſing one's Acquaintance as one does 
one's Cloaths. | | | 
Mar. If we had that Liberty, we ſhou'd be as-weary of 
one Set of Aequaintance, tho neyer ſo good, as we are 

of one Suit, tho' never ſo fine. A Fool and a Doily Stuff 
wou d now and then find Days of Grace, and be worn. 


For Variety. | | NES 
1 if they wou'd wear 


Mil. I could conſent to wear em 


alike ; but Fools never wear out— They are ſuch 


Drap-deberry Things! Without one cou'd give em to 


due s Chambermaid after a Day or two. Aar. 


1 value your Judgment extremely, On my 


Mincing, 
yours; - Is not all the Powder out of my . 


ow Mem, I thought once they wou'd have fit. 
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6-1 Mar. *Twere better ſo indeed. Or what think you of 
{ | the Play-Houſe ? A fine gay gloſſy Foot ſnou'd be given 
there, like a new masking Habit after the Maſquerade: 

is over, and we have done with the Difguiſe. For a 
Fool's Viſit is always a Diſguiſe; and never admitted by 
a Woman of Wit, but to blind her Affair with a Lover of 
Senſe, If: you wou d but appear bare-fac'd now, and 
own Mirabell; you might as eaſily put off Perulant and 
Witwoud, as your Hood and Scart. And indeed tis time, 
fror the Town has found it: The Secret is grown too big 
for the Pretence : Tis like Mrs. Brimiy's great Belly; 
ſhe may lace it down before, but it burniſhes on her Hips. 

9 4 Indeed, Millamant, you can no more conceal it, than miy 
| Lady Strammel can her Face, that goodly Face, which in 
Defiance of ker Rheniſh-Wine Tea, will not be. compre-- 
hended in a Mask. e 500% e 
Mil. I'll take my Death, Marwood, - you are more Cen- 
ſorious than a decay d Beauty or a diſcarded Toaſt, Min- 
cing, tell the Men they may come up. My Aunt is not 
dreſſing here; their Folly is leſs provoking than your 


Malice. | | 

; | SCE NE XI. | 

ne Millamant, Mar wood. 
» Mil, The Town has found it! What has it found? That 


Mirabell loves me is no more aSecret, than it is aSecret that 


you diſcover'd it to my Aunt, or than the Ræaſon Why 
| you diſcover'd it is a Secret. (4-7 "BA ICOVE 
Mar. You are nettled. 
Mil. You're miſtaken. Ridiculous! 
Mar. Indeed; my Dear, you'll tear another Fan, if you: 
don't mitigate thoſe violent Airs. ne 21 AV ED 
Mil. O filly! Ha, ha, ha. I cou'd laugh immoderate-- 
ly. Poor Mirabell! His Conſtancy to me has quite de- 
roy'd his Complaiſance for all the World beſide. I ſwear,. 

I never enjoin'd it him, to be ſo coy, If ] had the 
Vanity to think he wou'd obey me; I wou'd command 


* 


— — 


him to ſhow more Gallan try Tis hardy well bred 


to be ſo particular on one Hand, and io inſenſible on the 

other. But I deſpair to prevail, and ſo let him follow his 
own Way, Ha, ha, ha; Pardon me, dear Creature, 1 
muſt laugh, ha, ha, ha; tho' I grant tis a little barbarbus, 
ha, ha, ha. . 2 Mar. 


4 
— 

* . 
— 

2 
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Mar. What Pity tis, ſo much fineRallery, and deli- 
ver d with ſo ſignificant Geſture, ſhou'd he ſo unhappily 
directed to miley, | 6 
_ Mil, Hz} Dear Creature Iask your Pardon... 1 
ſwear I did not mind you. SS | % 
Mar. Mr. Mirabell and you both may think a Thing 
impoſſible, when I ſhall tell him by telling you 
Mil. O dear, what? for it is the ſame Thing, it I hear 
it Ha, ha, ha. : | | | 
"Mar. That I deteſt him, hate him, Madam. | 
Mil. O Madam, why-ſodo 1 And yet the Creas 
ture loves me, ha, ha. How can one forbear laughing to 
think of it - lam a Sybil if I am not amaz d to 
think what he can ſee in me. Il take my Death, 1 think 
you are handſomer and within a Year or two as 
young. If you cou d but ſtay for me, I ſhou'd o- 
vertake you hut that cannot be Well, that 
Thought makes me melancholic k Now 11! be 


Mar. Tour merry Note may be chang'd ſooner than. 
you think. : | DE | 
Mil. D'yefayſo? Then I'm reſolvd I'll have a Song 
to keep up my Spirits. FE. : 
2 S-CE NE. XII. 
N (. To them) Mincing. . | 
Ain. The Gentlemen ſtay but to comb, Madam; and. 
will wait on you. 
Mil. Deſire Mrs. that is in the next Room to 


ſing the Song I wou'd have learnt Yeſterday. You ſhall 
hear.it, Madam. Not that there's any great Mat- 


ter in it gut tis agreeable ta my Humour. 


i S. O N G. 


Set by Ar: John Eccles. 


| J. 
. OVE's but the Frality of the Mind, 
hen tis not with Ambition join'd ; 
A ſickly. Flame, which if not fed expires; | | 
And feeding, waſtes in ſelſ-conſuming Fire. 45 
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Is not to wound a wanton Boy 
Or am'rous Youth, that gives the oy; 
But tis the Glory to have pier d a Swain, 
For whom inferior Beauties A in vain. 
„. Ee y 


T hen 1 alone the Conqueſt prizes 
 Whepn Iinſult a Rival's Eyes; 


there's Delight in Love, *tis when I ſee 


— 


That Heart which others bleed for, bleed for me, © 
8 CE N E VIII. 
6 (To them) Petulant, witwoud. 
Mil. Is your Animoſity compos' d, Gentlemen? 
Wit. Rallery, Rallery, Madam, we have no Ani- 
moſity— We hit off a little Wit now and then, but 


no Animoſity The falling out of Wits is like the falli 
Treble aaf 


out of Lovers. We a 
Baſe. Ha, Pesulant 


gree in the main, like 


Pets. Ay in the main But when J have a Humour 


to contradict. 


Mit. Ay, when he has a Humour to contradict, then 


I contradict too. What, I know my Cue. Then we 


contradict one another like two Battle-Dores; for Con- 


tradictions beget one another like Jews. 


Petu. If he ſays Black's Black If Thave a Humour 
to ſay tis Blue Let that paſs All:s one for 
that. If I have a Humour to prove it, it muſt be gran» 
ted. e ; : 

Mit. Not poſitively muſt But it may It may. 

Peru, Ves, it pofitively muſt, upon Proof poſitive. 
Wit. Ay, upon Proof poſitive it muſt; hut upon 
Proof preſumptive it only may. That's a Logical Dif- 
tinction now, Madam. | EE 

Mar. I perceive your Debatesare of Importance, and 


very learnedly handed. 90 | 
Petu. Importance is one Thing, and Learning's ano- 


ther; but a Debate's a Debate, that I aſſert. 


Wit. Petulant's an Enemy to Learning; he relies alto - 
gether on his Parte. « x i 
Petu. No, lm no. Enemy to Learning zit hurts not me, 


Mar. That's a Sign indeed its no Enemy to you. * 2 


Pein. 5 


——— — — * * * 
R ' p 
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out Book————So all's. one for that. : 


moſt forgot n I have not ſeen him ſince Te Reyolu- 


: ebm, Lady's Womans | vans on e 


Peet. No, no, it'sno Enemy to any Body, bn. them: 
that have it. 

Ail. Well, an- illiterate Man's my Averſion. | Iwons- 
der at the Impudence of any illiterate Man, to- offer tos 
make Love. | | 

mit. That I confeſs I'wonderat too. 

Mi. Ah! to marry an ary! that can hardly KP 7 
or write. 

Petu. Why- ſhould a Man be any 8 8 being- 
marry d tho' he can't read, than he is from being hang d. 
The Ordinary's paid for ſetting the P/alm,-and the Pa- 
riſh Prieſt for reading the Ceremony. And for the reſt: 
which is to follow in both Caſes, a Man ay doit with-- 


- Mil. D'ye hear the Creature? Lord, here's $ Company, 


 Mlbegone. 2 55 


SCENE XIV. 


. Sir Wilfull Witwoud in a riding Dreſ;, 225 W 


Petulant, Witwoud; Footman- 
Wit. In the Name of Bartlemew and his Fair, what 
haye we here? | 
ht” *Tis your. Brother, 1 fancy. Don't you know- 


" Wit. Not Ie think it is he le al- | 


OO * 


tion. 
Foot. Sir my Lady's dreſſing. Here's 7 company 3 3 ik⸗ 


you pleaſe to walk! in, in the mean time. 
Sir Wil. Dreſſing ! What, it's but Morning here I 
warrant with you in London; we ſhou'd count it towards 


Afternoon in our Parts, down in Shropſhire e WW by 
then belike my Aunt han'tdin'd dl, nt! 


Foot. Your Aunt, Sir? 
Sir Wil. My Aunt, Sir? Yes my Aunt... bur and your 


Lady, Sir; your Lady is my Aunt, Sir —— —4 


1 notknow me, Friend? Why then [5 
fome Body hither that does; How long A thou Jiv 


with thy Lady, Fellow, ha? 


Foot. A Week, Sir; longer than any in the Houle, ex- 


—. 
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Sir Will Why then belike thou dot not W 
if thou Reſt her, ha, Friend! © kao r Lady, 


Foot. Why truly, Sir, 1 cannot Life! 5 takes: 
Face in the Morning, before ſhe is drelſs'd. "Tis like 
may give a ſhrewd Gueſs at her by this time. 

Sir wil. Well, pr'ythee try what thou 77 dos i 
.ctnſt not gueſs, enquite her out, do'ſt bear, Fellow 
tell ber, her Nepbew, Sir aan Wi wou. z in the Houle, | 

Foot. I ſhall, Sir. 
*Sir Wil. Hold ye, hear me, 1 a Word with you 
in your Ear: Pry thee who are thaſe Gallants? 


Foot. Really, Sir, I can't tell; here mp en 
here, tis hard to knowyꝗ em all. 


SCENE X 3 
Sir Wilful Witwoud,, ge rin 70 War. M, ths 


Fils! 10H 

Dit 11 1 ons, this Fellow knows cls; than than a Starlings 
1don' t think a knows his o.πꝗ]n Name. 

Mar. Mr. Witwoud, your Brother is not behind hand, 
in ForgetfulneſsI tancy he has forget you too. 
1 [5 4 hope ſo The L Devil take him that recaemmbers. 

r . 1 

Sir #41. Save yo entlemen and Lad: 

"Mar, For 8 . why vont zo fei 


et ee 
py * 1 


——— ꝑ —— 


" Glues RV BENT 


3 No ſure, . 
Wit. This is a vile Dog, 1 ſee 8 already. No Offen- 
ce! Ha, ha, ha! point to: him, Perulant, ſmoke 75 


him. „Al * 177 2 f : £ 
Petu. It ſeems as T you | hid come a Journey, Sir; 
hem, hem, Ir to e e eee 1 r 


Sir Wil. Very likely, Sir, that it may ſeem ſo. 0 f 

Petu. No Offence! I hope, Sir. | 
Wit. Smoke the Boots, the Boots; aulas the Boots! 
Ha, ha, ha. 3 
Sir Wil. May be not, Sir 5: therealter: as dis meant, Sir. 
Petu. Sir, Ipreſume upon the Information of your. 

Boots. 4 
Sir 


op” 


wb. 
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Sir Wil. Why. tis like you may, Sir: If you are not 

isfy*d-with the Information of my Boots, Sir, if you 
will ſtep to the Stable, you may enquire further of my 
Horſe, Sir. = LE OT | 

Pets. Your Horſe, Sir! Your Horſe is an Af, Sir! 

Sir Wil. Do you ſpeak by way of Offence, Sir? 
Mar. The Gentleman's merry, that's all, Sir — S'life, 
we ſhall have a Quarrel betiwxt an Horſe and an Aſs, be- 
fore they find one another out. You muſt not take any 
thing amiſs from your Friends, Sir. Tou are among 
your Friends, here, *tho*itmay be you don't know it 
If I am not miſtaken, you are Sir Wilfull Witwoud. 

Sir Wil. Right, Lady; I am Sir Wilfull #itwoud, fol 1 
write myſelf; no Offence to any Body, I hope; and 
' Nephew to the Lady ¶iſpſort of this Manſio. 

Mar. Don't you know this gentleman, 'Sir'? 
Sir Wil, Hum! What, ſure tis not Vea by'r Lady, 
but tis Sheart I know not whether tis or no iq 
| — Yea, but tis, by the, Rein. Brother Antony? © 19 
What Tony, i faith! What doſt thou not "know me? By'r | fi 
Lady nor I thee, thou art ſo becravated, and ſo Beperri- | 
: Oe” ee hy do'ſt not ſpeak? Art thou o er- 
Joy'd? 8 5 | EP” | 
3 Wit Odſo Brother, is it you? Your'Servant, Brother. 
Sir #41; Your Servant Why yours, Sir. Tour Ser- 
vant again Sheart, and your Friend and Servant to 
that And a — (puff) and a Flap Dragon for your 
Service, Sir: And a Hare's Foot, and a Hare's Scut for 
your Service, Sir; an you be ſo cold and fo courtly! 
Wit. No Offence, I hope, Brother. 
Sir Wil. *Sheart, Sir, but there is, and much Offence 
2A Pos, is this your Inns o Court Breeding, not to 
know your Friends and your Relations, your Elders, - 
and your Betterse ee Of: SS. - 
- Wit. Why, Brother Wilſull of Salop, you may be as 
ſſhort as a Shrewsbury Cake, if you pleaſe, But I tell you 
tis not modiſh to know Relations in Town. Tou think 
you're in the Country, where great lubberly Brothers 
Uabber and kiſs one another when they meet, like a Call 
of Serjeants Tis not the Faſhion here; tis not indeed, 


* — - . 8 „ 
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abate, 
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 - SirWil. The Faſhion'ss Fool; and you'rea Fop,.dear 
Brother. *Sheart, I've ſuſpected t his By'r Lady 


I conjectur d you are a Fop, ſince you began to change the 


Stile of your Letters, and write ina ſcrap of Paper gilt 


round the Edges, no bigger than a Sub pana. I might 
expect this when ou left off Honour d Brother; and hoping 
you are in good Health, and ſo forth To begin with 


a Rat me, Knight, I'm ſo ſiok of a laſt Night's Debauch 


O'ds Heart, and then tella-tamiliar Tale of a Cock and a 
Bull, and a Whore and a Bottle, and ſo conclude. 


You cou. d write News before you were out of your Tĩme, 


when you liv'd with honeſt Pumple- Nq the Attorney of 
Furnivabs Inn You cou d intreat to be remem- 
ber d then to your Friends round the Retin. We cou d 


Bill, *till of late Dass. "IJ | 
Pets, Slife, Nit mood, were you ever an Attorney's 
Clerk? Of the Family ,of the Furniuals. Ha, ha, ha! 


Wit, Ay, ay, but that was but for awhile. Not long, 
not long; pſhaw, I was not in my n Power then, An 
Orphan, and this Fellow was my Guardian; ay, ay, I 
| wasglad to conſent to that, Man, to come to London. He 


had the Diſpoſal of me then. If I had not agreed to that; 


1 might have been bound Prentice to a Felt- maker in 
 Shrewsbuxy; this Fellow: would have bound me to a Ma- 


kerof Felte, u 2 eee e e 
Sir Wil. Sheart, and better than to be hound to a Ma- 


ker ot Fops; where, I ſuppoſe, you have ſery'd your - 
Time; and now you may may ſet up for your ſelff. 


Mar. You intend to travel, Sir, as I'm inform'd. 


Sir Wil. Belike I may, Madam. I may chance to fail. 


upon the ſalt Seas, if my Mind hold. 
Petu. And the Wind ſer ve. 


Sir Wi. Serve or not ſerve, I ſhar t ask. Licence of you. 


as > 7 . 


Sir; nor the Weather- Cock your Companion. I direct 


my Diſcourſe to the Lady, Sir; Tis like my Aunt may 
Have told you, Madam Yes, I have ſettl'd my Con- 
.cerns, I may ſay now, and am minded to ſee Foreign Parts. 

If an how that the Peace holds, whereby that is Taxes 


Mar, 


=. 


have Gazertes then, and Dawks's Letter, and the Weekly 
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Mar. Trbought you had dale a for ed 7: at al 2 
| ventures. 9 f 


Sir Wil; I can't tell cues. tis like 10 and tislike A 


I may not. I am ſomewhat-dainty in making a Reſoluti- 
on on becauſe when I make it Itkeep it. I don't ſtand 
ſhillI, ſhall I, then; if I ſay't, I'll do't; But I have 
Thoughts to tarry a ſmall matter in Town, to learn ſome- 
hat of your Ziugofirſt, before I croſs the Seas. I'd glad- 
y have a ſpice of ow French as they lay; whereby” te 10 
Bold dileourſe in Fore Countries. 
Mar. Here's an Academy in Town for charule... 
Sir Wil. There is? *Tislike there may. 
- May. Nodoubt.you will return very-much improv. 
- Wit. "Yes, refin'd like a Dutch nn from a Whale: 


SCENE XVI. SOLE ür 
them) Lady Wiſnfort, and Fainall. 

| Lady 1iſh- Nephew, you are welcome, 465 
Sir Wil. Aunt, your Servant. 8 

Fain. Sir TFilfull, your moſt faithful Servant. 

Sir Mi. Couſin Fainall, give me your Hand. 
Lady Wiſh. Couſin it wood, your Servant; Mr. Pe- 
Aulant, your Servant Neghew, you are wel- 
9 Will you drink any Thing after your Jour- 
ney, A he, before you eat? Dinners almoſt ready. 
Sir Wit. I'm very well I thank you, Aunt— Howe 
ver, I thank you for ybur courteous Offer. 'Sheart I 
was gfraid you wou'd' have been in the Faſhion too, and 
have remember d to have forgot your Relations Here's 
your Couſin Tony; Golikce, 1 mayn 't call him Brother for 
tear of Offene. 

Lady Wiſh. O he's a Rallier;Nephew——. My 
ſin's a Wit: And yeur great Wits always rally their pet 


Friends to ohuſe. When you have been abroad, Ne-, 


n ee eee ee v/ 24.4 200” £12 
(Fain, and Mrs: Marwood talk apave. 
bir Wil. Why then let him hold his Tongue in the nean 


Tune . ey wn, ' corlies/ he = e. N 7 


Warrant. 


is ready. 
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# (Torhem) Mincing, #9, . 
Minc. Mem, I am come to acquaint your Ladyſhip that 


1 


Dinner is impatient. 


Sir il. Impatient? Why then belike it won't ſlay till 
I pull off my Boots. Sweet heart, can you help me to a 
pair of Slippers ? -M Man's with his Horſes, 1 


Lady Wiſh. Fie, fie, Nephew, you wou'd not pull off 


| your Boots here Godowna into the Hall Dinner ſhall 


ſtay for you—— My Nephew's a little unbred, you li par- 
don him, Madam, Gentlemen, will you walk ? Mar- 
wood, 5 5 . e : 5 

' Mar. I'll follow you, Madam. Before Sir Wilifult 


SCENE SUE .. - 
1 5 Ars. Marwood, Fainall, - _ © 
Fain. Why then Foible's a Bawd, an Errant, Rank, 
Match-making Bawd. And l it ſeems am a Husband, a 
Rank-Husband ; and my Wife a very Errant, Rank- Wife, 
—— all in the Way of the World. Sdeathl to be a Cuck- 
old by Anticipation, a Cuckold in Embrio? Sure I Was 
born with budding Antlers like a young Satyr, or a Citi- 
zen's Child. Sdeath! to be Out-witted, to be Out-jilt- 
ed Out-Matrimony d. If I had kept my Speed like 


a a Stag, twere ſome what but to cra wl after, with my 
Horns like a Snail, and be outſtripp'd by my Wife tis 


Scurvy Wedlock...  . Su 8 
_ Mar. Then ſnake it off; you have often wiſh'd for an 
Opportunity to part; and now you have it. But 


frirſt prevent their Plot. the half of Millamant's 


Fortune is too conſiderable to be parted with, to a Foe, to 
Mirabell. V | 


> Fain. Damn him, that had been mine -had you 


not made that fond Diſcovery — That had been for- 


| teited, had they been married. My Wife had added 
Luſtre to my Horns, by that Encreaſe of Fortune. 1 
could bave worn em tipt with Gold, tho' my Forehead 


had been furniſh'd like a Deputy Lieutenant's Hall. 
Mar. They may provea Cap of Maintenance to you. 


ſtill, if you can away with _ Wife, And ſhe'sno 


- worſe 


eo be wayef obe World. 
' worſe than when you had her dare ſ wear ſhe 
bad given up her Game, before ſne was marry d. | | 
Fain, Hum! That may be Ls 
Mar. You married her to keep you; and if you can 
ceontrive to have her keep you better than you expected; 
f why ſhou'd you not keep her longer than you intended ? 
- Fain. The means, means. 
Mar. Diſcover to my Lady your Wite's Conduct; 
chreaten to part with her- My Lady loves her, and 
"will come to any Compoſition to ſave her Reputation. | 
Take the opportunity of breaking it, juſt upon the Diſ- 
covery of this Impoſture. My Lady will be enrag'd 
beyond bounds, and ſacrifice Niece, end Fortune, and all 
at that Conjuncture. And let me alone to keep her 
warm; if ſhe ſhou'd flag in her part, I will not fail to 
prompt het. 


Frain. Faith, this has an Appearance. 
"Mar. Pm ſorry tinted to my Lady to endeavour a 


1 teh between Millamant and Sir en that may be an 


Obſtacle, Piers 
Fain. O for that Matter leare me to manage 1 Tl 


diſable him for that, he will drink like a Dare, after 
Dinner. I'll ſet bis Hand in. 


I Mar. Well, how do you ſtand affected towards your 5 


| Ae 
"Fain, "Why faith Prathinkiog ot it. Let me ſee 
am married already; 31 0 *tliat's over 
| 1 Wife has play d the Jade wit h me- Well, that's 
over too 1 never lov'd her, or if 1 had, why that 
" *wou'd have been over too by this Time Jealous of 
ber I cannot be, for Iam certain; ſo there's an end of Jea- 
Aae Weary of her J am and ſhall be No, 
theieꝰs no end of that; No, no, that were too much to 
hope. Thus far concerning my Repole, Now for my 
5 " Reputation, ——— A$ tomy ONT, 1 married not for it; 
fo that's out of the Queſtion. And as to my Part in 
1 Wife's Why the has parted with her's be- 
"fore; ſobringing none to me, ſhe! can take none from 
. me; tis againſt a 1 Rule of Play, that] ſhouldloſe to one, 


h. has not wherewithal to ala 
Mar. 


Mar, Beſides you forget, Marriageis honourable, 
Fain. Hum! Faith and that's well thought on; Mar- 
riage is honourable, as you ſay; and if ſo, wheretore 


ſhould Cuckoldom be a Diſcredit, being deriv d from fo 


— 


honourable a Root? | 


Mar, Nay I know not; if the Root be Honourable, 


why not the Branches? 5 
Fain. So, ſo, why this Point's clear, Well, how do 


we proceed? 


Mar. I will contrive a Letter which ſhall be deliver: d 


to my Lady, at the time when that Raſcal who is to act 
Sir Rowland is with her. It ſhall come as from an un- 
known Hand — for the leſs I appear to know of the 
Truth, the better I can play the Incendiary. Beſides, I 
wou'd not have Foible provok'dif I could help it, be- 
cauſe you know ſhe knows ſome Paſſages . Nay [ 
expect all will come out But let the Mine be ſprung 
firſt, and then I care not it J am diſcover c. 

_ Fain, If the worſt come to the worſt, I'll turn 


Wife to Graſs I have already a Deed of Settles 


ment of the beſt Part of her Eſtate; which I wheed!'d 
out of her; and that you ſhall partake at leaſt, 
Aar. I hope you are convinc'd that I hate Mirabell 
now: You'llbe no more Jealous? . 1 
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Fain. Jealous, no,—by this Kiſs... let Husbands be : 


jealous; but let the Lover ſtill believe: Or if he doubt, 

let it be only to endear his Pleaſure, and prepare the Joy 
that follows, when he pros es his Miſtreſs true. But let 
Husbands Doubts convert to endleſs ſealouſie; or if they 


- have belief, let it corrupt to Superſtition, and blind Cre- - 


- dulity. I am ſingle, and will herd no more with 'em. 
True, I wear the Badge, but I'll diſown the Order. And 
ſince I take my Leave of em, I care not if I leave a com- 
mon Motto to their common Creſt. 1 


All Husbands muſt, or Pain, or Shame endures 
The Wiſe too jealous are, Fools tos ſecure, 5 


— 


— — nav 
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(SCENE continues.) 
Lady Wiſnfort and Foible, 


1 


Lady Wiſh. 1 S Sir Rowland coming, ſay'ſt thou, Foi- 
I #le? and are Things in Orcer? þ | 
Foi. Yes, Madam, I have put Wax-Lights in the Scon- | 
ces, and plac'd the Footmen in a Row in the Hall, in their 
beſt Liveries, with the Coachman and Poſtillion to fill up 
the e. | N 8 
Lady Hiſh. Have you pulvilld the Coachman and Poſ- 
tilion, that they may not ſtink ot the Stable, when Sir 
Rowland comes by? | | 
Foi. Yes, Madam, | 
Lady Wiſh. And are the Dancers and the Muſick ready, 
that he may be entertain d in all Points with Correſpond- | 
ence to his Paſſion? | | Ee ep [ 
Foi. All is ready, Madam. 8 5 
Lady Mh. And — well and how do] look, Foible? 
Foi. Moſt killing well, Madam. oy 
Lady Wiſh. Well, and how ſhall I receive him? In | 
_ What Figure ſhall I give his heart the firſt Impreſſion ? | 
here is a great deal in the firſt Impreſſion. Shall I fit? 85 
No I won't fit Pl] walk ay Ill 
| walk from the Door upon his Entrance, and then turn 
1 full upon him. No, that will be too ſudden. I'll lye— 
ay, I'll lye down I'll receive him in my little Preſſing- 
Room, There's a Couch ——Yes, yes, I'll give the 
firſt Impreſſion on a Couch ] won't lye neither, but 
loll and lean upon one Elbow; with one Foot a little dan- | 
\ gling off, jogging in a thoughtſul Way 2 | 
and then as ſoon as he appears, ſtart, ay, ſtart and be ſur- 
\  priz'd, and rite to meet him in a pretty Diſorder 
Ves — O, nothing is more alluring than a Levee 
from a Couch in ſuch Confuſion It ſhews the 


15 


—— — 


Foot to advantage, and furniſhes with Bluſhes, and re- 
compoſing Airs beyond Compariſon. Hark! There's a 
Foi. 
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Foi. Tis he, Madam. 0 
Lady Wiſh. O dear, has my Nephew made his Addreſ- 
ſes to Millamant? J order'd him. 1 
Foi. Sir Wilfull is ſet in to Drinking, Madam, in the 
8 | 2 
Lady Wiſh. Ods my life, I'll ſend him to her. Call her 
down, Foible; bring her hither. I'll ſend him as I go 
When they are together, then come to me, Foible, that I 
may not be too long along with Sir Rowland. 
| SCENE II. . 
„Ms. Millamant, Mrs, Fainall, Foible. 
Poi. Madam, Iſtay'd here; to tell your Ladyſhip that 
Mr. Mirabell has waited this half Hour for an Oppor- 
tunity to talk with you. Tho' my Lady's Orders were to 
leave you and Sir Wilfull together. Shall 1 tell Mr, Mira» 
bell that you are at Leiſure < ' ; a 
Mil, No what wou'd the dear Man have? Tam 
thoughtful, and wou'd amuſe my ſelf. Bid him 
come another time. c | 
There never yet was Woman made, 
Nor ſhall, but to be curs d. 3 
"A | [ Repeating and walking about, 
That's hard! ED | 


Mrs. Fain. You are very fond of Sir John Suckling to 
day, Millamant, and the Poets. 7 | 
Mil. He? Ay, and filthy Verſes.— ſo I am. 455 

Foi. Sir Vilſuli is coming, Madam. Shall I ſend Mr, 
Mirabell away ? 5 7 5 

Mil. Ay, it you pleaſe, Foible, ſend him away. 
Or ſend him hither, —juſt as you will, dear Foible.— 
I think I'll ſee him <.... Shall 1? Ay, let the Wretca 
cone. 


Thyrſis, a Youth of the inſpir'd Train. 
| N | (Repeating 
Dear Fainall, entertain Sir Wilfull— Thou haſt Phi- 
loſophy to undergo a Fool, thou art marry'd and hift 
Patience I would confer with my own Thoughts. 
Mrs. Fain. Iam oblig'd to you, that you would make 


me your Proxy in this Affair; but I have Buſineſs of my 


own. "I 5 OG 


Door indeed, 1 think 


Couſin. | 
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| SCENE III. 


(To them) Sir Wiltull. 33 
Mrs. Fair. O Sir Wilfull; you are come at the critical 


- Inftant, There's your Miſtreſs up to the Ears in Love and 


Contemplation; purſue your Point, now or never. 

Sir Wil. Yes; my Aunt will have it ſo, I would 
gladly have been encourag'd with a Bottle or two, becauſe 
I'm ſomewhat wary at firſt before I am acquainted ;— 

But! hope, after a time, I ſhall break my Mind 

that is upon further Acquaintance So for the 

_ preſent, Couſin, I'll take my Leave If ſo be you'll 

be ſo kind to make my Excuſe, Ii return to my Com- 
an Yo Wo 

| "this while Mila. walks about repeating to her ſelf. 

Mrs. Fa in. O fie, Sir Wilſull! what, you muſt not be 


Sir Wil. Daunted, no, that's not it, it is not ſo much 
for that for it ſo be that I ſet on't, I'll do't. But 


only for the preſent, tis ſufficient till further Acquain- 
fance, that's all ——your Servant. 

Mrs. Fain. Nay, I'll ſwear you ſhall never loſe ſo fa- 
vourable an Oppertunity, if I can help it. Ui leave you 
together, and lock the Door. ö 

8 CE N E IV. 


Sir Wilfull, Millamant. * 


Sir Iil. Nay, nay Couſin. I have forgot my 
Gloves, ———— What d'ye do? 'Sheart a'has lock'd the 


1 


Nay, now a' has ſeen me too Couſin, I 
made bold to paſs thro' as it were=——ſ think this 
Door's inchanted — | K 
Milla. (repeating) : 
Iprythee ſpare me, gentle Boy, 


Preſs me no more for that ſlight Toy. 
Sir Wil. Anan? Couſin, your Servant. 


 Milla,——Thar fooliſh Trifle of a Heart Iv 
ir Wilfull! | 


. 


Sir Wil. Les 


your Servant. No Offerſce! hope, 
| Milla. 


| Nay, Couſin Fainall, o- 
pen the Door Pſhaw, what a Vixen Trick is this? 


—̃̃ ——y—-—ñ — — 
. 


* 
— 

r * —ů —4*«««ͤ³?＋— ns 
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that's all 


| ſineſs— 


— 
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Milla. (repeating.) : | 


I ſwear it will not Joi its Part, 
| bo thou doſt thine, employ ſt thy Power and Art. 


Natural, eaſie Suckling! 


Sir il. Anan? Suckling?" No ſuch ſuckling neither, 


Couſin, nor ſtripling: Tthank Heaven, Im no inor. 


Mil. Ah Ruſtick, ruder than Gothic k. 

Sir Mil. Well, well, l/ mall underſtand your Livgs one 
of theſe Days, Couſin, in the mean while 1 e b 
in plain Engliſh. | 

Wil. Have you any Buſineſs with me, Sir Wilfull? - 2 

Sir Wil. Not at preſent, Couſin, Yes, I made 
bold to ſee, to come and know it that how you were diſ- 
pos'd to fetch a Walk this Evening, it ſo be that I might 
not be troubleſome, I would: aye e a Walk wall 

ou. 
: Mil. A Walk? ? What chen? 
Sir Wil Nay nothing Only frouks Walk's. lake, 


- Mil, 1 nauſeate walking; 'tis 2 country Diverſion; $1 


loath the Country and every thing that relates to it. 


Sir Wil. Indeed! Hab! Look ye, look ye, you do? Nay, 
tis like you may Here are- choice of Paſtimes 


here in Town, as Plays and the like, that muſt be confels'd 


indeed. 
Mil. Ah betourdie! I Fate the Town too. 
Sir Wil. Dear Heart, that's much Hab! that 
you ſhould hate em both! Hah! tis like you may; 
there are ſome can't reliſh the Fown, and others can't 


ons with the Country,. tis like you may be one of 
Couſin, 


Mil. Ha, ha, ha. Yes; *tis lte l way.—— —You 
have nothing further to ay to me? | 
Sir Hl. Not at preſent, Corfin. is like 


when I have an Opportunity to be more e 
may break my Mind in ſome Meaſure I conjeQure 
partly gueſs However that's as Time ſhall try, - But 
ſpare to ſpeak and ſpare to ſpeed, as they ſay. 

Mil. If it is of no great e Sir Maſfall, you 
will oblige me to leave . 1 haye juſt now a little Bu- 


5 C4 


big 
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Sir Wil. Enough, enough, Couſin: Yes, yes, all's a 


caſe W hen you're dispos d. Now's as well as ano- 
ther time; and another time as well as now. All's 
one for that Ves, yeh if your Concerns call you, 
there's no haſte; it will keep cold, as they ſayCou- 
ſin, your Servant, -— think this Door's lock c. 
Mil, You may go this way, Sir. 
Sir t. Your Servant, then with your leave II return 
to my Company. —_ 
Mil. Ay, ay; ha, ha, ha. 
| Like Phzbu: ſung * no leſs wn * Bey. 
CEN 
Ee Er 49 I 3 
Aas. Like Daphne ſhe, as lovely and as coy. 
Do you lock your ſelf up from me, to make. my Search 
more curious? Or is this pretty Artifice contriv'd, to ſig- 
niſie that here the Chace mbſt- end, and my Purſuit be 
crown'd, for you can fly no further ?—— 
Mil. Vanity! Noll fly and be follow d to the laſt 
Moment, tho' Jam upon the very Verge of Matrimony, 


I expect you ſhould follicit me as much as if I were wa- 


vering at the Grate of a Monaſtery, with one Foot over the 
Threſhold. I'll be ſollicited rothe very laſt, * and af- 
terwards, PI Ea 
Mira. What, abs the laſt? 

Mil. O, I ſhould think I was poor and had nothing to 
beſtow, if I were reduc'd to an inglorious Eaſe; and 
freed from the agreeable Fatigues of Sollicitation. _ 
Mira. But do not you know, that when Favours are 


upon i inſtant and tedious Sollicitation, that they diminiſn 


in their Value, and that both the Giver loſes the Grace, and 

the Receiver leſſens his Pleaſure? 

Auil. It may be in Things of common Application; 
but never ſure in Love. O, I hate a Lover, that can dare 

to think he draws a Moment's Air, independent on the 


Bounty of his Miſtreſs. There i is not ſo impudent a thing 


in Nature, as the fawcy look of an aſſured Man, confi- 


dent of Succeis. The Pedantick Arrogance of a very 


Husband, has not ſo Pragmatical an Air. Ah! Pil ne- 


ver marry, unleſs 1 am l made ſure of my Will aad 


Pleaſure. = 
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Mira. Would you have em both before Marriage? Or 
will you be contented with the firſt now, and ſtay forthe 
ether till after Grace? | ä | 
Mil. Ah don't be impertinent=—-My dear Liberty, 
ſhall I leave thee? My faithful Solitude, my darling Con- 
templation, muſt I bid you then Adieu? Ay-h adieu 
My morning Thoughts, agreeable Wakings, indolent 
Siumbers, ye douceurs, ye Sommelis du Matin, adieu 
I can't do't, tis more than impoſſible - Poſitively 
Mirabell, IL'llllye a- bed in a Morning as long as I pleaſe. 
Mira. Then I'll get up in a Morning as early as I pleaſe. 
Mil. Ah! Idle Creature, get up when you will And 
d'ye hear, I won't be calld Names after I'm marry'd; 
poſitively I won't be call'd Names. 
Mira. Names! : 1 
Mil. Ay, as Wife, Spouſe, my Dear, Joy, Jewel, 
Love, Sweet-heart, and the reſt of that nauſeous Cant, 
in which Men and their Wives are ſo tuiſomly familiar 
I ſhall never bear that——Good Mirabell, don't let us 
be familiar or fond, nor kiſs before Folks, like my Lady 
Fadler and Sir Francis: Nor go to Hide- Parł together the- 
firſt Sunday in anew Chariot, to pro voke Eyes and Whi- 
ſpers; And then never be ſeen there together again; as if 
we were proud of one another the firſt Week, and aſham'd 
of one another ever after. Let us never viſit together 
nor go to a Play together, but let us be very ſtrange and, 
well bred: Let us be as ſtrange as it we had been niarry d 
+ my while, and as well bred as if. we were not marry d 
at all, 1 
Mira. Have you any more Conditions to offer Hi. 
therto your Demands are pretty reaſonable. 5 
Mil. Trifles, ——— As Liberty to pay and receive Vi- 
fits to and from whom I pleaſe; to write and receive 
Letters, without Interrogatories or wry Faces on your 
Part; to wear what 1: pleaſe and chuſe Converſa!ion 
with regard only to my own taſte ;, to have no Obligation 
upon me to converſe with Wits: that I don'tlike, becauſe” 
they are your Acquaintance ; or to be intimate with» 
Fools, becauſe they way be your Relations. Come ta 
dinner when I pleaſe, dine in my dreſſing-Room when 
vm out of Humour, without giving a Reaſon. To 
— 3 | C '$ hays 


"af 
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: have my Cloſet inviolate; to be ſole Empreſs of my Tea- 
Table, which you mult never preſume to approach 
without firſt asking leave, And laftly, where-ever I 
am, you ſhall always knock at the Door before you 
come in. Theſe Articles ſubſcrib'd, if I continue to 
endure you alittle longer, I may by d-grees dwindle ; 

into a Wife. . | : 

Mira. Your Bill of Fare is ſomething advanc'd in this 
latter Account. Well, have I Liberty to offer Conditions 

hat when you are dwindled into a Wife, I may 
not be beyond Meaſure enlarg'd-into a Husband ? 7 
Mil. You have free leave, propoſe your utmoſt, ſpcak 

and ſpare not. 8 5 
Mira. I thank you. Imprimis then, I covenant that 
your Acquaintance be general; that you admit no ſworn 
Confident, or Intimate of your own Sex: No ſhe Friend 
to skreen her Affairs under your Countenance, and tempt 
you to make Trial of a mutual Secreſie. No Decoy- 
Puck to wheedle youa Fop-ſerambling to the Play ina 
Mask Then bring you Home in a pretended 
Fright, when you think you ſhall be found out And 
raitat me for miſſing the Play, and diſappointing the Fro- 
lick which you had to pick me up and prove my Con- 


3 —  _p_____ 
w 


ſter cy. 

2 Deteſtablexmprimis! I go to the Play in a Mask! 

Mira. Bem, Tarticle, that you continue to like your 
own Face, as long as I ſhall: And while it paſſes currant 

with me, that you endeavour not to new coin it. To | 

which End, together with all Vizards for the Day, I pro- 

hibit all Masks for the Night, made of oitl'd-skins and I 

| krow rot what. Hog's Bones, Hare's Gall, Pig Water, 

and the Marrow of a rcaſted Cat. In ſhort, I forbid all 

Commerce with the Gentlewoman in What-d'ye call it 

' Court. Item, I ſnut my Doors againſt all Bawds with 

Baskets, and Penny-worths of China, Fans, Atlaſſes, 

8c. nem, when you fhallbe Breeding 

Mil. Ah! name it not. 2 | 

Mira. Which may be preſum'd, with a Bleſſing on 

our Endeavours a m— | bo | | 

Mil. Odious Endeavours! | > INES 


— _— — 
— 


think I muſt have him. 


horrid Fright ——— Faizall, I ſhall never ſay it- 
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- Mira, I denounce agaiuſt all ſtrait Lacing, ſqueezing 
for a Shape, till you mould my;Boy.'s Head like a Sugat- 
loaf; and inſtead of a Man- Child, make me Father to a 
crooked - Billet. Laſtly, tothe Dominion of the Tea - Ta- 
ble I ſubmit. But with Proviſo, that you exceed not 
in your Province; but reſtrain your ſelf to native and ſim- 
ple Tra-Table Drinks, as Tea, Chocolate and Coffee. As 


likewiſe to genuine and authoriʒ d Tea- Table Talæ 


Such as mending of Faſhions: ſpoiling of Reputat ions, 


railing at abſent Friends, and ſo forth But that on 


no Account you encroach upon the Mens Prerogative, 
and preſume to drink Healths, or toaſt: Fellows 991foa | 
Prevention of which, I baniſh all Foreign For ces, alMux- 


iliaries tothe Tea- Table, as Orange- Brandy, all Anniſeed, 


Cinnamon, Citron and Barbados Waters, together with 
Ratafia, and the moſt noble Spirit of Clary; Put 
for Couſlip-Wine, Pop py-Water, and all Dormiti ves, thoſe 


1 allow- F. Theſe Proviſes admitted, in other 


Things I may prove a tractable and complying Hus- 
il. O horrid Proviſe's! filthy ſtrong- Waters! I 
toaſt Fellows, odious Men! I hate your odious Proviſo's. 
Mira. Then we're agreed. Shall I kiſs your Hand up- 
on the Contract? And here comes one to be a Witneſs to 
the ſealing of the Ded. 141 0 
; SCENE. VI. - 3 - 

a8; l o them) Mrs, Fainall. DE 5t 
Mil. Fainall, what ſhall Ido? ſhall I havehim 2-1 


Fd ”Y 


1 4 


Mrs. Fain, Ay, ay, take him, take him ; what ſhou'd 
Jou da? i NN OD wo e oo 
Mil, Well then 


* oy 


PI take my Death Im in 4 


-- 


Well I think I' endure you. 2255 
Mrs. Fain. Fy, fy, have him, have him, and tell him 

8 in plain Terms: For I am ſure you have a Mind to 
Mil. Are you? 1 think 1 have and the horrid 
Man looks as it he thought ſo too Well, you ridi- 
culous Thing you, I'll have you 1 won't be kiſs'd,. 
| nor 


— 


—— — 
. 
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vor I won't be thatk'd Here kiſs my Hand tho 


So, hold your Tongue now, don't ſay a Word. 
Mrs. Fain, Mirabell, there's a Neceſſity. for your Obe- 
dience; · Tou have neither Time to talk nor ftay. My 


Mother is coming; and in my Conſcience if ſhe ſnoud 
ſee you, wou'd fall into Fits, and may be not recover, 


time enough to return to Sir Rowland; who, as Foible 


me, is in a fair Way to ſucceed. Therefore ſpare 


your Ecſtacies- for another Oecaſion, and flip down the 
back Stairs, where Foibls waits to conſult you. 


7 * 


Mil. Ay, go; go. In the mean time 1 ſuppoſe you 
have Gid ſomething to pleaſße me. 


-aMia. lamall Obegience. =» 
SME; co 8C BENE VE; 
53 Millamant, Ars. Fainall. | 


| by Mrs. Fain. Yonder Sir Wilfull's drunk; and ſo noiſie 


that my Mother has been forc'd to leave Sir Rowland to 
appeaſe him; but heanſwers her only with Singing and 


Drinking What they may have done by this Time I 


know not; but Petulant and he were upon quarrelling as 
Iameb ß, eee heme: e 
Mil. Well, if Mirabell ſhould not make a good Hus- 


band, I am aloft Thing; for I find I love him violently. 


_- Mrs. Fain. So it ſeems; for you mind not what's ſaid to 
vou. It you doubt him you had beſt take up with 


Sir H/ ilfull. 


Wil. How can you name that ſuperannuated Lubber } 


: SCENE VIII. | 
T (Tothim) Witwoudfrom drinking. | 
Mrs, Fain, So, is the Fray made up, that you have 
left m/ . | ; | 
Mit. Left em? I could ſtay no longer I havelaugh'd 
like ten Chriſtnings ] am tipſie with laughing 


If I had ſtay' d any longer 1 ſhould have burſt, —1 muſt 
have been let out and piec'd in the Sides like an unſiz'd 


Camlet Ves, yes, the Fray is compos'd; my Lady 
came in like a Noli proſequi, and ſtopt the Proceedings. 
Mil. What was the diſpute? Ee + as 


2 LESS wit j . 71. a g % 


Wit. 


W as ed * 


—— 
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Wit. That's the Jeſt; there was no . Diſpute, They | 
could neither of em ſpeak for Rage; and ſo fell a aput- 
t'ring at one another like two roaſting Apples. 


— 


8 N 1 
(I them) Petulant Drunk. 


Wit. Now Petulant? all's over, all's well? Gad my 


Head begins to whim it about Why doſt thou not 
ſpeak ? thou art both as drunk and as mute as a Fiſh, 


Petu. Look you, Mrs. Millamant.— if you can love 


me, dear Nymph.— ſay it. and thats the Concluſion 


-  —paſson orpals off. — that's all. 


Wit. Thou haſt utter'd Volumes, Folios, in leſs than 


Decimo Sexto, my dear Lacedemonian. Sirrah, Petulant, 


thou art an Epitomizer of Words. 


Petu. Witwoud-— You are an Annihilator of Senſe. 


Wit. Thou art a Retailer of Phraſes; and doſt deal in 
Remnants of Remnants, like a maker of Pincuſhions-- 
thou art in truth: (metaphorically ſpeaking) a Speaker of 


Short-hand. | | | b 
Petu. Thou art (without a Figure) juſt one half of an 


Aſs, and Baldwin yonder, thy half Brother is the reſt 
AA Gemini of Aſſes ſplit, would make juſt four of you. 
Wit. Thou doſt bite, my dear Muſtard-ſeed ; kiſs me 
for that. | | 


Petu. Stand off — III kiſs no more Males, . 


have kiſsd your I win yonder in a humour of Recon - 


ciliation, till he (hiccxp) riſes upon my Stomach like a 


Radiſh. „ | 
55 Eh! filthy Creature what was the Quar- 
rel: 


Peu. There was no Quarrel—. there might have 
been aQuarrel. | | 


__ Wr. If there had been words enow between *em to 
have expreſs d Provocation, they had. gone together by 


the Ears Hke a pair of Caſtanets. 


Petu. You were the Quarrel. 
Mil. Me! 8 5 


Petu. if I bavea humour to quarrel, I can make leſs 
Matters conclude Premiſes, If you are not Hand- 


ſom, what then; If have a humour to prove it? 
it I ſhall have my Reward, ſay ſo; if not, fight for your 
Face the next time your ſelt.— I Ugo ſleep. Wi. 
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Wit. Do, wrap thy ſelf up like a Woodlouſe, and dream 

Reyenge— And hear me, if thou canſt learn to 

write by to- Morrow Morning, pen me a Challenge 
Fl carry it for thee. 

Petu. Carry your Miſſtreſſes Monkey a Spider, 


| 0 flea Dogs, and read Romances I'll go to bed to m ny ; 


Maid. 


in this 7 ? 

Mit. A Plot, a Plot, to get rid of the Kni ht, — 
: Tour Husband's advice; but he ſneak d off. . 
SCENE X. 
Sir Wiltull Drunk, Lady Wiſhfort, W itwoud, Milla- 
mant, Mrs. Fainall. 


Lady Wiſh. Out upon't, out upon't! at Years of Diſ- 


eretion, and comport your ſelt at this Rantipole rate! 

Sir Wil. No Offence, Aunt. 

Lady Wiſp. Offence? As l'm a Perſon, I'm aſham'd 
of you Fogh! how you ſtink of Wine! D'ye think 

my Niece will ever endure ſuch a BoraChio - / . an ab- 

ſolute B orachio. 5 5 


Sir Mil. Borachio! | 
Lady Wiſh. At a Time when) you ſhoud commence an 


has and put your beſt Foot foremoſt. 
Sir Wil. *Sheart, an you grutch me your Liquour, 


_makea Bill Give me more Drink, and take my Purſe, 


Sings, Prythee fil me the Glaſs 
| Jill it laugh in my Face. 
With Ale that is potent and Mellow; 
He that whines for a Laſs 
Fan ignorant Afs | F 
For a Bumper has not its Fellow. 15 


But if you vou d Fave me marry my Coutin,. j 


{ay the Word, and I'll do't —-171}ful}. will do't, 2 | 


the Word, — HMilſul. will do't, that's my Creſt - my 


Mottol have forgot. 
Lady Wiſh. My Nephew's s a little o. ertaken, Conte 


but *tis with drinking your Health — © my Word, 
Jouare oblig'd to him 1 


4 


Mrs. Fain. He's horridly drunk— how came youal 
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N ; ' - A 
© Sie Wil. In Vino Veritas, Aunt:-— If 1 drunk your © 
Health to Day, Couſin, I am a Borachio. But if you 
have'a mind to be marry'd, fay the Word, and ſend for the 
| Piper, Wilfull willdo't. If not, duſt it away, and let's have 
E t'other Round Tony, Ods- heart where's Tony n 


| Tony's an honeſt Feilow, but he ſpits after a Bumper, and 
f that's a Fault. | 1 5 
} Sings. We'll drink and we'll never ha. done, Boys, 
15 5 Put the Glaſs than around with the Sun, Boys, 
| > | _ Let Apollo's Example invite us; 55 
| For he's drunk ev'ry Night, 


And that makes him ſo bright. 
That he's able next Morning tolight us. . 
The Sun's a good Pimpie, an honeſt Soaker, he has a Cel- 
lar at your Antipodes. If 1 travel, Aunt, I touch at your 
Anti pode your Antipodes are a good raſcally ſort 
of topſie- turvy Fellows it I had a Bumper Fd 
Rand upon my Head and drink a Health to em 
A Match or no Match, Coufin, with the hard Name 
; ——- Aunt, ilſull willdo't, If ſhe has her Maiden- 
* head let her look to't; if ſhe has not, let her keep her 
'- - _ewnCounſelin the mean time, and cry out at the nine 
. Months End. | 1 N 
mil. Your Pardon, Madam, I can ſtay no longer 
Sir Wilfull grows very powerful. Egh! how he ſmells! 
I ſhall be overcome if I ſtay. Come, Couſin. 
N 1 SENI RE . 
Tady Wiſhfort, Sir Wilfull, Mr, Witwoud, Foible. 
p Lady #4/þ, Smells He wou'd poiſon aTallow-Chandler 


7 and his Family. Peaſtly Creature, I know not hat to do 
with him. — Travel quoth a; ay travel, travel, get 
| thee gone, get thee gone, get thee but far enough, tothe 
N Saracens, or the Tartars, or the Turks for thou 
| art not fit to live in a Chriſtian Common-weaith, thoa 


beaſtly Pagan. 1 1 = ip bb 
Sir Wil, Turks! no; no Turks. Aunt: Your Turks are 
Infidels, and believe not in the Grape. Yeur Mahometan, 
your Muſſulman is a dry Stinkard — No Offence, 
' Aunt, My Map ſays that your Turł is not ſo honeſt a Man 


\ 


— 


/ 
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. The Way of the World. 
T cannot find by the Map- that 
Whereby it is a plainCaſe, 


as your Chriſtian— 
ur Mufti is Orthodox 


0 ''yo 
that Orthodox is a hard Word, Auat, a (HrCenpy * 


Sings, Tv drinkis a ; Chriſtian Diverſin, 
 Unknownto the Turk or the Perſian: 


Let Mahometan Fools 
Live by Heatheniſh Rules, 
And be damn d over Tea-Cups and Coffee. 
But let Britiſh Lads ſong, 
_._ _ Crowna Health to the King, 
And a Fig Jour Sultan and Sophy. 


Ad, To FT (Foible whiſbers Lady Wiſhfort.. 

Lady Wh. Sir Rowland impatient ? Good-lack! What 
mall I do with this beaſtly Tumbril2 - Go, lie 
down and ſleep, you Sot Or as I'ma Perſon I' 
have you baſtinado'd with Broom- ſticks. Call up the 
Wenches with Broom- ſticks. 

Sir Wil. Ahey? Wenches, where are the Wenches? 

Lady 24/9. Dear Couſin Wirwoud, get him away and 
| you will bind me to you inviolably. I have an Affair of Mo- 
ment that invades me with {ome rann You: 


will oblige meto all Futurity, 


i. Come; Knight 
what to ſay to him: Will you go to a Cock- 


| Match? 
Sir Wil. With a Wench, Tony? Ts ſne a 1 Sir - 


rah? Let me bite your Cheek for that. 
Wit. Horrible! he has a Breath like a Bag- pipe 


Ay, ay, come will you march, my Salopian ? 
Sir Mil. Lead on, little Tony I'll follow thee my 
Anthony, my Tantony ; Sirrah thou ſhalt * my — 


and Ill be thy Pig, | : 
Ada Fi . 3 | 
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Lady Wiſh. This will never do. It will never make a 


Match. At leaſt before he has been abroad. 
| SCEN ©. 


Pox on hien don't know 
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ſtarve him gradually Inch by Inch. 
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„„ 8 e 
Lady Wiſhtort, Waitwell diguis d as for Sir Rowland. 

Lady Wiſh. Dear Sit Rowland, I am confounded with 
Confuſion at the Retrofpection of my own Rudeneſs,— 
T have more pardons to ask than the Pope diſtributes in the 
Year of Jubilee. But] hope where there is likely to be ſo 
near an Alliance. we may unbend the Severity of De- 


corum and diſpence with a little Ceremony. 


Mait. My Impatience, Madam, is the Effet of my 
Tranſport ; and *till I have the Poſſeſſion of your 


. adorable Perſon, I am taxtaliz'd on the Rack; and do 
but hang, Madam, on the Tehter ef Expectation. | 


Lady Wiſh, You have Exceſs of Gallantry, Sir Row- 


land; and preſs Things to a Concluſion, with a moſt pre- 


vailing Vehemence But a Day or two for Decency 
of Marriage, —— | | INLET a 

Wait. For Decency of Funeral, Madam. The Delay 
will break my Hearr——or if that ſhould fail, I ſhall be 
poiſon'd. My Nephew will get an inkling of my De- 
ſigns, and poiſon me. and I would willingly ſtarve him 


before I die I would gladly go out of the World with. 


that Satisfaction. That I would be ſome Comfort to me, 


it I could but live ſo long as to be reveng'd on that unua- 


tural Viper. ee | oh 
Lady Wißh. Is he ſo unnafural, ay you? Truly I would - 
contribute much both to the {aving of your Life, and the 


Accompliſhment of your Revenge——Not that I reſpect. 


my ſelf, tho he has been a perfidious Wretch to me. 
Wait, Perfidiousto you! at be; 
Lady Miſh. O Sir Rowland, the Hours that he has dyd 


away at my Feet, the Tears that he has ſhed, the Oaths 
that he has ſworn, the Palpitations that he has felt; the 


Trances and the Tremblings, the Ardors and the Ecſta- 
cies, the Kneelings and the Rings, the Heart-heavings 


and the Hand- gripings, the Pangs and the Pathetick Re- 
gards of his proteſting Eyes! Oh no Memory can re- 


giſter.. e Om KN 

4; Wait. What, my Rival! Is the Rebel my Rival? a- 
ies, . e 

Lady Wi. No don't kill him at once, Sir Rowland, 


Mai. 


— 
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Wait. Ill do't. In three Weeks he ſhall be bare-foot; in 

a Month out at Knees with begging an Alms,— he ſhall .. 
ſtarve upward and-upward, till he-has nothing living but 


his Head, and then go out in a Stink like a Candles End up- | 
on a Save-all.. 


' You are no Novice in the Labyrinth of Love. 
You have the Clue But as I am a Perſon, Sir 
Rowland, you muſtnot attribute my Yielding to any ſini- 
ſter Appetite, or Indigeſtion of Widow-hood ; nor im pute 
my Complacency to any Lethargy of Continence 
I hope you, do not think me prone to any Iteration of N op- 

— 
Mait. Fader from m 
Lady Wiſh. If you do, I proteſt 1 3 e eee 
or thiitk that I have made a Proſtitution of Decorums, but 
inthe Vehemence ot - Compaſſion, - 
Life of a Perſon of ſo much A — 
_ © Wait, Teſteem it ſo 
Lady N. Or elſe you wrong my Condeſcenſion— 
. Wait. Ido not, I do not N 
Lady iiiſb. Indeed you do-. 
Mait. I do not, fair Shrine of W 


Was an Ingredient t 
- Wait. Dear Madam, no. 'You are all Carpbire and 
Frankin cenfe. all Chaſtity and Odour, 
OP 06-8 Dh 
SCENE XIII. 
(Jo them) Foible. 


with a Letter, who muſt deliver it into your own 


Hands. 


Think favourably, Judge candidly, and conclude you 
have found a Perſon who would ſuffer Racks in Ho- 


nour's Cauſe, dear Sir Rowland, and will wait on. you in- 
+ SCENE 


_— 


ceſſantly. 


Lady Wiſh. Well, Sir Rowland, you have the way ; 


and to ſave. the 


Lady'Wiſh. If you chink the leaſt Serugle of Cure | 


Fall Madam, the Dancers are ready, and there's one 


Lady Wiſh, Sir Rowland, will you give me Leave? 


| 
© 1 
| 


| 
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| 95 SCENE XIV. 
| i Waitwel}, e Logs 
Wait. Fie, fie What a Slavery have I un- 


dergone! Spouſe, haſt thou any Cordial, I want Spirits. 
| Foi. What a waſhy Rogue art thou, to pant thus for a 
!  _  Quarterof an Hours Lying and Swearing to a fine Lady? 
; | Wait, O, ſhe is the Antidote to Deſire. Spouſe, thou 
1 wilt fare the worſe fort ſhall have no Appetite to 
Iteration of Nuptials— this _ and forty Hours 
* By this Hand, I'd rather be a Chairman in the Dog- days 
a than act Sir Rowland till this time to Morrow. - | 
1 S | 
| (Tothem) Lach Wiſhtort with a Letter. 
7 Lad y Wiſh. Call inthe Dancers; Sir Rowland, we'll 5 | 
: ſit, it you pleaſe, and ſce the Entertainment. (Dance. 
: Now with your Permiſſion, Sir Rowland, I will peruſe 
BY my Letter II would open it in your Preſence, be- 
b cauſe I would not make you uneaſie. If it ſhould make 
: vou eaſie I would burn it ſpeak if it does but 
7 you may ſee; the Superſeription is like a Woman's Hand, | 
Foi. By Heaven! Mrs, Maywood's, I know it _—_My JF4 
Heart akes-—getit from he-. ([f. l 
Wait, A Woman's Hand? No Madam, that's no Wo: 
man's Hand, I ſee that already. That's ſome Body Whoſe ; 
Throat muſt be cut. J 
Lady Viſh. Nay, Sir Rowland, ſince you give mea Proof 
of your Paſſionby your Jealouſie, I promiſe you I'll make 
a Return by a frank Communication Vou fhall ſee i 
we'll open it together look you here. 
Reads. Madam, tho ui knoꝛbn to you (Look you 
: there, tis from no Body that L know.) Thave that Ho- 
5 nour for your Character, that Ithint my ſelfoblig d to let os 
know you are abus d. He who pretends to be Sir Row land 
isa Cheat and a Raſcal— N | 
Oh Heavens ! What's this? 
Foi. Unfortunate ! all'sruin'd! 


Malt. How, how; let me ſee, let me ſee——reading; 


t 
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4 Raſeal and diſguis d, and ſuborn'd for that linpoſttire— 
O Villany! O Villanx! By the Contrivance.— | 
Lady Wiſh. I ſhall faint, I ſhalldie, oh! 


ä Tur 9 hn on. 


Tel. 
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ix O conſider m y Reputation, Sir Rowland 


Foi. Say tis your Nephew's Fund. Quickly, bis 
Plot, ſwear, ſwear it. — x, To him. 
Wait. Here's a Villain! Madam, don't you perceive it, 


don't you ſee it ? 


Lady ist. Too well, too well. 1 have ſeen too much. 
Mait. I told you at firſt F knew the Hand A Woman's | 


Hand? The Raſcal writes a ſort of a large Hand; your 


Roman Hand I ſaw there was a Throat to be cut pre- 


 fently. It he were my Son, as he is my Nephew I'd pi- 


ſtol him. | 


Foi. O Treachery ! But are you ſure, Sir Rowland, it is 
his Writing ? | : 


Wait, Sure ? Am 1 here? Dol live? do Ilove this 


Pearl of India ? I have twenty Letters in my Pocket from 


him, in the ſame Character. 


Lady Wiſh, How! 


Fo. O what Luck it is, Sir Rowland, that you were 
ee at this Juncture! This was the Buſineſs that 
brought Mr. Mirabell 2 to Madam Millamant this 
Afternoon. I thought ſometbing was contriving, when 
ke ſtole by me and would have bid his Face. i 
LadyWiſh, How, how!— I heard the Villain was in 
the Houle indeed; and now I remember, my Niece went 


away abruptly, when Sir Wilfull was to have made his Ad- 
. , dreſſes, 7 _ | 


Fej. Then, then, Madam, Mr. Mirabell waited for her 


g in her Chamber; but I would not tell your Lady chip. to diſ- 


compoſe you when you were to receive Sir Rowland. 

_ Wait. Enough; his Date is ſhort. | a 
Foi. No, good Sir Rowland, dont incur the La . 
ait. Law ! I care not {or Law. Lean but die, and 
tis in a good Cauſe —My Lady ſhall be fatisfy'd of my 


Truth and Innocence, tho'it coſt me my Life. 


Lady lich. No, dear Sir Rowland, don't fight; if you 
ſhou'd be kill'd I muſt never ſhew my Face; or _ 

o, you 
ſhan't fight. Ill go in and examine my Niece In make 
her confeſs. I conjure you, Sir Rowland, by all your 
Love not to fight, | 


mit. I am charm'd Madam, I obey. But ſome Proof 
| You muſt let me give you; I'll go fora black _ 


— 


iS. 
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which contains the tin of my whole ? Eſtate, and | 


thou boſom Traitreſs,that I rais'd from nothing--Begone, 


overa Chaffing-diſh of ſtarv'd Embers, and Dining be- 


cage. — go, go, ſtarve again, do, do. 


again do, drive a Trade, do, with your Three 
pennyv- worth of ſmall Ware, flaunting upon a Pack- 


get, with a Yard of Yellow Colberteen again, do; an 
old gnawy d Mask, two Rows ot Pins and a Child's Fid - 8 
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deliver that into your Hands. . . 
Lady a 5 Ay dear Sir Rowland, that will be ſome 
ring the black Fox 555 : 
Mait. And may I preſume to bring a Contract tobe 
fign'd this Night ? uy I hope ſo far? ns 
Lady Wiſu. Bring what you will; but come alive, pray 
come alive. O this is a happy Diſcovery. | , 
Wait. Dead or alive Ill come and married we will be 
in ſpight of Treachery ; ay and get an Heir that ſhall de- 
feat tne laſt remaining Glimpſe of Hope in my abandon'd. 
Nephew. Come, my Buxom Widow, = 
Ere long you ſhall [ſubſtantial Proof receive l 
That I'm an arrant Knight. — 3 
Foi.—0r arrant Knave. _ | 


4 


* 8 


ACT V. SC EN E 
s c E N E continues). 
Tach Wiſhfort and Foible. 1 


Lady wiſh. OY of my Houſe, out of my Houſe, thou 
| 2 Viper, thou Serpent, that 1 have foſter d; 


—" 


= 
Wy. 
* » 
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be gone, begone, go, go, That I took from waſhing of old 
Gauſe and weaving of dead Hair, with a bleak blue Noſe, 


hind a Traverſe Rag, in a Shop no bigger than a Bird- 
Foi. Dear Madam, I'll beg pardon on my Knees. 8 
Lady Wiſh, Away, out, out, go ſet up for your ſelk 


thread, under a Brandy-ſeller's Bulk, or againſt a dead Wall 
by a Ballad monger. Go, hang out an old. Friſon ser-gor- 
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dle;a GlaſsN ecklace;with the Beads broken, and a Quilted 
Night- cap with one Ear. Go, go, drive a Trade,. 
Theſe were your Commodities, you treacherous Trull, 
this was the Merchandize you dealt in, when I took j ou 
into my Houſe, plac'd you next mycſelf, and made you 
Sovernanteof my whole Family. You haye forgot this, 
have you, now you have feather d your Neſt? 
| Fol. No, no, dear Madam. Do but hear me, have 
1 but a Moment's Patience. [il confeſs all. Mr. 
j ¶arabell ſedue d me; I am not the firſt that he has whee- 
= dled with his diſſembling Tongue; Your Ladyſhip's own 
1 Wiſdom has been deluded by him, then how ſhould I, a 
; w— Hp Ignorant, defend my {elf 2 O Madam, if you knew 
but what hepromis'd me, and how he afſur'd me your 
Ladyſhip ſhould come to no Damage Or elſe the 
Wealth of the Indies ſhould not have brib'd me to conſpire 
 2gainſt fo. Good, ſo Sweet, ſo Kinda Lady as you have 
F . +5. | 1 9 
Lady Wiſp. No Damage: What, to betray me, to 
marry me toa Caſt- ſerving- Man; to make me a Rece 
tacle, an Hoſpital for a decay d Pimp? No Damage 5 | 
thou frontleſs Impudence,more than a big-belly'd Actreſs, 
Foi, Pray do but hear me, Madam; he could not marry 
your Ladyſhip, Madam—— No indeed this Marriage was 
to have been void in Law ; for he was marry'd to me firſt, 
do ſecure yo * dyſhip; he could not have bedded your 
* Ladyſhip, at he bad conſummated withyour Ladyſhip, 
z mult Jaye run the riſque of the Law, and been put 
| upon his Clergy — Yes indeed, I enquir'd of the Law in 
Yar cole betore I would meddle or make. es 
| Lady #7. What, then I have been your Property, have 
| 1 I have been convenient to you, it ſeems, — while you 
were catering for Mirabell; I have been Broaker for you? 
What, have you made a paſſive Bawd of we ? --— 
this exceeds all precedent ;, Iam brought to fine Uſes, to 
23 become a Botcher of ſecond-hand Marriages between A- 
Eigails and Andrews! Il couple you. Tes, Tl baſte you 
together, you and your Philander. T1! Duke s- Place you, 
„as Ema Perſon. Your Turtle is in Cuſtody already: You 
mall Coo is the ſame Cage, it there be a Conſtable or 
Mor rant in the Pariſh, e yn > f 
| | os, 
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Fes. O that ever I. was born, O that I was, ever. mar- 
ry'd, —ahride, ay I ſhall be a Bridewell- Bride. Oh! 
„„, r,, 
| Mrs. Fainall, Foible. 
Mrs Fain. Poor Foible, what's the matter ; | 
Foi. O Madam, my Lady's gone for a Conſtable ;. I ſhall = [1 
be had to a Juſtice, and put to Bridewell to beat Hemp; [1 
poo TWajrwells gone to Priſon alxeady. $614 14 
Mrs. Fain. Have a good Heart, Hoible; Mirabell's gone 1 


| 
ta give. Security for him. This is all Marwood's and my i 
Husband's doing. ol ao HT, ol l : i 
Feoi. Yes, yes; I know it, Madam; ſhe was in my La- F 
dy's Cloſet, and over- heard all that you ſaid to me before 4 
Dinnetf. She ſent the Letter pee z and that mi. 
ſing Effect, Mr. Fainall laid this Plot to arreſt Wairwell, iq 
' When he pretended to go for the Papers; and in the mean 
time Mrs. Marwood declar d all to my Ladʒ 
Mrs. Fain, Was there no Mention made of me in the 
Letter? My Mother does not ſuſpect my being in the 
N Confederacy 21 fancy Mar wood has not told her tho? ſhe - 
has told my-Husband. '' „„ 
Fẽoi. Ves, Madam; but my Lady did not ſee that Part: 
. . We ſtifled the Letter before ſhe read ſo far. Has that miſe 
cChievous Devil told Mr. Fainall of your Ladyſhip then 7 
_. Mrs:Fain, Ay, all's out, my Affair with Mirabell, .- 
very thing diſcover'd. This is the laſt Day of out living 
together, that's my Comfort. 
VFoi. Indeed Madam, and ſo tis a Comfort if you knew 
all, he has been even with youx Lady ſhip which I cou'd 
have told you long enough ſince, but I love to keep Peace 
and Quietneſs by my gaod W ill: I had rather bring Friends 
together, than ſet them at Diſtance. But Mrs. Marwood 
and he are nearer related thaa ever their Parents thought 
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Mrs. Faiz. Sayiſt thou ſo, Fri hie? Can ſt thou proye 
this? ! 8 1 
Foi. I can take my Oath of it. Madam, ſo can Mrs. Bf 
' Mincing ; we had many a fair Word from Madam Mar- 7 
wood, to conceal ſomething that paſſed in our Chamber 


one Evening when you were at Hide- Park and 
- we were thought to haye gone a Walking: But we went 
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upunawares. tho we were ſworn to Secreſiꝰ 
too; Madam Marwood took a Book and ſwore us upon it: 


But it was but a Book of Poems, So long as it 
was not a Bible-Oath, we may break it with a fafe Conſci. 


ence. 5 „„ BF 

Mrs. Fain. This Diſcovery is the moſt opportune Thing 
Icou'd wiſh— Now, Mincing? . 8 [| 
: SCENE III. | # | 


. * . (Tothem) Mincing, © 5 
Minc. My Lady wou'd ipeak with Mrs. Foible, Mem. 
if Mr. Mirabell is with her; he has ſet your ſpouſe at Liber- 
F ty, Mrs. Foible, and wou'd have you hide your ſelf in my 


Lady's Cloſet, till my old Lady's Anger is abated. O, my 1 
old Lady is in a perilous Paſſion, at ſomethivg Mr. Fainall Þ 
has laid; he ſwears, and my old Lady. cries.” There's a [ 


fearful Hurricane, Ivow. He ſays, Mem, how that he'll . 
have = Lady's Fortune made over to him, or hell be di- | | 
-vorc'd. ' | | „ 3 
Mrs. Fain. Does your Lady or Mirabell know that? C 
Minc. Yes Mem, they have ſent me to ſee if Sir Wilfuil F 
be ſober, and to bring him to them. My Lady is reſolved 
to have him, I think, rather than loſe ſuch a vaſt Sum as 
Six Thouſand Pound. O, come Mrs. Foible, I hear my old 


Lady. | | 8 

8 Mrs. Fain. Foible, You muſt tell Mincing, that ſhe muſt 

prepare to vouch when I call her, Pony 
Foi. Yes, yes, Madam, EY 


f 


' |  Minc. O, yes, Mem, I'll vouch any thing for your La- : 
dyſhipꝰ's Service, be what it will, © 1 
5 F 5 


rs. Fainall, Lady W iſnfort, Marwood. N 

Lady Wiſh. O My dear Friend, how. can I enumerate 9 

- the Benefits that I have receiv'd from your Goodneſs To 
you lowe the timely Diſcovery of the falſe Vows of Mira- 1 
- bell; to you Joe the Detection of the Impoſtor, Sir b, 
Rowland. And now you are become an Interceſſor with. © 

5 my Son- in- Law, to ſave the Honour of my Houſe, and 
compound for the Frailties of my Daughter. Well Friend, 9 
you z2reenoughto reconcile me to the bad World, or elſe * 


83 retire to Deſarts and Solitudes, and feed harm: 


leſs Sheep by Groves and purling Streams. Dear Mar- A 
- „„ wood. 


aw 
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wood, let us leave the World, and. retire by our ſelves and 
Mar. Let us firſt diſpatch the Affair in Hand, Ma- 
| dam. We ſhall have leiſure to think of Retirement af- 
terwards, Here is one who is concerned in the Treaty. 
Lady ih. O Daughter, Daughter, is it poſſible thou 
ſnould ſt be my Child, Bone of my Bone, and Fleſn of m 
| Fleſh, and as I may ſay, another Me, and yet tranſpreſs 
| the minute Particle of ſevere Virtue? Is it poſſible you 
| ſhould lean aſide to wr ent who have been caſt in the di- 
rect Mold ot Virtue? I have not only been a Mold but 
\ a Pattern for you, anda Model for ou, after you were 
V brought into the World, YO OO 
4 Mrs. Fain, I don't under ſtand your Dady hip. 
* Lady Wiſh. Not underſtand? Why, have you not been 
Naught? Have you not been Sophiſticated? Not under- 
ſtand? Here Iam ruin d to compound for your Caprices and 


oe ciel, 1 muſt pawn my Plate and my jew. 
es, and ruin my Neice, and all little enough veep 


Mrs. Fain.lam wrong d and abus d, and fo are you. Tis 
# a falſe Accuſation, as falſe as Hell, as falſe as your' Friend 
[7 there, ay or your Friend's Friend, my falſe Husband. ' 

Mar. My Friend, Mrs. Fainall? Tour Husband my 
f Friend ! what do you mean? 3 
| Mrs. Fain. I know what I mean, Madam, and ſo do 
you; and ſo ſhallthe World at a Time convenient: 
13 Mar. I am ſorry to ſee you ſo paſſionate, Madam? 
More Temper wou'd look, more like Innocence. But 1 
9 have done. I am forry my Zeal to ſerve your Ladyſhip 
and Family, ſhould admit of Miſconſtruction, or make 
I me liable to Affronts. You will pardon me, Madam, if 
Imeddle no more with an Affair, in which I am not per- 
ſonally concern d. s . 
Lady Wiſh. O dear Friend, I am fo aſhamd that you 
ſhould meet with ſuch Returns; Lou ought to 
ask pardon on your Knees, ungrateful Creature; ſhe de- 
ſerves more from you, than all your Life can accompliſh 
—— O don'tleayeme deſtitute in this Perplexity ;-— 
Ne, ſtic k to me, my good Genius. 
Mrs. Fain, I tell you, Madam, you're abus d 


2 ; 


- 2 — 
2 — — .; —9³—ͤ 


— 4 
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Stick to you? ay, like a Leach, to ſuck yourtet Blood 
ſhe'll drop off when ſhe's full. Madam, you ſhan't pawn 


a Bodkin, nor part with-a Braſs Countgr. in-Compolition, 


for me l defie em all. Let em prove their Aſperſions: 


I know my own Innocence, and dare ſtand a Tryal. 
3 J ü 
Lady Wiſhfort, Marwood. 


V 


ſhould be wrong d after all, ha? I don't know What to 


think. and I promiſe you, her Educatic.n has been 
very unexceptionable . I may ſay it; for I chiefly 
made it my own Care to initiate her very Infancy in the 


Rudiments ot Virtue, and to impreſs upon her tender 
Vears a young Odium and Averſion to the ver fight of 
Men. ay Friend, ſhe wou'd ha'ſhrick'd it fl 


a en Gamers Kd wp th 


a Male Child, tho but in Coats; Baſs he, very pe 
: V, ine never 5 


Were of the Feminine Gender, Pa 
2 Man in the Face, but her oven Father or the Chaplain, and 
him we made a ſhift to put upon her for a Woman, by the 
help of his long 
was going in her Fiftcen. | 5 
Mar. Tis much ſhe ſhould be deceiv'd ſo long. 
Lady Wiſh. I vrarrant you, or ſhe would never have 
born to hade been ca echiʒ d by him; and have heard his 
long Lectures againſt Singing and e and ſuch De- 
baucheries.; and going to filthy Plays; and p 
ſick · meetings, where the lewd Trebles ſqueek nothin, 
but Bawdy, and the Baſes roar Blaſphemy. O, ſhe woul, 
have ſwoon d at the Sight or Name of an obſcene Plays 


Book — and can I think after all this, that my Daughter 


can be Naught; What, a Whore? And thought it Ex- 
communication to ſet her Foot within the Door of a Play- 


-. houſe. O dear Friend, can't believe it, no, no; as ſhe. - 


 fays, let him prove it, let bim prove it. 


4 . 


Mar. Prove it, Madam? What, and have your Name 


proſtituted in a publick Court yours and yourDaughter's 
| mining worry'd at the Bar by a Pack of bavling Laws 
yers? To be uſher d in with an O Tes of Scandal; and have 
your Caſe open'd by an old fumbling Leacher in a * 


* 


| e had 
but ſeen. a Man, till ſne was in her Teens. As I'ma Per- 


zarments, and his fleck Face; till ſhe 


prophane Mu- 


ike 


Il 
5 
© 


** 1 
* 


| 
LY 
| {70 
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well. 


AY 
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like aMan-Midwife, to bring your Daughter's Inſamy to 
Light; tobea Theme forlegal Punſters, and Quiblers by 
the Statute; and become a Jeſt, againſt a Rule of Court. 
vvhere ther e is no Precedent for a Jeſt in any Record; not 
even in Dooms-Day-Book. To diſcompoſe the Gravity 


1 of the Bench, an provoke naughty Interrogatories in 


more naughty Law Latin; while the good Judge, tickl'd 
with the Proceeding, fimpers under a Grey Beard, and 
f figes off and on his Cuſhion, as it he had ſwallow A Can- 
 tharides, or fat upon Com- Itch. | | 

Lady Wiſh. O, tis very hard! 


Mar, And then to have my young Revellers of the Tem- 


ple take Notes, likePrentices ata Conventicle; and after 


talk it over a gain in Commons, or Tree Drawers in an 
Eating Houſe. 


Lady mo Worſe and worſe,” ' © | 
Mar. N N. this is nothing; if E went e We 


hand Writers to the publick Preſs; x trom thence be 
transferr'd to the Hands, nay, into the Throats and Lungs 
ot Hawkers, with Voices more licentious than the loud 
Flounder- man's: And this you muſt hear till you are 
my d; ou muſt hear nothing elſe for ſome Days. 

5 Wiſh. G5 tis n o, no, dear Friend, 


e i up. make it u I'll compound. 1¹¹ 
Yall, 125 


give up all, my ſelt ane Neiceandherall.— 

any thing, every thing tor Com poſitin. 

Mar. Nay, Madam, 1 adviſe Wanze 1 only lay te- 
fore you, as 2 Friend, the Inconveniencies which 

. haps you have overſeen, Here comes Mr, Fainall, 2 


will be ſatisfy d jo huddle u 8 Silence, J ſhall be glad. 


You-mult tak! would ra e * 
with you. 5 5 7 
ITE Hs Cow. VI. 
Fainall, Lig Wiſhfort, M. Mawes = 

"Lady Wiſh. Ay, ay, I do not doubt it, dear Mead: 
No, no, I do not doubt it. 

Fain. Well, erw ; ] have ſuffer'd my ſelf to be over- 
come by the Importunity of this Lady your Friend ; and 


artycontenl you ſhall enjoy your own proper Eftatedyring 


Life; on Condition oblige your ſelf ne er to 
under ſuch penalty Fo diem, 7 5-H fi 


Laa lis. Never to mat: N 4420 ale 


muſt after this be conſign'd by the Short- | 


— 


ESD 
} E 
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| | Fain. No more Sir Rowlands, the next Impoſture may 
not be ſo timely detected. 1 1 


Aar. That Condition, 1 dare anſwer, my Lady will 


. conſent to, without Difficulty 3 ſhe has already but too 

much experienc'd the Perfidiouſneſs of Men. Beſides, 

Madam, when we retire to our Paſtoral Solitude we ſhall 
bid adieu to all other Thoughts. 

Lady Wiſh, Ay, that's true; but in caſe of Ni ceſfity ; 
as of Health, or ſome ſuch Emergency 

Fain, O, if you are preſcrib'd Marriage, you ſhall de 

_ conlider'd; I will only reſerve to my ſelf the Power to 

chuſe for you. If your Phyſick be wholeſome, it mat- 

. ters not who is your Apothecary. Next, my Wife ſhall 


| ſettle on me the Remainder of her Fortune, not made o- 


ver already; and for her Maintenance depend entirely on 

BF RT Eo wo po 
Lady ish. This is moſt inhumanly ſavage; exceeding 
the Barbarity of a Muſcovite Husband. _ 8 
FTFiain. learn d it from his Czari/h Majeſty's Retinue, in 
a2 Winter Evening's Conference over Brandy and Pepper, 


amongſt other Secrets of Matrimony and Policy, as they 
are at preſent practis d in the Northern Hemiſphere. But 
this muſt be agreed unto, and that poſitively. , Laſtly, I 1 


; will be cndow'd, in met of my Wife, with that fix 


thouſand Pound, whichisthe Mrs. Millamant 
Fortune in your Poſſeſſion ; and which ſhe has fotfeited 


(as will appear by the laſt Will and Teſtament of your de- 


ceas d Husband, Sir Jonathan Wiſhſort ) by her Piſobedi- 


ence in contracting her {elf againſt your Con ſent or Know- 


ledge; and by reſuſing the offer d Match with Sir Wilſull 


re Aunt, had provid 


Tor her. 


Lady Wiſh. My Nephew was nan Compos; and could 


not make his Addreſſes. 


| the Sor; ENS 33 ; 
ain, 1 come to make Piininds FU hear Objec 


; Pl 
rd - 


"tions: | 7 a 
Lady Wiſh. Lou will grant me Time to conſider? 
Fain. Yes, while the Inſtrument is drawing, which 
vyou muſt ſet your Hand till more ſuffic ent Deedꝭ can be 
per fected: which I will take Care ſhall be done With all 
ſtrument, and till my Return you may ballance this 

_ SCENE 


P ffible Speed. In the mean while I will gg tor the faid 
n 


Natter in your own Diſeretion. 


— 


isthe Moicty of Mrs: Nillamant's 


w . r r 
* 


. 
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| SCENE VII. | 
e Lady Wiſhfort,” Men Marwood..” 
Lady Wiſh. This Inſolence is beyond all 8 all 
Parallel ; muſt I be ſubject to this mercileſs Villain? 


Mar. Tis ſevere indeed, Madam; that you ſhou'd. 


ſmart for your.Daughter's Wantonneſs. 


Lady Wiſh. T was againſt my Conſent that ſhe marry'd | 0 


this Barbarian; but ſhe would have him, tho* her Year 
wasnot out. Ah! her firſt Husband, my Son Languiſh, 
wou'd not have carry'ditthus. Well, that was my Choice, 
this is hers; ſhe is match'd now witha Witneſs ——1 ſhall 
be mad, dear Friend; is there no Comfort for me? Muſt 
I ive to be confilcated at thisRebel-rate ?——=Here comes 
two more of my A na Pla gues too. 
SCENE VIII. 
(In them) Milla mant, Sir Wilfull. 

Sir Wil. Aunt, your Servant. | 

Lady Wiſh. Out Caterpillar, call not me FR 1 know 
thee not. 

Sir #41, I confeſs | have been a little in Diſguiſe, as they 
fiy, —*Sheart ! and I'm ſorry for't. What wou'd you 
have? I hope I committed no Offence, Aunt——andif l 
did I am wilng to make Satisfaction; and what can a 
Man ſay fairer? If I have broke any thing I'll. pay for't, an 
it coſt a Pound. And ſo let that content for what's paſt, 
and make no more Words. For what's to come, to 
pleaſure you, I'm willing to marry my Couſin. So pray 
ler'salt be Frievds, dhe dad i. are. W 1 the 2 
before a . s ak 0 

Wiſh, How's. this, dear eice? Have: 1 : 
eömtoltt can this be true? r 

Mil. I am content to be a Sacrifice to your Repoſe,Ma-: 
dam; and to convince you that I had no hand in the Plot. 
as you were miſinform'd, I have laid my Commands on 


Mirabell to come in Perſon and be a Witneſs that 1 give 


my Hand to this Flower of Xaighthood; and for the Con- 
tract that paſs'd between Mirabell and me. I have ablig d 


him to make 2 Reſignation of it in your Ladyſhip's-Pre-: 


ſence; Heis without, and waits your leave for Admit«! 


tine eee TE 476 + 7 ort 


LadyWiſh: Well, Tiifwear l 2 am Gomerding reviv'd at 


this e your OA; but l . 
W that 


1 
ah 8 
: 


a 
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chat Traitor. fear I cannot fortify my ſelf to ſupporr 


* 


his Appearance. He is as terrible to me as Gorgon, if I 


ſee him l fear I ſhall turn to a Stone, and petrifie incei- 


Mil. If you diſoblige him he may reſent your Refulal, 


| andmnlit upon the contract ſtill, Then/tisthelaſt tune 


he Wil be offenſive to yon. 
Lady Na. Are you ſure it will be the laſt time — If 
I-were ſure of that ſnall Lever ſee h'im again? 
__ |» MIL Sir Wilfall, you and he are to travel together, are 
you not? . 1 $24 1 5 
Sir Wil. Sheart, the Gentleman's a eivil Gentleman, 
Aunt, let him come in; why we are ſworn Brothers and 
Fel owW- Travellers. We are to be Pylades and Oreſies, he 


and He is tobe my Interpreter in Foreign Parts. He 


has been over - ſeas once already; and with proviſo that I 

marry my Couſin, will croſs em once again, only to bear 

me Company. — *Sheart, Ill call him in, — an [ſer on's 

ence, he ſhaſl come in; and {ce who'll hinder him. 
. (Goes to the Docr and hema. 
Mar. This is precious Fooling, if it would paſs; but 

I'll know the Boitom of it. | 5 
Lady ſr. O dear Mar wood, you are not gaing? 
Mar. Not far Madam; I'll return immediately. 
t ee e NN 


© + ZadyWilbfort, Millamant, Sir Wilfull, Mirabell. 


Sir til! Look up, Man, 1'lt ſtand by you; sbud, an 
me do frowyn, ſhe can't kill you; Beſides har- 
kee, ſhe dare not frown deſperately, becauſe her Face is 
none of her own; *Sheart, and ſhe ſhou d, her Forehead 
wou'd wrinkle like a Coat of Cream-Cheeſe; but mum 
for that, Fellow - Traveller. ee e 
__uAfire. If a deep Senſe of the many Injuries I have of- 
fer'd to ſo gooda Lady, with a fincere Remorſe, and a 
hearty Contrition, can but obtain the leaſt Glanceof Com- 
paſſom, IL am too happy. Ah Madam, there was 
a· time. But ler it be forgotten Iconfeſs 
have deſervedly torteited the high - Place once held, of 
ſighing at your Feet; nay kill me not, by turning from 


} 


me i Diſdain— I come not to plead for Favour; 


Nay, rot for Pardon; I am a Suppliant only for Pity— 
© I am going where I never {hall behold you moi 2 


. Sir 


- 


Li 2 
* 
. © 
b. 5 ” 
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Sir Wil. How, Fellow-Travcller {———Tou ſhall g - 


by your ſelf then. «> * Ss AE 
Mira. Let mebe pitied firſt ;/ and atterwards forgot: 
ten.. asKno more, 1 
Sir Wil. By'r Lady a very reaſonable Requeſt, and will- 
coſt you nothing, Aunt, . Come, come, forgive 
and forget, Aunt ; why you muſt, an you area Chriſtian, 
Mira, Conſider, Madam, in Reality, you cou'd not 
receive muck Prejudice; it was an te.nocent Device; tho 
I conteſs it had a Face of Guiltinefs, — it was at moſt an 


Artifice which Love contrir d And Errors which 


Love produces have ever been accounted Venial. At leaſt: 
think it is Puniſhment enough, that 1 have loſt whar in 
my Heart I hold woſt dear ;that to your cruel Indignation,. 
I have offer'd up this Beauty, and with her my Peace and: 
Quiet; nay all my Hopes of future Comfort. 3 
Sir Wil. An he does not move me, wou'd L may never 
be O' the Quorum, ———— An it were not as good a 
Deed as to drink, to give her to him again. I wou'd: 
I might never take Sh ppin g Aanr, if you dont 
forgive quickly, I ſhall melt, cam tell you-rhar, My 
Contract went no farther than a little Mouth Glew, and 
that's hardly dry;— One do'etul Sigh more from my 
Fellowy-Traveller, and 'tis difloiv'd. N 
Lady Wiſh. Well, Nephew, upon your Account 
Ah, he has a falſe inſinuating Tongue Well, Sir, I 
will ſtifle my juſt Reſentment, at my Nephew's Requeſt, 
I will endeavour what I can to forget, but on pro- 
viſo that you reſign the Contract with my Neice imme- 


diately. | | | 
Mira. It is in Writing, and with Papers of Coneern ; 
but 1 have ſent my Servant for it, and will deliver it to you, 
with all Acknowledgments for your tranſcendent Goodneſs. 
Lady ish. Oh, he has Witchcraft in his Eyes and Tongue; 
M hen l did not ſee him, I eou'd have brib'd a Villain 
to his Aſſaſſination; but his Appearance rakes the Embers 
which have ſo long lain ſmother d in my Breaſt. ( Aſide. 
J TIE © | 
( them) Fainall, Mrs. Marwood, © 
Fain. Your Date of Deliberation, Madam, is expir d. 
Here is the Inſtrument, are you prepar'd to ſign? 
Lady Wiſh, If I were prepar d I am not impower'd, 
5 i 1 | „ 
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My Neiceexertsa-lawful: Claim, having match d her ſelf 
by my Direction to Sir Wilfull = . 
_ Faiz, That ſham is too groſs to paſs on me tho 
tis impos d on you, Madam. e 5 
Ail. Sir, | have givnmy Conſent. 
Mira, And, Sir, I have reſign d my Pretenſions. 
Sir Wil, And, Sir, I aſſert my Right; and will main- 
tain it in Defiance ot you, Sir, and of your Inſtrument. 
Sbeart, an you talk of an Inſtrument, Sir, I have an old 
Fox by my Thigh ſhall. hack your Inſtrument of Ram 
Vellum ta Shreds, Sir. It ſhall not be ſufficient for a Mi- 
timus or a Taylor's Meaſure ; therefore withdraw your 
Inſtrument, Sir, or by'r Lady I ſhalldraw. mine. 
Lady Wiſh. Hold, Nephew, hold: | 
Mil, Good Sir Milfuli reſpite your Valou t. 
Fain. Indeed? Are you provided of your Guard, with 
your ſingle Beet-eater there? But am prepar'd for you; 
and inſiſt upon my firſt Propoſal, You ſhall ſubmit your: 
own Eſtate to my Management, and abſolutely make over 
my Wife's to my ſole Ule ; as purſuant to the Purport and 
Tenor of this other Covenant. Iſuppoſe, Madam, E | 
your Conſent is not requiſite in this Caſe; nor, Mr. Mirae ] 
bell, your Reſig nation; nor, Sir Hilfull, your Right—. c 
You may draw your Fox if you pleaſe, Sir, and make a 
Bear-Garden flouriſh ſomewhere elſe : For here ir will 
notavail. This, my Lady. Miſhfort, muſt be ſubſcrib'd 
or your Darling Daughter's  turn'd adrift, like a leaky 
Hulk to ink or ſwim, as ſhe and the Current of this lewd 
Towncan agree, el i cok 
Lady Wiſh. Is there no Means, no Remedy, to ſtop 
my Ruin? Ungratefu} Wretch ! Doſt thou nor owe thy 
Being, thy Subſiſtence to my Daughter's Fortune? 
_ Fan, I'll anſwer you when I have the reſt of it in my. 
Poſſeſſion. % iow wake con 
. Mira. But that you wou'd not accept of a Remedy 
from my Hands Ion I have not deſerv'd youſhou'd_ 
owe anyObligation to me ʒor elſe perhaps I cou d adviſe, 
Lady Wiſh. O what? what? to ſave me and my Child 
| from Ruin, from Want, I'Il forgive all that's paſt; nay 
I'll cor ſent to any Thing to come, to be deliver d from 
this Tyranny. Fn a ts 
Mira. Ay Madam; but that is too late, my Reward is 
15 : „ 


* 
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-ſntercep ed. You have diſpos'd of her, who only could | 
have made mea Compenſation for all my Services;—— 
But be it as it may, Iam reſolv d I'l ferve mou. you ſhall 
not be wrong d in this ſavage Manne. 

Lady Wiſh. How! Dear Mr. Mirabell, can you be ſo 
Fee at laſt / But it is not poſſible.—Harkee, III 
reak my Nephews Match, you ſhall have my Neiee yet, 
and alſ her Fortune; if Je _ me es this im- 
minent Danger. 
_ Mira, Wiltyou? Take von Word. I ack » no 
more. I muſt have leave for two Criminals to appear. | 
Lady Wiſh. Ay, ay, any Body, any oy | | 
Mira, Foibleis one, and a Penitent. 
22S CE NEK I. 
(To them) Mrs, Fainall, Foible, Mincing. 78, 
Mrs. Mar, O My Shame ! ( Mira. and Lady go to Mrs. 

' Fain, and Foible) theſe corrupt Thingdate brought hither 

to expoſe me. (Io Fainall, 

| Fain, It it muſt all come out, why let em know it, 
ls but the ay of the World. That ſhall not urge me to 
relinquiſh or abate one Tittle of my Terms, no, will in- 


ſiſt the more 
Fei Yes indoed Madam, ri take my Bible-Oath of i it. 


Minc. And ſo will l, Mem. 

I. ady f. O Marwood, Marwood, not thou falſe? My 
Friend deceive me? Haſt thou been a wicked Accomplice - - 
with that profligate Man? 

Mar. Have you ſo much Wee and Injuſtice, to 
give Credit againſt your Friend, to the ee two 
ſuch mercenary Trulls? . 0 2 

Minc. Mercenary, Mem? I ſcorn your Words. "Tis 
true, we found you and Mr. Fainall in the blue Garret; by 
the ſame Token, you ſwore us to ſecreſie upon Meſſa- 
linas's Poems; Mercenary? No, if we would have been 
Mercenary, we: ſhou'd have held our Tongues; you 
wou d have brib d us ſufficiently. 

Fain, Go, you are an inſignificant Thing Well, what 
ate you the better for this? Is this Mr. MirabelPsExpedient? 
Il be put off no lon ger You, Thing. that was a Wife, 
"ſhall bepur of this, Til not leave theewherewithal to hide 
thy ſname : our Body ſhall be naked as your Reputation. 


Mrs Fain. 1 dene 200. and defie your ws 
| ve 
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| have aſpers d me wrongfully L have prov'd * Falſe- 
| |  hood=—Go you and your treacherous ——- I will cot 
= - name it, but far arve together Periſn. 
Fiain. Not while you are worth 's Groat, indeed my 
a Dear. Madam, I'll be ſool d no longer | 
Lady Wiſh. Ah Mr. Mirabell, chis is ſmall Comfort, the 
. Detedtion of this Affair. 
-: Mira, O in good time. _Your leave for the other 
Offender and — to appear, Madam. | 
SCENE XII. (v them) Waitwell with a Box Writings, 
Lady Wiſh. O Sir Rowland Well, Raſcal. 
Wait, What your Ladyſhip pleaſes —I bave brought 
the Black-Box at laſt, Madam. 
Mira. Give it me, Madam, you remember yourPromilſe, 
| Lady Wiſh. Ay, dear Sir. | | 
Mira. Where are the Gentle men 7 8 
I 8 ona hand, nnn. Eyes--juſt 75 0g . 
Fals. $death! what's Ihis tome? I'll not wait your 
Mey hens, e 
S CE NE HL(To them) Petulant, Winmoud:- 
Petu. How now ? what's the matter? whoie hand's out E 
u. Hey day! what are you all. got en,” like 
Players at the End of the lat Act? 
Mira. You may remember, n mas requee 
ied your Hands as W itneſſes toa certain Parchment. 
Hit. Ayl do, myhandl remember--Perulant ſet hismark. 
Mira. Lou wrong him, his Name is fairly written, as ſhall. 
Lou do not remember, Gentlemen, any thing of 
t that Parchment contained F ( n the box. 
A Pen. Not I. writ, I read e 
Mira, Very well; no you Gags: Madam, your 
Promiſe. 
f. Lady Wiſh. 0 ay, Sir, my Honour. . 
Mira. Mr. 22 24 it is ir, upon my that you — 
that On yous abet while ſhe was at her own Diſpoſal, and 
had by your Inſinuations wheadled her out of 
— of the * of her wet, 
Fain. Sir! Pretended 8 
- Mira. Tes, Sir. Fay, that chis Lady while « Widows: g 
en e Er iw 


* 


$53 Y Ps of 13. 
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eon; and Tyranny of Temper; which froth FE 


partial O 14 nion and Fondneſs ot you ſhe cou d never have” 
—-ſhe did, I fay; by tte wholeſome Advice of 


8 lufpecte 
Friends, and Sages learn'd in the Laws of this Land, de- 


liver this ſame as her Act and Deed to me in Truſt, and to 
the Uſes within mention d: You may read if you pleaſa 

(Holding out the — tho? perhaps wh 
is written on the Back may ſerve your Occalions. © 

| "Fain; Very likely, Sir, Whats here? Damnation? TY 
(Reads.) A Deedof Conveyance of the whole Eftate , 
Arrabella Languiſn, Widow, i in Truſi to Edward Mi 


Confuſion! 1231 


Alira. Even ſo, Sir : tis the Way of thelworld; Siv; ; ofithe 
Widows of the World. F ſuppoſe this Deed may bear an 
elder Date than hat you have obtain d from . your ady. 


Fain. Perfidious Fiend? t then thus II be reveng d. 


(offers to run at Ars. 'Fa'nall; * 
"gir Til. Hold; Sir; now you may { make- your bear- 
Garden flouriſh © ſomeiwhereelfe, Su. 7 
Lain. Mirabell, you ſhall hear of this, U de dane you 
ſhall. - Letme paſs, Oaf. © 


ment: You had better give it Vent. 
Mir. Ves, it ſnall have Vent and to your Confulion, 
or I'll periſh.in the Attempr. 
SCENE she L | 
Lady Wiſhfort, - Millamant, Mirabell, Mrs. Fainall Kir 


Wiltvll, betulant, Witwoud, Foible, Mincing, Waicwelt. © 


Lady Ah. O Davghter, Daughter, tis een haſt” 
inh-riced thy Mother's Prudence. | 

Mis. Fain. Thank Mr. Airabell, a cautious Friend, "Io 
whoſe Advice all is owing. 

Lady Wiſh. We l. Mr. Miralell, you have kept your 
Tromiie — and | muſt perform mine. —Firſt : pardon 
for your ſake Sir Rowland there and Foible- The 
next thing is to break the Matter ta my Nerben.— 
and tow to do that (i 

M ra. For that, Madam, give you ſelf no Troubk. 
jet me kaye your Conſent— Sir Wilfull is my Friend; 
he has had Compaſſion upon Lovers, and generouſly en- 
gag da Volunteer in this Act ion, for our Sen v. ce; and no 
deſigns to proſecute his Travels. 


oy... 


Mrs. Fain, Madam, you ſeem to iifle your Rege- 


Ss | 3 2 . Sir N 


o 
— 6 


i 
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Sir Wil. Sheart, Aunt, I haye no mind to marry, My 
Coulin's a ſine Lady, and the Gentleman loves her, and - . 
ſhe loves him, and they deſetve one another; my Reſo» 
lution is to ſee Foreign Parts. I have ſet ont and + 

ven l'm ſet ont, I muſt dot. And it theſe two Gen- 
tlemen wou d travel too, I think they may be ſpar d. 
Diets. For my part, I ſay little I think things 
are beſt; of or % nd 
ine. Iigad 1 underſtand nothing of the later, 
Fariag Maze yet, like a Dog in a Pancing- School. 
1e. WellSirz bike ber, and with her al the Joy 
L can give you. * OY x 9 5 
. Mhy does not the Man take me? Wou'd. you have 
mo give my ſelf to you over againn??nn — 

_ Mira, Ay, and over and over again; (Kiſſes her Hand.) 
Ixou d have you as often as poſſibly 1 can. Well, Hea- 5 
ven grant I love you not too well, that's all my Fear. 7 
be Sir Wil. Sheart, you?! have time enough to toy after 
 - you'remary'd;if youwilltoy now, let us have a Dance 

in the mean time, that we ho are not Lovers may have 
ſome other imployment, beſides looking on. 
Mira. Wich all my Heart, dear Sir Wilfull. What ſhall 


woe do for Muſick? _ TT IT OO OLT ov OY 
© #6i. O Sir, ſome that were provided for Sir Rowland's 
Entertainment are yet within Call. (A dance. 


 Lady##iſh. As lama Perſon I can hold out no longer; 
have waited my Spirits ſo to-Day already, that 


I am ready to fink under the Fatigue zand { cannot but have 
ſome Fears upon me yet, that my Son Fainall will purſue 
ſome deſperate Courſe. „ 0%. Ong 
Alira. Madam, diſquiet not your ſelf on that Account; 
to my Knowledge his Circumſtances are ſuch, he muſt 
of Force comply. For my part, 1 will contribute all 
that in me lies to a Re- union: In the mean time, Ma- 
dam, (To Mr, Fain.) let me befoꝛe theſe Witneſſes reſtore 
ta you this Deed of Truſt; it may be a Means, well ma- 
nag d, to make you live eaſily rogether, 
From henes let thoſe be waru'd, u ho mean towed; | : 
. Left mutual Falſhood ſtain the Bridal- Bed: | | 
For each Deceiver to his Coſt may find, 
That Marriage Frauds too oft are paid in kind  _ 
N A _-(ExeuntOmnes, 
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FFT 
PROLOGUI 
T he- Opening of the New n Pro- 
; Po to be ſpoken by Mrs. racegirdle in 
Man's Cloths. *© 2 


Sent from an unknown Hand. 
ro M which every where bears mighty Sw, 
Brings me to act the Orator to Day: | 
But Women, you will ſay, are ill at Speeches, 
Ii true, aud therefore I appear in Breeches * | 
Not for Example to you City Wives, © 
That, by Preſcriptton's ſettled for your Lives. 
Wa it for Gain the Husband fir conſentel? 
O yes, their Gains are mightily augmented? 6 
[Making Horns with her Hands over her Head. 
And yet, methinks it mu$ have coſt ſome Strife: 
A Paſſive Hucband, and an active Wife: 
'Th aukward, very aukward, by my Life. _ 
But to my Speech. Aſſemblies of all Nations i 
Still are ſuppos d to open with Orationk·x 
Mine ſhall begin, to ſhew our Obligations. 
To you, our Benefactors, lowly Bowing, 
Whoſe Favours have prevented our Undoing z 
A long Egyptian Bondage we endur'd, 
Till Freedom, by your Fuſtice, we procur d: = 
Our Tuh-maSters were grown ſuch very Jews, 1 
We muſi at length bave piay d in Wooden Shoes, 
Had not your Bounty taught us to refuſe. 
8 | | _ Free- 


> © 28 7 


4 PROLOGUE. 
Freedom's of Engliſh Growth, I think done. > 
hat for loft Engliſh Freedom can anone ? ?g 
A Free born Player loaths to be compell d; 5 


Our Rulers Tyranni⁊ d, and We Rebell 0. 5 
Freedom / the Wiſe Man's Wiſh, the Poor Mar Weath; 


Which you, and 1. and moſt of us enjo 4 by Stealth, 


The Sole! of Pleaſure, and the Sweet of Life, 
The Woman's Charter, Widow, Maid or Wife, 
hi they d have cancell'd, and thence grew the aniſe. 
But you, perhaps, wou d have me here confeſs 
How we obtain d the Favour Can t you gueſs? * 
Why then T'll tell you, (for I hate a Lie) gt 
3 By Brib'ry errant Brib'ry, let me die: 
* was their. Agent, but by Jove I ſwear 
| No honourable Member had a Share, 
Who young and able Members bid me Fair. 
IJ choſe a wiſer way to make you willing. 
Which has not coft the Houſe a fingle Shilling 3 3 
Now you ſuſpect at leaſt I went a Billing. 
+ Tou ſee m Toung, and to that Air of routh, 
Some will add Beauty, and 4 little Fruth; 
Theſe Pow'rful Charms, improv'd by Pow'rful 4 
Prevail d to captivate your op ning Heart. 
_ Thus furniſh d, I preferr d my Poor Petition, - 
And brib d ye, to commiſerute our Conditions 
I Laughd. J N80 d. and Sung, and leer d upon je, 
14 . With roguiſh loving Looks, and that may won _ by. ,'v 
S' . The Toung Men kifi'd me. and the Old T Ad, 
* ” op luringly. T led them as T lift. 
"The Ladies im meer Pity took our Parts, | 
Y Pity's the Darling Paſſion of their Heart... | 
= Thus Bribing or thus Brib d, fear no Piſerecer'5 D $84.64 4 
| * thus you may * Bribes, * hee 1 wi Ale 
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Spoken at the Opening of the Ney - Houſe. 
By Mr. Betterton. 


HE Husbandman in vain renews hi Toit, 
Jo cultivate each Tear a hungry Soil 3 
And fondly hopes for rich and generous Fruit. 
hen what ſbou d feed the Tree, dewours the Root: 
I unladen Boughs, he ſees, bode certain Dearth, 
_ Unleſs tranſplanted to more kindly Earth. 
So the poor Husbands of the Stage, who found 
Their Labours lo upon th ungrateful Ground, 
This laft and only Remedy have prov'd ; ET hee 
And hope new Fruit from antient ftocks remov'd..  _ 
. Will may they hope when you ſo kindly aid, 
And plant à Svil which you ſo rich have made. 
.1s Nature gave the World to Man's firſt Age, 
Ss from your Bounty we receive this Stage; 
The Freedom Man was born to, you ve reſtor d, 
And to our World fuch plenty you afford, . 
It ſeems like Eden, fruitful of its own Accord. 
But fince in Paradiſe, frail Fleſh gave way. 
And when but twowere made, both went aſtray; 
Forbear your Wonder, and the Eault forgive, 
If in our larger Family we grieve 
One falling Adam. and one tempted Eve. 
Me who remain would gratefully repay 
What our Fndeavours can, and bring this Day, 
The firſt Fruit off ring of a Virgin Play. | : 
Me hope there's ſomething hat may pleaſe each Tiſfe, 
And tho of homely Fire we make the Feaſt, _ 
Ne: you will find Variety at leaſt. 
fo A3 There's 


— 


6 PROLOGUE. 
5 © There's Humour, which for cheerful Friends we got; 
And for the thinking Party there's 4 Ploa r.. 
Ve ve ſomething too to gratifie ill Nature, 
(If there be any here) and that is Satt. 
Tho Satyr ſcarce dares grin. tis grown ſo mild; 
Or only ſhews its Teeth. as if it ſmil d. | 
As Aſſes Thiſiles, Poets mumble Wit; 
And dare not bite for fear of. being bit. | 
They hold their Pens, as Swords are held by Foolf, | ( 
And are afraid to uſe their own Edge-Tools | 
Since the Plain-Dealers Scenes of Manly\Rage, | 
Not one has dar'd to laſh this Crying Age | | 
This 2 the Poet owns the bold Eſſay, 
Tet hopes there's no ill Manners in his Play: 
And declares by me, he has deſign d, | 
Aﬀfront to none, but frankly ſpeaks his Min. op 
And ſhou'd th*enſuing Scenes not chance to hit, 8 


He fers but this one Excuſe. "Twas writ 
Before your late Encouragement of Mit. 


| = Spoken at the Opening of the New-Houſe, 
| By Mrs. Bracegirdle. | 


how, 4s Ithink, they Call borne Py Py thagories- E 
| 8 7 Fw 


— —— — 


EPILOGUE. - 
I'm lure *th ſome juch Latin Name they gave 'em 


Aud we, who know no better, mu believe m. 


Now to theſe Men (ſay they) {ch Souls were given, hs 
That after Death ne er went to Hell nor Heaven, 
But livd I know not how, in Beals; and then, 


. When many Tears were paſt, in Men again. 
 Methinks we Players reſemble ſuch a Soul. 


That does from Bodies. we from Houſes ſtroll. | 


Tus Ariſtotle's Soul, of old that was, 52 


And this our Audience. which did once reſort * p48 # 
J ſhining Theatres to ſee our Sport, 1 | 
Nom find us toſs d into a Tennis- Court. 


And now they re fll'd with Feſis and Flights, and Bombaſt 7 


Grant Heaven, we don's return to our firſt Station. 


» 


Pt... 


May now be damn d to animat an Aſs; +349 


Or in this very Houſe, for ought we know, 


Ts doing painful Pennance in ſome Beau : 


Theſe Walls but t'other Day weve fill'd with Noiſe, 
Of roaring Gameſters, and your Damme-· Boys: 
Then bounding Balls and Rackets they encompaſs d, 


IT vow, I don't much like this Tranſmigration, 
Strolling from Place to Place, by Circulation, 


I know not what theſe think, but for my Part, 

F can t reflect without an aking Heart, | 
How: we ſhould end in our Original, a Cart: 
But we can't fear, ſince you're ſo good ta ſave us, 
That you haue only ſet us up to leave us. Mn 


Thus from the pafi, we hope for future Grace, 


J beg i — 


And ſome here know T have 4 begging Face, 


Then pray continue this your kind Behaviour, _ 
For 4 clear Stage won t da without your Favour. 


* 


1 


Trapland. A Scrivener. 5 Mr. F. Elrington 
Bucſram. A Lawyer. Mr. Norrßz.. 
a „ 


— 


Nee 


8 
| Sion rerſonæ. 


M E N. | | : By 


Sir Sampſon 2 Father to Palemine and Mr. Vanberbank, 


Legend. Ben. 
Faltin Fallen under his Father's 

Diſpleaſure by his expenſive way & Mr. ofen. 

of living in Love with Angetice. 
Sandal. His Friend, a Free Speaker. Mr. Huchand. 
attle. A half witted Beau, vain of 


his Amours, yet valuing himſelf Mr arſon Jun. 
for Secrecy. | f 


Ben. Sir Sampſons younger Son, hal | 

 home-bred, and half Sea-bred, de- Mr. Grifith 
fign'd to Marry Miſs Prue. 

Foreſight. An illiterate old Fellow,) 
'peeviſh and poſitive, ſuperſtitious | 


» and pretending to underſtand, Mr. Hullem: 
Alſtrology Plyſiog nomy, Palmeſtry,Omens, 4 


Dreams &c. Uncle to Angelica. 
aue Servant to Valentine. Mr. R. Elrington 


Angelica. Niece to Forefight, of a confi 


dera ble Fortune in her own confi: 2 wes Knapp. 


Mrs. Foreſight. Second wiſe to Foreſight. Mrs. Vanderbank 
Mus. Frail. Siſter to Mrs. Forefght, 2 


| Woman of the Town. mee Mrs, Lyddet. 
Miſs Prue. Daughter to Foreſight by a 
former Wife, a filly aukware; Miſs, Ame 
Country Girl. . 
Nurſe to Miſs. _ Mrs. Martin; 
4 Fenny. Maid to Angelica. Mrs. Grace. 


A Stewarl, Offcers. Sailors, ant ſeveral Servants. 
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ACTL SCENE L: 


Valentine; in his Chamber —_ Fein: Wais OY 


"Wl. JEREMY. TEA 
Fer. Sir. 
Val. Here, take away; 1 It wall . Tora; 


and digeſt what I have read.. 


dl 


Fer. You'll grow Develiſh Fat upon this paper- 


Diet. { 4Aſede; and taking away the Books- 


Pa. And &'ye hear, go you to Breakfaſt— Theres pr 15 
a Page doubled demn in pia, that i is a Fealt for 8 


an Emperor. 


Fer. Was Epicterus a real Cook, or did he. only 


_ write Receipts? 


Val. Read, read, sirrah, and refine your Appetitez 
learn to live upon Inſtruction; feaſt your mind, 
and mortifie your Fleſh; read, and take your Nou- 
riſhment in at your Eyes; tut up your Mouth and 


che w the Cud of Underſtanding. S0 Epictetus adviſes. 
Fer. O Lord! I have' heard much of him, when I 


waited upon a Gentleman at cambridge: Pray what 


was that Fpictetus 
Val. A very rich Mao e worth a Groat. 
Fer. Humph. and ſo he has made a very fine . 
\ where there is nothing to be eaten. oth 
Fat: les | 
Fer. Sir, you're a Gentleman, and \obabls 55 
"RO en eee n . ee 1 e | 
> UDF; N 


10 LOVE for LOVE. 


rather be at Board-Wages.. Does your Fpiffetus, or 


your Seneca here, or any of theſe poor rich Rogues, 


teach you how to pay your Debts without Money? 
Will they ſhut up the Mouths of your Creditors ? 
Will Plato be Bail for you? Or Diogenes, becauſe he 
underſtands Confinements, and liv'd in a Tub, go 


to Priſon for you? 'Slife,, Sir, wkat do you mean, 
fo mew your ſelf up here with three or four muſty 
Books, in commendation of Starving and Poverty? 


Val. Why, Sirrah, I have no Money, you know 
it; and therefore reſolve to rail at all that have: 


And in that I but follow the Examples of the wiſeſt 
and wittieſt Men in all Ages; theſe Poets and Phi- 
loſophers whom you naturally hate, for juſt ſuch 


another Reafon; becauſe they abound in Senſe, and 
you are a Fool. . | 

Fer. Aye, Sir, I am @ Fool I know it: And yet, 
Heav'n help me, I'm poor enough to be a Wit. 


But I was always a Fool, when I told you what 


your Expences would bring you to; your Coaches 


and your Liveries; your Treats and your Balls ; 
your being in Love witha Lady, that did not care 
à Farthing for you in your Proſperity; and keeping 
Company with Wits, that car'd for nothing but 


your Proſperity; and now when you are poor, 


hate you as much as they do one another. 


val. Well; and now I am poor, Thave an oppor- 
tunity to be reveng'd on em all; I'll purſue Ange- 


lica with more Love than ever, and appear more 
notoriouſly her Admirer in this Reſtraint, than 
when T openly rival'd the rich Fops, that made Court 


to her; fo ſhall my Poverty be a Mortification to 


| Her Pride. and perhaps make her compaſſionate the 


Love, which has principally reduc'd me ro this 
Lowneſs of Fortune. And for the Wits, I'm ſure 
Fm in a Condition to be even with them. 
Fer. Nay, your Condition is pretty even with 
theirs. that's the truth on'r. | 
val. I'll take ſome of their Trade out of their 
Hands. FFF | 
Fer. Now Heav'n of Mercy continue the Tax up- 


om Paper; you don't mean to write? Val. 
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Pal. Yes, I do; Ill write a Play. 


Fer. Hem !—Sir, if you pleaſe to give me a ſmall 
Certificat of three Lines——only to certifie thoſe / 
whom it may concern, That the Bearer: hereof 
Feremy Fetch by Name. has for the ſpace of ſeven 


Years, truly and faithfully ſery'd Valentine Legend 


Eſq ; and that he is not now turn'd away for any 
Miſdemeanor; but does voluntarily diſmiſs his Ma- 


ſter from any future Authority over him 


Pal. No, Sirrah, you ſhall live with me ſtill. 
Fer. Sir, it's impoſſible I may die with you, 
ſtarve with you, or be damn'd with your Works: 


But to live even Three Days, the Life of a Play, I 


no more expect it, than to be Canoniz'd for a Muſe 


after my Deceaſe. | E 780 
Val. You are witty, you Rogue, I ſhall want your 
Help;— III have you learn to make Couplets, to 
tag the ends of Acts? d'ye hear, get the Maids to 
Crambo in an Evening, and learn the knack of 
Rhiming, you may arrive at the height of a Son 
ſent by an unknown Hand, or a Chocolat-Houſe 
Lamp oon, | | | 
Fer. But Sir, Is this the way to recover your Fa- 
ther's Favour > Why Sir Sumpſon will be irreconcila- 
ble. If your Younger Brother ſhou'd come from 
Sea, he'd never look upon you again. You're un- 
done, Sir, you're ruin d; you won't have a Friend 


left in the World, if you turn Poet.—Ah, Pox con- 


found that Will's Coffee-Houſe, it has ruin'd more 
Young Men than the Roya/-Oak Lottery Nothing 
thrives that belongs to't. The Man of the Houſe 
would have been an Alderman by this time with half 


the Trade, if he had ſetup in the City- For my part, 
I never fit at the Door, that I don't get double the 


Stomach that I do at a Horſe-Race. The Air upon 
Banſtead- Domu is nothing to it for a Whetter : Yet I 
never ſee jt, but the Spirit of Famine appears to me, 
ſometimes like a decay'd Porter, worn out with 
Pimping. and carrying Billet-doux and Songs; not 


like other Porters for Hire, but for Jeſts ſake: Now 


like a thin Chair-man, melted down to 1 
| . | ro- 


reel 8 
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Proportion, with carrying a Poet upon Tick to 
viſit ſome great Fortune; and his Fare to be paid 
him like the Wages of Sin. either at me * pe 
Marriage; or the Day of Death. 
gu. Very well, Sir; can you proceed? 6 | 
Fer. Sometimes like a bilk d Bookſeller, with a 


Meagre terrify d Countenance, that looks as if he 


had written for himſelf, or were reſolv'd to turn 
Author, and bring the reſt of his Brethren into the 
ſame Condition. And Laſtly, in the Form of a worn 
out Punk, with Verſes.in her Hand, which her Va- 
nity had preferr 'd to Settlements, without a whole 
Tatter to her Tail, but as ragged as one of the 
Muſes ; or as if ſhe were carrying her Linnen to the. 
Paper-Mill, to be converted into Folio-Books,. of 
Warning to all Young Maids, not to prefer Poetry 
to good Senſe; or lying in the Arms of a needy 
Wir, re the Embraces of a N Fool. 
Enter Scandal. | 

- Scan. What Jeremy holding forth? 

* Pal. The Rogue has (with all the Wit fo could 
muſter up) been declaiming againſt W 

Kan. Ay? Why then im affaid . has Wit: 


For wherever it is, it's always oontriving it 8 own 


Ruin. 
Fer. Why ſo have been telling my Maſter, sir: 
Mr Kandis, for Heaven's ſake, Sir, try if you can 


| diſſuade him from turning Poet. 


- Scan. Poet! He ſhall turn Soldier firſt, and rather 
depend upon the ourfide of his Head, than the Li- 
ning. Why what the Devil. has not your Poverty 
made you Enemies enough? Muſt you needs ſhew 
your Wit to get more? | 

Fer. Ay, more indeed'; for who cares for any 
body that has more Wit than himſelf. 

Scan. Feremy ſpeaks like an Oracle. Don't you ſee 


how worthleſs great Men. and dull rich Rogues, a- 


void a witty Man of {| mall Fortune? Why, he looks 
like a Writ of enquiry. into their Titles and Eſ- 
tates, and ſeems commiſſioned by Heay'n ro ſeize 
* Ws half. 751 J 
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| val. Therefore I would rail in my Writings, and 
of. ® be reveng | 5 


gd. 
__ &an Rall! At whom? the whole World? Impotent 


by and Vain ! Who would die a Martyr to Senſe, in a 
SAP Country where Religion is Folly > You may ſtand 


-4 at Bay fora while. bur when the full Cry is againft 
ay you, you won't have fair Play for your Life. I 


ne you can't be fairly run down by the Hounds you 
will be treacheroufly ſhot by. the Huntſman... 


ag 1 No. turn Pimp, Flatterer. Quack, Lawyer, Parſon. 
le be Chaplain to an Atheiſt, or Stallion to an Old 
ne Woman, any thing but Poet; a Modern Poet is 
ie 3 worſe, more ſervile, timorous and fawning, than 
of | © anyThave nam d: Without you could retrieve the 
„An tient Honours of the Name, recal the Stage of 
7 Athens, and be allow'd the force of open honeſt Sa- 


tir. 1 ä 
Ful. You are as inveterate againſt our Poets, as if 

- ' your Character had been lately expos'd upon the 
d FC tage. — Nay. I am nor violently bent upon the 
Trade [one knocks ] Feremy ſee who's there, [Exit 

=} Feremy ] But tell me what you would have me do? 
© 1 | What do the World ſay of me, and my forc'd Con- 
T finement? _ e 1 N 
Scan. The World behaves it ſelf as it uſed to do 
on ſuch Occaſions; ſome pity you, and condemn 


mW: your Father; others excuſe him. and blame you; 
cr only the Ladies are merciful. and wiſh you well, 
if fince Love and Pleaſurable Expence have been your 
y greateſt Faults. - wh 1 OCT 
7 Enter Jeremy. 

Pal. How now ? Ho IT 
y Fer. Nothing new, Sir; I have diſpatch'd ſom: 
| half a Dozen Duns. with as much Dexterity as 
e hungry ſudge do's Cauſes at Dinner- time. 4 
. Val. What Anſwer have you given em? 
{ Scan. Patience. I ſuppoſe the old Receipt. 


with Patience and Forbearance. and other f 

| Words. thar I was forc'd now to tell *em in pla 
1 _ Cownright Engliſh. | . 
Val. What? B 55 Feꝛ 


8 Fer. No. Faith Str; I have put em off fo Io 
e 


—— 
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Fer. That they ſhould be paid. 

Fal. When? 8 

Fer. To Morrow. | 

Val. And how the Devil do you mean to keep 
| your Word? 
| Fer. Keep it? Not at all; it has been ſo very 
| much ſtretch'd, that I reckon it will break of courſe 

| by To-Morrow, and no body be ſurpriz'd at-the 


dl | latter [ Knocking ] — Again! Sir, if you don't 
13K Uke my Negotiation, will you be pleas'd to anſwer 

C | | theſe your ſelf. | | 

1 Val. See who they are. 5 Exit Feremy, 7 
$i 4 By this, Scandal. you may ſee what it is to be great: 
1 Secretaries of State. Prefidents of the Council. and. 4 
£28 Generals of an Army lead juſt ſuch a life as Ido; 


11 have juſt ſuch Crowds of Viſitants in a Morning, 
|| all ſolliciring of paſt promiſes; which are but a ci- 
i viler ſort of Duns, that lay claim to vol ntary 
1 | Debts. 
Thy Scan. And you, like a true great Man, having en- 
1 gaged their Attendance, and promis'd more than e- 
i | ver you intend to perform; are more perplex'd to. 
find Evaſions, than you would be to invent the 
| honeſt means of keeping your Word, and gratify- 


ning your Creditors. EW ls 
1 Val. Scan lal, learn to ſpare your Friends, and do 
1 not provoke your Enemies; this Liberty of your 


Tongue, will one Day bring a Confinement on 
your Body, my Friend. 
| Re. enter Jeremy. „ 
| Fer. O Sir, there s Trapland the Scrivener, with 
tuo ſuſpicious Fellows like lawful Pads. that wou'd 
knock a Man down with Pocket-Tipſtaves.— 
And there's your Father's Steward; and the Nurſe 
With one of your Child ren from Twitnam. | 
Vil. Pox on her, cou'd ſhe find no other time 
to fling my Sins in my Face: Here, give her this, 
| Gives Money, 


6 Pp * 
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nd bid her trouble me po more; a thoughtleſs 
1 f * handed Whore, ſhe knows my Condition well 
1 enough, 
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enough, and might have overlaid the Child a Fort- 


night ago, if ſhe had any Forecaſt in her. 


cSran. What is it n Margery, and my God. 


ſon? 
Fer. Yes, Sir. 
Kran. My - Bleſſing to the Boy, with this Token 


[Gives Money. 
of my Love. *And 4 ye hear, bid Margery put more 


Blocks in her Bed, ſhift twice a Week, and not 
work ſo hard, that ſhe may not ſmell ſo vigorouf- 


Iy— I ſhall take the Air ſhortly. 


Val. Scan dal, don t ſpoil my Boy's Milk. 
Bid Trapblanl come in. If I can give that Cerberus a 
Sop, I ſhall be at reſt for one Day. [Ex. Jeremy. 

Enter Trapland and Jeremy. 

O Mr. Trapland! my old Friend | Welcom. Feremy, 
a Chair quickly: A Bottle of Sack and a Toaſt— 
fly 2 Chair firſt. | 


to you Mr. Scandal. 


. 


- Trap. A good Morning to you Mr. Valentine, as 


Scan. The Morning' Sa very good Morning, if vou 


don'r ſpoil it. 
Vu. Come fit down, you know his way. 
Trap. For is a Debt, Mr. Valentine. of 1500 l 


Site. Sof pretty long ſtanding 
Vil. I cannot talk about Buſineſs with a Thirſty 
Pa late Sirrah the Sack. | 


Trap. And defire ro know what Courſe you have 


taken for the Payment? 


Vu. Faith and Troth, I am heartily glad to ſee © 


you my Service to you, —fil}, fill, to honeſt 
Mr. Trapland, fuller. 
Trap. Hold, Sweet-heart. This is not to our Bu- 


fineſs——ny Service to you Mr. Scandals Drints] ; 


I have forborn as long. 


vi. T'other Glaſs, and then we'l talk. Fill. Seats 


Trap. No more, in truth have forborn, 1 


fay. 


Val. Sirrah fill when I bid vou Ad how do's 
your handſom Daughter Come a good Husband 
ro her.. ; (Drinks. 

as iy: Trap. 


. 
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Tap. Thank you———T have been out of this Mo: 


ney | 
Val. Drink firſt, Sandal, why do you not Drink? 


They Drink. 


Trap. And in ſhort, I can be put off no — 9 

Val. I was much oblig'd to you for your Supply : 
It did me Signal Service in my neceſſity. But you 
delight in doing good. Sandal, Drink to me, my 
Friend Trapland's Health, An honeſter Man lives 
Not, nor one more ready to ſerve his Friend in Di- 
ſtreſs. tho' I ſay it to his Face. Come, fill each Man 
kis Glaſs. | = 
Scan. What, I know Trapland has been a Whore- 
maſter, and loves a Wench ſtill. You never knew a 
MWhoremaſter, that was not an honeſt Fellow. 

Trap. Fie, Mr. Sandal, you never knew. 
San. What don't I know 2—1I know the Buxom 
black Widow in the Poultry—$8001. a Year Joyn- 
ture, and 20000 l. in Money. A hah? Old Trap. 

Fal. Say you ſo, Ffaith: Come, we'll remember 


the Widow: I know whereabouts you are: Come, 


10 the Widow. 55 

Trap. No more indeed. 

Yai, What, the Widows Health: give it him 
off with it. | ll bey Drink, 


A Lovely Girl, Tfaith, black ſparkling Eyes ſoft 


pouting Ruby-Lips! better ſealing there, than a 
Bond for a Million, hah! en Te | 
Trap. No, no, there's no ſuch Thing. we'd better 
mind our bufine(s..————yon're a Wag. 

Val. No faith, we'll mind the Widow's bufineſs : 
fill again —Pretty round heaving Breaſts — a Bar- 
bary ſha pe, and a jut to her Bum, would ſtir an An- 
choret: And the prettieſt Foot! Oh if a Man could 
but faſten his Eyes to her Feet. as they ſteal in Ind 
out and play at Bo-peep under her Petticoats: ah! 
Mr. Trap! in. * SEES * 2 | 

Trap. Verily. give me a Glaſs you're a Wag, 
und here's to the Widow. | [ Drinks. 

&an "Te begins to Chuckle; — ply him cloſe. or 
he I relapſe into a Dun. N N 


Euter 


Zee r „„ - 

's 2 ING bo * 1 — -nl ai. = —— _ 

* 8 cute oe” 2 ES rr 2 3 CER * N 2 » 
WY ” . 8 3 x - 5 ; N en a ccc 8 S 3 * 


TTT PPFccccccccccc cr S ; £ TP — 3 n 
_ 8 TION $00 2 25% 2 — 2 8 8 oe, "OR ML ne — n * * n . ets 3 e 


LOVE for LOVR 1 


1 1 Enter Officer. 
OF. By your leave. Gentlemen,. — Mr. Trapland, 
if we muſt do our Office, tell us We have half 
a dozen Gentlemen to Arreſt in Pall- Mall. and Covent 


Garden; and if we don't make-haſte rhe Chairmen 
will beabroad, and block up the Chocolat Houſe, 


and then eur Labours loſt. 

Trap. Udſo that's true, Mr. Valentine I love Mirth, 
but Buſineſs muſt be done, are you ready to 

Fey. Sir, your Father's Steward ſays he comes to 
make Propoſals concerning your Debts. 

Ya. Bid him come in: Mr. Iraptand, ſend away 
your Officer, You ſhall have an Anſwer preſently. 

Trap. Mr. Snap ſtay within Call. [ Exit Off cer. 

| [Enter Steward and Whiſpers Valentine. 

gan. Here's a Dog now, a Fraytor in his Wine: 
Sirrah refund the Sack: Feremy fetch him ſome: 
warm Water, or PIl rip up his Stomach, and go: 
the ſhorteſt way ro his Conſcience. 

Trap. Mr. Sanda you are Uncivilz F did not vas 


lue your Sack; hut you cannot expect it again, 


when I have drank it. 
Fan. And how do you expect to have your Mo- 
ney again, when a Gentleman has ſpent it? | 
Val. You need ſay no more Tunderſtand the Con- 


ditions; they are very hard, but my Neceſſity is 
very prefling; I agree to em: take Mr. Tyabland 


with you. and ler him draw the Writing 
Mr. Trapland, you know this Man, he ſhall ſatisfie 


ou. 
Trap. Sincerely, Fam loth to be thus preſſing, but 
my Neceſſity. | 
: * Apology good Mr. Scrivener, you ſhall 
e paid. 5 
Frap. I hope you forgive me, my buſineſs requires. 
[Exernt Steward, Tra p. and fer. 
Sram He begs Pardon like a Hangman at an Exe 
eution. 1 
Val. But I have got a Reprieve. i - 
San. Fam ſurprizd; what, do's your Fatherr re- 
KS. All. 


18 


— —ů— — — ore 1 | 2 * Fe 
* 4 3 
" 
% 


LOVE vr LOVE. 


Fal. No, He has ſent me the hardeſt Conditions in 
the World: You have heard of a Booby-Brother of 
mine, that was ſent to Sea three Years ago? This 
Brother, my Father hears ts landed; whereupon he 


very affectionately ſends me Word; It I will make 
à Deed of Conveyance of my Right to his Eſtate af- 


ter his Death, to my younger Brother, he will im- 
mediately furniſh me with Four Thouſand Pounds 
to pay my Debts. and make my Fortune. This was 


once propos d before, and I refus'd it; but the pre- 


ſent impatience of my Creditors for their Money, 
and my own Impatience of Confinement, and ab- 
ſence from Angelica force me to conſent. 5 
Scan. A very deſperate demonſtration of your love 
do Angelica: And — ſhe has never given you 
any aſſurance of hers. 8 | 

Val. You know her Temper; ſhe never gave me 
any great reaſon either for hope or deſpair. 

Sean. Women of her airy temper. as they ſeldom 
think before they act, fo they rarely give us any 
light to gueſs at what they mean: But you have lit- 
tle reaſon to believe that a Woman of this Age, 
who has had an indifference for you in your Proſ- 
perity, will fall in love with your ill Fortune: be- 


. Hides, Angelica has a great Fortune of herown, and 


great Foftunes either expect another great Fortune, 
or a Fool. . ; "O17 
Enter Jeremy. 

Fer. More Mis fortunes, Sif. _ | 
Fs. What another Doan? ©. Ton 
Fer. No Sir. bur Mr. Tirzle is come to wait upon 
Val. Well. I can't help it — you muſt bring him 
up; He knows I don't go abroad [Exit Jeremy. 
Scan. Pox on him, III be gone. Tis 
Fil. No. prithee ſtay : Tattie and you fhovid never 
be aſunder; you are light and ſhadow, and ſhew one 
another: he is perfectly thy reverfe both in humour 
and underſtanding; and as yon {et up for De fama- 

tion. he is a mender of Reputations. | 

Seen A mender of Repntarions! Aye, juſt, as he 
is a keeper of ſecrets, another Virtue that he. ſets 
7 : up 
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up for in the ſame manner. For the Rogue will 


ſpeak aloud in the poſture of a Whiſperer; and de- 
ny a Womans Name. while he gives you the marks 


of her Perſon : He will forſwear receiving a Letter 


from her, and at the ſame time ſhew you her Hand 
upon the superſcription: And yet perhaps he has 
counterfeired the Hand too; and (worn to a truth; 
but he hopes not to be believ'd; and refuſes the 
reputation of a Ladies Favour. as a Doctor ſays No, 
to a Biſhoprick, only that it may be granted him, 


ln ſhort. he is a publick Profeſſor of Secrecy, . 


and makes Proclamation that he holds private In- 
telligence —He's here. ” 
Enter Tattle, | 
Tar: Valentine. good Morrow; Scamlal, Tam yours, 
that is, when you ſpeak well of me. | 


Scan. That is, when I am yours; for while I am 
my own. or any body's elſe, that will never happen, 


Tat. How inhuman! 


Val. Why Tutle, you need not be much concern'd | 


at any thing that he ſays: For to converſe with 
Scandal. is to play at Loſing Loadum; you muſt Joſe a 
gone Name to him, before you can win it for your 
E N f j 4 2 0 
Tut. But how barbarous that is, and how unfor- 
tunate for him. that the World ſhall think the bet- 
ter of any Perſon for his Calumniation! I thank 
Heav'n it has always been a part of my Character, 
to handle the Reputation of others very tenderly. 
Scan. Ay, ſuch rotren Reputations as you have to 
deal with, are to be handl'd tenderly indeed. 
Tut. Nav, but why rotten > Why ſhould you fay 


rotten, when you know not the Perſons of whom 


you ſpeak > How cruel that is? 

Scan. Not know em? Why thou never hadſt to 

do with any Body that did nor ſtink to all the Town. 
Tit. Ha ha. ha; nay. now you wake a Jeſt of it 

indeed. For there is nothing more known than 

that no Body knows any thing of that nature of me: 


As I hope to he fav'd, Pulentine. I never expos da 


Woman fince I knew what Woman was. | 
| ; Vat. 
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pal. And yet you have convers'd with ſeveral. 


Tat. To be free with y Ou I have II don't care 


if I own that-—Nay more (I'm going to ſay a bol 


Word now) I never could meddle with a Woman 


thar had to. do with any body elle. 


San. How. ; See 
Pal. Nay Faith, I'm apt to believe him Except 


her Husband Turtle. 


it. She was brib'd to that by one that we all know 


Tut. O that: 

$a What think you of that Noble Commoner, 
Mrs. Drab? | ; 

Tit. Pooh, I know Madam Drab has made her brags 
in three or four places. that I ſaid this and that, 
and writ to her. and did I know not what Bur, 
upon my Reputation, ſhe did me wrong WII 
well, that was Malice—Bur I know the bottom of 


—A Man too. Only to bring me into Diſgrace 
with a certain Woman of Quality | 

Scan Whom we all know. 

Tut. No matter for that Tes, yes, every Body 
knows | | e 
No doubt on't every Body knows my Secrets 
But I ſoon ſatisfy d the Lady of my Innocence; for 
I told her. Madam ſavs I there are ſome Per- 
fons who make it their Buſineſs to tell Stories and 
fay this and that of one and tother, and every 
thing in the World. and, fays I, if your Grace 

Kran. Grace! ” FE 

Tit. O Lord, what have J faid> my unlucky 
Tongue ? EY 

Vat. Ha, ha, ha. ; 

San. Why, Title. thou haſt more Impudence than 
ene can in reaſon expect: I ſhall have an Eſteem 


for thee, well. and ha ha, ha, well, go on, and 


rant Lapſus Lingua 


what did you fay to her Grace? | 
Pal. | confeſs this is ſomething extraordinary, 

Tit. ot a Word, as T hope to be ſav'd ; an er- 

Come. let's talk of fome- 

thing elſe. | | | 

#8. Well, but how did yon acquit your ſelf. 


Tus: 


LOVE for LOVE. a1 

Tut. Pooh, pooh. nothing at all, I only rally'd_ 
with you——a Woman of ord nary kunk wasa little 
jealous of me, and I told her ſomerhing or other, 
Faith — I know not what Come. let's talk 
of ſomething elſe. [ Hums a Song. 

an. Hang him, let him alone, he has a Mind we 
ſhould enquire. 

Tar. Valenine I ſupp'd laſt Night with your Miſ- 
'trels and her Uncle Old Foreſight I think your Fa- 
ther lyes at Forefight's. 


Val. Yes. 
rat. Upon my Soul Angelice'sa fine Wann 


4 ſo is Mrs. Forefipht. and her Siſter Mrs. Frail. 


Scan. Yes, Mrs. Frail is a very fine n we all 
know her. 

Tar. Oh that is not fair. 

Scan. What 2 

Tit. To tell. 

Scan. To tell what 2 Why, EN 40 you know of 


Mrs. Frail. 


Tit. WhoT > upon Honour t dew t know whether 
the be Man or Woman, but by the ſmoothneſs of 
her Chin. and roundneſs of her Lips. | 

Scan. No! 

Tat, No. 

&an. She fare otherwiſe. 

Tat. Impoſſible ! 

Scan. Yes Faith. Ack Pulentine elſe. 

Tar. Why then, as I hope to be ſav'd, I believe 2 | 


| Woman only obliges a Man to Secrecy, that ſhe 
may have the Pleaſure of telling her ſelf. 


Sean. No doubt on't. Well but has ſhe done 


you Wrong or no? You have had her? Ha? 


Tit Tho I have more Honour than to tell firſt; I 


have more Manners than to contradict what a Lady 
has declar d. 


Kan. Well, you own it? 
Tar. Tam ſtrangely ſurpriz d! Yes, yes, I can't 


deny't, if ſhe taxes me with it. 


very * 


Sau. She'll be here by and by, ſhe ſees Pdentine & © 
8 1 Rur. — 
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VE. 
Tut. How ! | 2 
yu She does me the Favour l mean of a Viſit 
ſometimes. I did not think ſhe had granted more 
to any Body. | | | 
Scan. Nor I, Faith but Tuttle does not uſe to 
belie a Lady; it is contrary to his Character 
How one may be deceived in a Woman, Valentine? 
2 Tat. Nay, whatdo you mean, Gentlemen ? 
Scan. I'm reſolv'd III ask her. So 
Tar. O Barbarous! why did you not tell me— 
Scan. No. you told us, 
Tar. And bid me ask Valentine. 
val. What did I ſay? I hope you won't bring me 
| to confeſs an Anſwer, when you never ask'd me the 
„ Queſtion, 7 - | 1 
Tut. But, Gentlemen, this is the moſt inhuman 
Proceeding 5 
Val. Nay if yon have known Kanal thus long, 
and cannot avoid ſnch a palpabie Decoy as this was, 
the Ladies have a fine time, whole Reputations are 
in your keeping. 5 


of 


Waitine- Women bv the Name of Truſty Mr. Tatle 

more — Vo vill not be ſo cruel. . 
Val Scandal, have Pity on him; he'll yield to a- 

ny. Conditions. | Tat. 


| Fer. Sir, Mrs. Fail has ſent to know if you ere 
. ſtirring. N „5 
AB Pal. Shew her up u hen ſhe comes. [Exit Fer. d 
| Tat. III be gone. ; gs 5 | 
Val. You'll meet her. | [ | db) 
| Tat. Have you not a back way ? EE Fi 
2 Val. If there were, you have more Diſcretion, tan th 
I to give Sands} ſuch an Advantage; why your run- 
a þ | ning away will prove all that he can tell her. | 1 
41 Lat. vcandal you will not be fo ungenerout—O, 
. T ſhall loſe my Reputation of Secrecy for ever— I 
iS ſha!l never he rec-iv d but upon Publick Days and 
; my Viſits will ne er he admitted beyond a Drawing- | 
| | Room: I ſhall never ſee a Bed-Chamber again ne- ſtr 
| ; ver be lock d ina Cloſet nor run behind a Screen, Pa 
$:; ornnadora Table; never he diſtinguith'd among the ca 
Ti | 
1 
1 


it 
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Fran. Come then. ſacr1i 


Quality too, the firſt Quality. 


Paſſion, but it very rarely mends a Mans Manners. 


p \ f 


— 


fice half a dozen Women 
of good Reputation to me preſently Come, where 
are your familiar And ſee that they are Women of 


; Tu. Any, any Terms, 


Won't a Baronet's La- 


Tut. "Tis very hard 
dy paſs? : | 
Scan. No. nothing under a Right Honourable. 
Tit. O Inhuman'! You don't expect their Names. 
Scan. No, their Titles ſhall ſerve. EY 
Tut. Alas, chats the fame thing: Pray ſpare me 
their Titles; I 11 deſcribe their Perſons. | 
Scan Well, begin then: But take notice, if you 
are ſo ill a Painter that I cannot know the Perſon 
by your Picture of her, you muſt be condemn'd 
like other bad Painters, to write the Name at the 
Bottom. | 
Tatt. Well, firſt then 
Enter Mrs. Frail. | 
O unfortunate ! ſhe's come already; will you have 
Patience *till another Time I ll double the 
Number. 1 | 
$4n. Well, on that Condition—Take heed you 
don't fail me. ; | 
Mrs. Frail. Hey Dey! I ſhall ger a fine Reputation 
by coming to ſee Fellows in a Morning. Scandal, 
you Devil, are you here too? Oh Mr. Tuttle, every 
thing is ſafe with you, we know. 
Scan Tartle. 5 „ 
Tit. Mum O Madam you do me too much Honour. 
Fil. Well Lady Galloper how does Angelica? 
Hail. Angelica? Manner! 
Val. What. you will allow an abſent Lover 
Frail. No III allow a Lover preſent with his Mi- 
ſtreſs ro be particular But otherwiſe I think his 
Paſſion onght to give place to his Manners. 
Val. But what if he have more Paſſion than Man- 


ners. 


Fr it. Then let him marty and reform. i 
Val. Marriage indeed may qualifie the Fury of his 


Fail. : 


been bred at Sea, and ſhe has been never our of the 
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Frail. You are the moſt miſtaken in the World ; 
there is no Creature perfectly Civil but a Husband. 
For in a little time he grows only rude to his Wife, 
and rhat is rhe higheſt good Breeding, for it begets 
his Civility o other People. Well, I'll tell you 
News; bur I ſuppole you hear your Brother Benja- 
min is landed: And my Brother orefjght's Daughter 
is come out of the Country I afſure you, 
there's a Match talk d of by the old People 7 
Well, if he be but as great a Sea-Beaſt as ſhe is a 
Land Monſter we ſhall have a moſt Amphibious _? 
| Breet The Progeny will be all Orters he has 


| 


Country. 8 : 
Hul. Pox take them their Conjunction bodes me 
no good, I'm ſure. : | 
Fail. Now you talk of Conjunction my Brother 
 Foreſ ht has caſt both their Nativities, ard Progno» #7 
ſticates an Admiral and an eminent Juſtice of the . 7 
Peace to be the Iſſue-Male of their two Bodies; tis 
the moſt juperſtitious old Fool! He would have per- 
ſuaded me, that this was an unlucky Day. and 
would not let me come abroad: But I invented a 
Dream, and ſent him to Artimedorus for Interpreta- 
tion, and ſo ſtole out to fee you. Well. and what 4 
will you give me now? Come, I muſt have ſome- 
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thing. "Op 2 
Pal. Step into the next Room and III 
give you ſomething. _ | T 
Scan. Ay well all give you ſomething. b 
Fail. Well, what will you all give me? 1 
Val. Mine's a Secret. = 
Frail. 1 thought vou would give me ſomething, |# 1 
that would bea Trouble for you to keep. F. 
Val. And Sandal ſhall give you a good Name. 0 
Fail. That's more than he has for himſelf. And 41 
what will you give me. Mr. Tatle ? - Pe 
Tut. I> my Soul Madam. | P 
Frail. Pooh No I thank you I have enongh to © 
do to take care of my own. Well; but III come f 


= 
1 


and fee you one ot theſe Mornings: I hear you have 
a great many Pictures. Tat. 
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Tut. I have a pretty good Collection at your 


Service, ſome Originals. 


Scan. Hang him, he has nothing but the Seaſons and 
the Twelve Caſars, paultry Copies; and the Five Senſes 
as ill repreſented as they are in himſelf. And he 
himſelf is the only Original you will ſee there. 

Frail. Ay, but I hear he has a Cloſet of Beauties. 

Scan. Yes, all that have done him Favours, if you 
will believe him. | 

Frail. Ay, let me ſee thoſe, Mr. Tuttle. 4 

Tatt. Oh Madam, thoſe are ſacred to Love and 
Contemplation. No Man but the Painter and my. 
ſelf, was ever bleſs'd with the Sight. 

Frail. Well, but a Woman- _ | 

Tatt. Nor Woman, till ſhe conſented to have 
her Picture there too for then ſhe is obliged 
to keep the Secret. nn ant + as we 

Kan. No, no; come to me if you wou'd ſee Pi- 
As. | : 

Frail. You? 33 oy TE. 

Scan. Yes faith, I can ſhew you your own Picture 
and moſt of your Acquaintance to the Life, and as 
like as at Kneller's. 5 2 

Frail. O lying Creature Valemine, does not he 
lye -I can't believe a Word he ſayͤs. 

Val. No indeed, he ſpeaks Truth now: For as 


Tutte has Pictures of all that have granted him Fa- 


vours, he has the Pictures of all that have refus'd 
him; if Satyrs, Deſcriptions, Characters, and Lam- 
poons are Pictures. Et 

Scan. Yes, mine are moſt in black and white. 


And yet there are ſome ſet out in their true Co- 


lours, both Men and Women, I can ſhew you Pride, 
Folly, Affectation, Wantonneſs. Inconſtancy, Co- 
vetouſneſs, Diffimulation. Malice, and Ignorance, 
all in one Piece. Then T can ſhew you Lying, Fop- 


pery, Vanity. Cowardice, Bragging. Lechery, Im- 


potence, and Uglineſs, in another Piece; and yet 
one of theſe is a celebrated Beauty, and t'other a 
protels « Beau, I have Paintings too, ſome plea- 
ant enough. „„ 
N © Bail. 


- 
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Frail. Come let's hear em. | = 
Scan. Why, I have a Beau in a Bagnio, Cupping 
for a Complexion, and ſweating for a Shape. 
* Frail. So. | 1 
Sir Then I have a Lady burning of Brandy in 
a Cellar with a Hackney-Coachman. 3 
Hai. O Devil! Well but that Story is not true. 

San. I have ſome Hieroglyphicks too, I have a 
Lawyer with a hundred Hands, two Heads, and but 
one Face! a Divine with two Faces, and one Head; 
and I have a Soldier with his Brains in his Belly, 
and his Heart where his Head ſhould be. 

Frail. And no Head? —_ | 

San. No Head. . f 
Bail. Pooh, this is all Invention. Have you 
ne er a Poet ? . 1 
Kan. Les, J have a Poet weighing Words, and ſel- 
ling Praiſe for Praiſe, and a Critick picking his 
Pocket. I have another large Piece too, repreſent- 
ing a School, where there are huge proportion'd 
Criticks, with long Wigs, lac'd Coats, Steinkirk Cra- 
vats, and terrible Faces; with Cat-calls in their 
Hands, and Hornbooks about their Necks. I have 
many more of this kind; very well painted, as you 
ſhall ſee.” Te, 8 
Frail, Well, III come, if it be only to diſprove 
Enter Jeremy. 


Fere. Sir, here's the Steward again from your Fa- 


Vu. Til come to him will you 
leave, I'Il wait on you again preſent]y. 5 

Frail. No I'll be Ne Come, who ſquires me 
to the Exchange? I muſt call my Siſter Forefight there. 
Kan. I will; I have a Mind to your Siſter. 

Frail. Civil! | | 3 
Tatt. Iwill; becauſeT have a Tender for your 
Lad yſhip. V N 1 
' Frail. That's ſomewhat the better Reaſon, to my 
Hpinion. : | 7 S 


give me 


' 


Kan. 


8 
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gran. Well, if Tattle entertains you, I have the 
better Opportunity to engage your Siſter.  - 

Pal. Tell Angelica. I am about to make hard Con- 
— to come abroad, and be at Liberty to ſee 

er. | 

Sven. I'll give an Account of you and your pro- 
ceedings. If Indiſcretion be a Sign of Love, you 
are the moſt of a Lover ef any Body that I know: 
You fancy that parting with your Eſtate will help 


" *M to your Miſtreſs —]Jn my Mind he is a 


oughtleſs Adventurer, 


Who hopes to purchaſe Wealth by ſelling Land, 
Or win a Miſtreſs 155 4 lofing Tr | | 
Ne : I[Exeunt. 


SD. e. s g. :S S SSS Se 
ACT H. SGCENETE 
A Room in Foreſight's Houſe. 


Enter Foreſight and Servant. 


Fo re EY day! What are all the Women of 
1 my Family abroad? Is not my Wife 
come home? Nor my Siſter, nor my Daughter? 
Serv. No, Sir. ITY DEC pow 
Fore. Mercy on us, what can be the meaning of 
it > Sure the Moon is in all her Fortitudes. Is my 
Niece Angelica at home ? , 125 
Kru. Yes, Sir, 
Fore. I believe you lie, Sir. . 
FKeru. Sir? „ 
Fore. I ſay you lie, Sir. It is impoſſible that any 
thing ſhould be as I would have ir; for I was 
born, Sir, when the Crab was aſcending, and all 
my Affairs go backward. | 
Serv. I can't tell indeed, Sir. 1 | 
| Fore. No, I know you can't, Sir: But I can tell 
Sir, and foretel, Sir. 25 
1 . 2 Enter 


1 
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| Enter Nurſe. 
Nurſe, where's your young Miſtreſs ? 
Nurſe. Wee'ſt heart I know not, they're none of 
dem come home yet: Poor Child, I warrant ſhe's 
fond o' ſeeing the Town-—Marry, pray Heav'n they 
ha given her any Dinner Good lack a day, ha, 
ha, ha, O ſtrange; I'll vow and ſwear now, ha, ha, 
ha, Marry. and did you ever ſee the like! 

Fore. Why how now, what's the matter? | 
Nurſe. Pray Heav'n fend your Worſhip good Luck, 
Marry and Amen with all my Heart, for you have 
put on one Stocking with the wrong fide ontward. 

Fore. Ha, how > Faith and Troth I am glad of it, 
and ſo I have, that may be good Luck in troth, in 
troth it may, very good Luck: Nay I have had 
ſome Omens, I got out of Bed backwards too this 
Morning, without Premeditation ; pretty good that 
too: But then Iſtumbled coming down Stairs. and 
met a Weaſel; bad Omens thoſe; ſome bad, ſome 
good, our Lives are checquer'd: Mirth and Sorrow, 
Want and Plenty, Night and Day, make up our 
Time.—But in troth I'm pleas'd at my Stocking. 
very well pleas'd at my Stocking. O here's 
my Niece ! | | | 
EE Bog Enter Angelica. Hh 
Sirrah, go tell Sir Sam ſon Legend III wait on him, 
if he's at leiſure >——'tis now Three a Clock, a 
| 2 4 good Hour for Buſineſs, Aercury governs this 

our. | | : 


| | ; [Exit Servant. 
Ang. Is it not a good Hour for Pleaſure too, Un- 
4 Pray lend me your Coach, mine's out of Or- 
„ 9 | | 
Fore. What, wou'd you be gadding too > Sure all 
Females are mad to day It is of evil Portent, 
and bodes miſchief to the Maſter of the Family — 
I remember an old Prophecy written by Meſſeha/ah 
the Arabian and thus tranſlated by a Reverend Buck- 
inghamſbire Bard. Ez 
- When Houſe-wives all the Houſe for{ahe, 
And leave good Man to Brem and Bake, 


With 


& 
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Prophecy is not in full force. 
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Withouten Guile the n he it ſaid, 
That Houſe doth ſtand upon its Head; 
And when the Head is ſet in Grond, 

Ne marl, if it be fruiiful fond. 2 NO 
Fruitful, the Head fruitful, that bodes Horns; the 
Fruit of the Head is Horns. Dear Niece, ſtay 
at home — for by the Head of the Houſe is meant 


the Hus band; the Prophecy needs no Explanation. 


Ang. Well but I can neither make you a Cuckold 


Uncle, by going abroad; nor ſecure you from being 


one by ſtaying at home. | | 
Fore. Yes, yes; while there's one Woman left, the 
Ang. Burt my Inclinations are in force; I have a 
mind to go abroad, and if you won't lend me your 
Coach, III take a Hackney, or a Chair, and leave 
you to erect a Scheme. and find who's in Conjunc- 


tion with your Wife. Why don't you keep her at 


home, if you're jealous when ſhe's abroad? You 
know my Aunt is a little Retrograde (as you call it) 
in her Nature. Uncle, I'm afraid you are not Lord 


of the Aſcendant. Ha, ha, ha. : 


Fore, Well, Jill-flirt, you are very pert—and al- 


ways ridiculing that Celeftial Science. 5 
Ang. Nay, Uncle, don't be angry — If you are, 


Fll reap up all your falſe Prophecies. ridiculons 
Dreams, and 1dle Divinations. T1 ſwear you are a 
Nuifance to the Neighbourhood —— What a Buſtle 
did you keep againſt the laſt inviſible Fclipſe, laying 
in Proviſion as *twere for a Siege? What a World 
of Fire and Candle, Matches and Tinder boxes did 


you purchaſe! one wou'd have thought we were 


ever after to live under Ground, or at leaſt making 
a Voyage to Greenland, to inhabit there all the dark 


-. Seaſon. 


_ , 


Eire, Why, you malapert Slut | | 
Ang. Will you lend me your Coach. or III go 
on Nay, I'Il declare how you prophecy'd Po- 
ery was coming, only becauſe the Butler had miſ- 
faid ſome of the Apoſtle's Spoons, and thought they: 


were loſt. Away went Religion and Spoon- meat 


C 3 together 
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together Indeed, Uncle, I'll indite you for 


a Wizard. | | 
Fore. How, Huſſy, was there ever ſuch a provok- 


- ing Minx ? 


Nurſe. O merciful Father, how ſhe talks ! : 

Ang. Yes, I can make Oath of your unlawful mid- 
night Practices; you and the old Nurſe there. 

Nurſe. Marry Heav'n defend I at Midnight 
Practices O Lord, what's here to do ? 1 
in unlawful Doings with my Maſter's Worſhip 
Wfty, did you ever hear the like now Sir, 
did ever I do any thing with your Midnight Con- 


cerns but warm your Bed and tuck you up, and 


ſet the Candle and your Tobacco-box, and your 
Urinal by you, and now and then rub the Soles of 
your Feet? O Lord, 1— 

Ang. Yes, I ſaw you together, through the Key- 
hole of the Cloſet, one Night, like Saul and the 
Witch of Endor, turning the Sieve and Sheers, and 
pricking your Thumbs to write poor innocent Ser- 
vants Names in Blood about a little Nutmeg-Grater 
which ſhe had forgot in the Caudle- Cup Nay, 
J know ſomething worſe, if I would ſpeak of it.— 
Fore. I deſie you, Huſſy 3 but Ill remember this, 
I'll be reveng'd on you, Cockatrice; I'll hamper 
you You have your Fortune in your own 
Hands — but III and a way to make your Lover, 
1 Spendthrift Gallant, Valentine, pay for 
all, I will. | 

Ang. Will you? I care not, but all ſhall out then 
Look to it. Nurſe; I can bring witneſs that you 
have a great unnatural Teat under your left Arm, 
and he another; and that you ſuckle a young Devil 
in theShape of a Tabby-Cat, by turns, I can. 

Nurſe. A Teat, a Teat, I an unnatnral Teat! O 
the faite flanderous thing; feel. feel here, if I have 
any thing but like another Chriſtian, {Crying ] or 
any Teats but Two, that han't given Suck this 
Thirty Years. 5 Pons 

Fore. I will have Patience, fince it is the Will of 


the Stars I ſhoild be thus tormented . This ps 
tne 


— 


LOVE for LOVE. 31 


the Effect of the malicious Conjunctions and Oppo- 


fitions in the Third Houſe of my Nativity; there 
the Curſe of Kindred was foretold — But L 
will have my Doors lock'd up — [11 puniſh you, 


not a Man ſhall enter my Houſe. 


Ang. Do, Uncle, lock em up quickly before my 
Aunt come home —-You'l have a Letter for 
Alimony te morrow Morning But let me be 
gone firſt, and then tet no Mankind come near the 
Houſe, but converſe with Spirits and Celeſtial Signs, 


the Bull, and the Ram, and the Goat. Bleſs me! 


there are a great many horned Beaſts among the 
Twelve Signs, Uncle. But Cuckolds go to Hea- 
ven. | , 
Fore. But there's but one Virgin among the twelve 
Signs, Spitfire, bur one Virgin. 

Ang. Nor there had not been one, if ſhe had had 
to do with any thing but Aſtrologers, Uncle. Thar 


makes my Aunt go abroad. | 


Fore. How? how? is that the Reaſon > Come 
you know ſomething; tell me, and I'll forgive you 
do, good Niece-—Come, you ſhall have my Coach 
and Horſes, faith and troth you ſhall-— Does 


my Wife complain? Come, I know Women tell 
one another 
a wanton Hazle Eye, and was born under Gemini, 


She is young and ſanguin, has 


which may incline her to Society; ſhe has a Mole 


upon her Lip, with a moiſt Palm, and an open Li- 


berality on the Mount of Venus. 
Ang. Ha, ha, ha. | 
Fore. Do you laugh? — Well Gentlewoman, III 
But come, be a good Girl, don't perplex' 
your poor Uncle, tell me won't you ſpeak! 
' | | 


Odd II 
: Enter Servant. | 
Serv. Sir Sampſon 15 coming down to watt upon 
you. 
Ang. Good Bu'y Uncle — Call me a Chair 
IIl find ont my Aunt, and tell her, ſhe muſt not 


come home. 1 
¶Exeum Angelica and _ 


4 
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Fore. I'm fo 7 * and vex'd, Im not fit to 
ſhall ſcarce recover my ſelf before 


receive him; 
the Hour be paſt: Go Nurſe tell Sir Sampſon I'm 
ready to wait on him. x | 
Nurſe. Yes, Sir. | [E. 
Fore. Well! Why, if I was born to be a 
Cuckold, there's no more to be ſaid 
Enter Sir Sampſon Legend with 4 Paper. 


Sir Samp. Nor no more to be done, Old Boy; 
that's plain——here tis, I have it in my Hand, Old 


'Prolomy ; I'll make the ungracious Prodigal know 


who begat him; I will, Old Noſftralamuss Why, I 


warrant my Son thought nothing belong'd to a Fa- 
ther, but Forgiveneſs and Affection; no Authori- 
ty, no Correction, no Arbitrary Power; nothing 
to be done, but for him to offend, and me to Par- 
don. I warrant you, if he danc'd till Dooms-day, 
he thought I was to pay the Piper. Well, but here 
it is under Black and White, Signatum, Sigillatum, 
and Deliberatum; that as ſoon as my Son Benjamin 
is arriv'd, he is to make over to him his Right of 
Inheritance. Where's my Daughter that is to be 
— Hah! old Merlin! Body *'o me, I'm ſo glad 


I'm reveng'd on this undutiful Rogue. 


Fore. Od ſo, let me ſee; let me fee the Paper 
Ay, Faith and Troth here tis, if it will but hold 
Il wiſh things were done, and the Conveyance 
made When was this sign'd? What Hour? 


Odſo, you ſhould have conſulted me for the time. 


Well, but we'll make haſte 
Sir Samp. Haſte, ay, ay; haſte enough, my Son 


Ben will be in Town to Night I have order'd 


my Lawyer to draw up Writings of Settlement and 
Jointure— All ſhall be done to Night No 
matter for the time; prithee, Brother Foreſight, 
leave Superſtition Pox o' th' time; there's no 
time but the time preſent, there's no more to be 
ſaid of what's paſt. and all that is to come will ha p- 
pen. If the Sun ſhine by Day, and the Stars by 
Night, why, we ſhall know one another's Faces 


without the help of a Candle, and that's all the 


Stars are good for. Tore. 
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Pore. How, how ? Sir Sampſon, that all > Give 
me leave to contradict you, and tell you, you are 
ignorant. „ © es 
Sir Samp. I tell you Jam wiſe; and ſ&iens domina- 
bitur aſtris; there's Latin for you to prove it, and 


an Argument to confound your Ephemerig———-Tg- 
norant! — I tell you I have travell'd old Fircu, 


and know the Globe. I have ſeen the Antipodes, 
where the Sun riſes at Midnight, and ſets at Noon» 


day. 7 | | | 
Fore. But I tell you I have travell'd, and travell'd 


the Celeſtial Spheres, know the Signs and the 
Planets, and their Honſes. Can judge of Mo- 
tions Direct and Retrogade, of Seiles, Quadrates. 
Trines, and Oppoſttions, Fiery Trigons, and Aquatical 


Tiigont. Know whether Life ſhall be long or ſhort, 
happy or unhappy, whether diſeaſes are curable or 
incurable. If Journies ſhall be proſperous, Under- 


takings ſucceſsful; or Goods ſton recover'd, I 
know 


and rid a hunting upon an Elephant with the Cham 


of Turtary.— Body o' me, I have made a Cuck- 


old of a King, and the preſent Majeſty of Bantam 

is the Iſſue of theſe Loins. | 
Fore. I know when Travellers lie or ſpeak Truth, 

when they don't know it themſelves. 7 
Sir Samp. I have known an Aſtrologer made a Cuc- 


old in the twinkling of a Star; and ſeen a Conju- 
rer, that could not keep the Devil out of his wife's 


Circle. | | 
Fore. What does he twit me with my Wife too? 


I muſt be better inform'd of this.——[ 4fde.]J—— 
Do you mean my Wife Sir $1mpſen ?_ tho you made 
a Cuckold of the King of Bantam, yet by the Body 


of the Sun 5 

Sir Sump. By the Horns of the Moon, you would 
fay, Brother Capricorn. | 

Fore. Capricorn in your Teeth, thou Modern Man- 
evil; Ferdinand Mendez, Pinto was hut a Type Wee 

| | _ raee 


Sir Samp. I know the length of the Emperor of 
China's Foot; have kiſs'd the Great Mogul's Slipper, 


pl 
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thee, thou Liar of the firſt Magnitude. Take back 
your Paper of Inheritance; tend your Son to Sea 
again, I'll wed my Daughter to an Egyptian Mum- 
my. e'er ſhe ſhall incorporate with a Contemner of 
Sciences, and a Defamer of Virtue. ; 

Sir Samp. Body o' me, I have gone too far; — 
J muſt not provoke honeſt 4/bumazar,—— an AX 
Zyptian Mummy is an illuſtrious Creature, my truſty 
Hyeroglyphick, and may have Significations of Eu- 
turity about him; Odsbud. I would my Son were an 
biian Mummy for thy ſake. What thou art not 
angry for a Jeſt, my good Haly — I reverence the 
Sun, Moon, and Stars with all my Heart.— What 
I make thee a Preſent of a Mummy: Now I think 
on't, Body o' me. I have a Shoulder of an Attn 
King, that I purloin'd from one of the Pyramids, 
powder'd with Hieroglyphicks; thou ſhalt have it 
tent home to thy Houſe, and make an Entertain- 
ment for all the Philomaths and Students in Phyſick 
and Aſtrology in and about London. i 

Fore. But what do you know of my Wife, Sir 

Sampſon ? = ; 
Sir Samp. Thy Wife is a Conſtellation of Virtues ; 
He's the Moon, and thou art the Man in the Moon: 
Nay, ſhe is more illuſtrious than the Moon ; for ſhe 
has her Chaſtity without her Inconſtancy, Sbub I 
was but in Jeſt. | > 0 

| Enter Jeremy. 8 
how now, who ſent for you? ha ! what would 
you have? 

Fore. Nay, if you were but in Jeſt ho's that 
Fellow > I don't like his Phyſiognomy. | 

Sir. $x4mp. My Son, Sir; what Son, Sir? My Son 
Benjamm. hoh ? | : 

Fere. No, Sir, Mr. Valentine. my Maſter tis 
the firſt time he has been abroad ſince his conſine- 
ment, and he comes te pay his Duty to you. 
Sir samp. Well sir. : _ 

| Enter Valentine. 

Fere. He is here, Sir. 
Val. Your Bleſling, Sir. 


Sir 
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Sir amp. You've had it already, Sir, I thinkT ſent 
it you to Day in à Bill of Four Thouſand Pound: 
A great deal of Money, Brother Forefight. 

Fore. Aye indeed, Sir S«mpſon, a great deal of 
N for a young Man, I wonder what he can do 
with it. = 

Sir Samp. Body o' me, ſo do I —hark ye Palen- 
tine, if there is too much, refund the Superfluity, 
Doſt hear, Boy? | 

val. Superfluity, Sir; it will ſcarce pay my Debts, 
.. hope you will have more Indulgence, than 
to oblige me to thoſe hard Conditions which my 
Neceſſity fign'd to. „ 1D 1 

Sir £amp. Sir, how, I beſeech you, what were you 
pleas'd to intimate concerning Indulgence? 

. Pal. Why, Sir, that you would not go to the ex- 


tremity of the Conditions, but releaſe me at leaſt 


from ſome part 
Ku Samp. O Sir, I underſtand you. that's 
all, ha? | | 
Pal. Yes, Sir, all that I preſume to ask——— but 
what you, out of fatherly Fondneſs, will be pleas'd 
to add, ſhall be doubly welcom. 1; 
Sir Samp. No doubt of it, ſweet Sir, but your 
filial Piety. and my fatherly Fondneſs, wou'd fit 
like two Tallies.——— Here's a Rogue, Brother 
Foreſight, makes a Bargain under Hand and Seal 
e Morning, and wou'd be releas'd from it in 
the Afternoon; here's a Rogue, Dog, here's Con- 
ſcience and Honeſty; this is your Wit now, this 
is the Morality of your Wits! Lou are a Wit, and 
have been a Beau, and may be a —— Why, Sirrah, 
is it not here under Hand and Seal Can you 
deny it? e E 


Val. Sir, I don't deny it 5 
Sir Samp. Sirrah, you'll be hang'd; I ſhall live 
to ſee you go up Hol born- Hill Has he not a Rogue's 
Face ?——Speak, Brother, you underſtand Phyfiog- 
nomy, a hanging Look to me——of all my Boys 
the moſt unlike me; he has a damn'd Tybarn Face; 
without the Benefit of the Clergy. p 

ore. 
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Here. Hum — truly I don't care to diſcourage 
a young Man, he has a violent Death in his Face, 
but I hope no danger of Hanging. 
Pal. Sir, is this Uſage for your Son ?— for that 
old Weather-headed Fool, I know how to laugh at 
him; bur you, Sir | 


Sir samp. You, Sir; and you, Sir ; _—— Why, 


who are you, Sir? _.. 
Val. Your Son, Sir. 

Sir samp. That's more than I know, Sir, and 1 

believe not. 

Val. Faith, I hope not. 

Sir Samp. What, wou'd you have your Mother a 
Whore! Did you ever hear the like! Did you ever 
hear the like! Body o' me 3 

Fal. I would have an Excuſe 
and unnatural Uſage. 


for your Barbarity 


Sir Samp. Excuſe ! Impudence! Why Sirrah, 


may*nt I do what I pleaſe? Are not you my Slave? 
Did not I beget you? And might not I have choſen 
whether I would have begot you or no? Ouns who 
are you? Whence came you? What brought you 
into the World? How came you here, Sir? here, 
to ſtand here, upon thoſe two Legs, and look erect 
with that audacious Face, .hah ? . Anſwer. me that: 
Did you come a Voluntier into the World? Or did 
I beat up for you with the lawful Authority of a 
Parent, and preſs you into the Service? N 
Val. I know no more why I came, than you do 
why you call'd me. But here Jam, and if you don't 


mean to provide for me, I deſire you would leave 


me as you found me. 


Sir Samp. With all my Heart: Come, uncaſe, 


ſtrip, and go naked out of the World, as you came 
into it. 117. Sos. 

Vl. My Cloths are ſoon put off. — But you 
muſt alſo deprive me of Reaſon. Thought. Paſſi- 
ons. Inclinations, Affections, Appetites, Senſes. and 


the huge Train of Attendants that you begot along 
. 


. 
I 
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Sir Stmp. Body o'me. what a many-headed Mon- 
ſter have I propagated ! ; . 

Pal. I am of my ſelf a plain eaſie fimple Creature 
and to be kept at ſmall expence; but the Retinue, 
that you gave me are craving and invincible; they 
are ſo many Devils you have rais d, and will have 
Employment. wy 3 
sir Samp. Oons what had I to do to get Children? 
Can't a private Man be born without all 
theſe Followers . Why nothing under an Emperor 
ſhould be born with Appetites Why at this 
rate, a Fellow that has but a Groat in his Pocket, 
may have a Stomach capable of a ten Shilling Ordi- 
nary. | | 
Fer. Nay that's as clear as the un; 11] make Oath 
of it before any Juſtice in Middleſex. 

Sir Smp. Here's a Cormorant too.——Sheart this 
Fellow was not born with you?: I did not be- 


Fer. By the Proviſion that's made for me. you 
might have begot me too '———Nay and to tell your 
Worſhip another Truth I believe you did, for I 
find I was born with thoſe ſame Whoreſon Appe- 
tites too, that my Maſter ſpeaks of. 

Sir Samd. Why look you there now. Il mai n- 
tain it. that by the rule of right Reaſon. this Fel- 
low onght to have been born without a Pa are. 
| -s heart. what ſhould he do with a diſtin- 
guiſhing Taſte? I warrant now he'd rather 
eat a Pheaſant than a piece of poor John; and ſmell 
now, why I warrant he can ſm: 11, and loves per- 


fumes above a ſtink. _——whv there's it; and Mu- 
ſick. don't vou love Muſick. Scoundrel ? 


Fer. Yes | have a reaſonable good Ear Sir. as to 
Tiggs and Country Dances. and the like; T don't 


much matter your Sus or Sonata's, they give me 


the Spleen. hs, 

Sir Samp. The Spleen, ha, ha. ha, a Pox con- 
found you Sola and Sontta s! Oons, whoſe 
Son are you > how were you engender'd Muck- 


worm 7. 
D Fer. 
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always fond of the Wits 


——_—__— 


— >, 


Fer. I am by my Father the Son of a Chair-man, 
my Mother ſold Oyſters in Winter and Cucumbers 
in Summer; and I came np ſtairs into the World, 
for I was born in a Cellar. | 
Fore. By your looks, you ſhou'd go up ſtairs out 
of the World too, Friend. | ; - 

Sir Samp. And if this Rogue were anatomiz'd 
now, and diſſected, he has his Veſſels of Digeſtion 
and Concoction and ſo forth, large enough for the 
Inſide of a Cardinal this Son of a Cucymber. 
Theſe things are unaccountable and un- 
reaſonable, Body o' me, why was not I a 
Bear, that my Cubs might have liv'd upon ſucking 
their Paws> Nature has been provident only to 
Bears and Spiders; the one has its Natriment in 
its own Hands, and t'other Spins his Habitation 
out of his Entrails. | 
Val. Fortune was provident enough to ſupply all 
the Neceſſities of my Nature; if J had my right of 
Inheritance. 

Sir Smp. Again! Oons han't you four thouſand 
Pound? if T had it 17 I would not give 
theea Groat—— What, would'ſt thou have me turn 
Pelican, and feed thee out of my own victuals? 
-—— S'heart, live by your Wits. You were 
Now let's ſee, if 
you. have Wit enough to keep your ſelf? | 
Your Brother will be in Town to Night, or to 
Morrow Morning. and then look you perform Co- 
venants and fo your Friend and Servant. | 
Come Brother Foreſghr. | 
CExeunt Sir Samp. and Foreſight. 

Fer. I told you what your Viſit would come to. 

Fa. Tis as much as J expected I did not 
come to ſee him, I came to Angelica: But fince ſhe 
was gone abroad. it was eaſily turned another way; 
and at leaſt look d well on my fide; Whar's here? 


Mrs. Foreſight and Mrs. Frail, they are earneſt =———— 


L 11 avoid 'm Come this way, and enquire 
when Angelica will return. : . (Ex. 


4 


Enter 
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Enter Mrs. Forefight and Mrs. Frail. 
Hail. What have you to do to watch me 
*$'life Ill do w hat I pleaſe. 
Mrs. Fore. You will? 
Hail. Yes marry will! A great piece of 


ZBuſineſs to go to Covens Garden >quare in a Hackney- 


Coach. and take a Turn with one s Friend. 
F _ Fre. Nay two or three Turns, III take my 
ath. : | 

Frail. Well what if I took twenty [| war- 
rant, if you had been there, it had been only inno- 
cent Recreation Lord. where's the Comfort of 
this Life, if we can't have the Happineſs of conver- 
ſing where we like. 

Mes. Fore. But can't you converſe at home 
T own it, I think there's no happineſs like conver- 
fing with an agreeable Man: I don't quarrel! at 
that, nor I don't think but your Converſation 
was very innocent; but the Place is publick and 
to be ſeen with a Man in a Hackney-Coach is fcan- 
dalous: What jf any Body elſe ſhould have ſeen 
you alight, 0%, did? How Can any Rody be 
happy, while they're in perpetual Fear of being 


feen and cenſyr'd > - Beſides it would not 

only reflect upon you, Siſter, but me. | 
Frail. Pooh here's a Clutter Why ſhould 

it reflect u pon you? don't doubt but you 


have thought your ſelf happy in a Hackney- Coach 
before now. ———— If I had gone to Knight t- 
bridge. or to Cheiſy, or to Srim Garden or Barn Elms 


with a Man alone — ſomething might have 


been ſaid. 
Mrs. Fore. Why, was I ever in any of theſe Pla- 
ces? What do you mean, Siſter > | 
' Frail. Was Id what do you mean? 

Mrs. Fore. You have heen at a worſe Place. 
Frail. I ata worſe Place, and with a Man! 
| Mrs. Fore. I ſuppoſe you would not go alone to 

the World's End. | - | 

Frail. The World End! What, do you mean to 

banter me? | 
| Dx > Mrs. 
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Mrs. Fore. Poor Innocent! You don't know that 
there's a Place call'd the #0r/d's-End ? Il ſwear you 
can keep your Countenance purely, you'd make an 
admirable Player. | 

Frail. I'll fwear you have a great deal of Im- 
pudence, and in my Mind too much for the 
Stage. | | 
Mrs. Fore.- Very well, that will appear who has 

moſt. You never were at the Vorid] End. 
FPrail. No. 3 
Mrs. Fore. You deny it poſitively to my Face. 
Frail. Your Face, what's your Face? | 
Mrs. Fore. No matter for that, its as good a Face 
as your's. | TT. 
Frail. Not by a dozen Years wearing But I 
do deny it poſitively to vour Face then. 
Mrs. Fore. I'll allow vou now to find Fault with 
my Face z ———— for I'll ſwear your Impudence 


has put me out of Countenance;———}ut look 
you here now; « where did you loſe this 
Gold Bodkin? O Siſter, Siſter! 


Frail. My Bodkin! - 

Mrs. Fore. Nay, *tis yours, look at it. 

Frail. Well, if you go to that, where did you find 
this Bodkin ?— Oh Siſter, Siſter ! —— Siſter 
every way, | 

Mrs. Fore. O Devil on't, that I could not diſco- 


yer her, without betraying my ſelf. [ Af le. 


Frail. I have heard Gentlemen ſay, Siſter. that 
one ſhould take great care, when one makes a thruſt 
in Fencing, not to lye open ones ſelf. 

Mrs. Fore. It's very true, Siſter: Well, fince 
all's out, and as you ſay. fince we are both woun- 


ded, let us do that, is often done in Duels, take 
care of one another, and grow better Friends than 


before. | : | 
Frail. With all my Heart, ours are but ſlight 
Fleh-Wounds, and if we keep them from Air, not 


at all dangerous: Well. give me your Hand in 


token of Silterly Secreſie and 2 


rr 
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Mrs. Fore: Here tis with all my Heart. 

Frail. Well, as an Earneſt of Friendſhip and Con- 
ſidence, Pll acquaint you with a Deſign: that I 
have: To tell Truth, and ſpeak openly to one a- 
nother, I'm afraid the World have obſerv'd us 
more than we have one another. You have a rich 
Husband, and are provided for, I, am at a lols, 
and have no great Stock either of Fortune or. Re- 
putation; and therefore muſt look ſharply about 
me. Sir Sampſon has a Son that is expected to 
Night; and by the Account I have heard of his E- 
ducation, can be no Conjurer: The Eſtate you 
knew is to be made over to him: Now if 
I could wheedle him, Siſter, ha 2 You underſtand 
me? | | 
Mrs. Fore. I do; and will help you to the utmoſt 
of my Power — And I can tell you one thing 

that falls out luckily enough; my aukward Daugh- 
ter-in-Law, who you know is deſign'd for his Wife, 
is grown fond of Mr. Tattle; now if we can im- 
prove that, and make her have an Averſion for the 
Booby, it may go a great way towards his liking, 
of you. Here they come; and let us contrive ſome 
way or other to leave them rogether. 

| Emey Tattle and Miſs Prue. 

Miſs. Mother, Mother. Mother, look you here. 

Mrs. Fore. Pie, fie, Miſs, how you baw]e— 
heſides, I have told you, you muſt not call me 
Mother. RY 

Mifs: What muſt I call you then, are you not my 
Fathers Wife > | | | 

Mrs. Fore, Madam ; you muſt ſay Madam 
By my Soul, I ſhall fancy my ſelf Old indeed. to. 
have this great Girl call me Mother Well, but 
Miſs. what are you ſo overjoy'd at ? 

Miß. Look yon here, Madam then, what Mr. 
Tittle has given me Look you here Couſin, 
here's a Snuff box; nay. there's Snuff int 
here, will you have anv Oh good l how 
ſweet it is — Mr Tartle is all over ſweet; 
his Peruke is ſweet, and his Gloves are fweet, 

| > WY and 
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—— 


. — * his | Handkerehief is ſweet, pure, 
ſweet, ſweeter than Rote — Snell him 
Mother. Madam, I mean tie gave 
me this Ring for a Kits. 
rut. O fie Miſs, you muſt not kiſs and tell. 
Nifs. Ves; | may tell my Mother 


Pos he un he II give me ſomething to make me 
Oh pray lend me your Hand- 


imell 1s 
kerchief smell Couſin, he ſays he'll give 
me ſomething thot will make my Smocks ſmel! — 
way AIs not it pure —lc bercer 
than Lavender mu km reſolv'd I won't 
let Nurſe put any more Lavender among my Smacks 
ha, Coulin. | 

Frail. Fie, Mits; amongſt your Linnen, you 
mult tay ou muſt never fay Smack, 

Mifs. Why it is not Bawdy, is it Coutin | 

7. Oh Madam you are too ſevere upon Miſs; 
You muſt not find Fault with her pritty Simplici- 
ry, it becomes her ſtrangely pritty Miſs, 
don t let them perſuade you out of your Inno- 
Cency. 

- Mrs. Fore. Oh. Demm you 11 wiſh 

ou don't perſuade her our of her Innocency. 
Tat. Who I, Madam? Oh Lord, how 
can your Ladyſhip have ſuch a Thought —ſure 
you don't know me? 

Bail. Ah Devil, fly Devil He's 85 Cloſe, 
Siſter, as a Confeſlor —He thinks we don't 


obſerve him. : 
Mrs. Fore. A cunning Cur. how ſoon he could 


find out a Freſh harmleſs Creature; and left us, 


* — 
n Reputation 


3 * They re all ſo, de thefe Men 
they love to have the fpoilin of a Young 


Thing, they are as forid of it, as of being firſt — 


the Faſhion, or of ſeeing a new Play the firſt Day, 
— ——— yet it would break Mr. Tatze; 


Heore, to think that any vows elſe hands be before 
hand with him. | : 


Ta. 


\ 


— 
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" We; Ok Lord, I ſwear I wou'd not for al the 
World 
Frail. O hang you who'll believe you? X 
You'd be hang d before you'd confeſfwmm——_—_ 
we know you ſhe's very pritty heb 
Lord t what pure red and white ſhe [ooks 
fo wholfome; ve er ſtir I don't know, but 
I fancy, if I were a Manon — 
Miſs. How you love to jeer one, Couſin. . 
Mrs. Fore. Heark ee Siſter by my Soul 
che Girl is ſpoil'd already d'ee think ſne 11 
ever endure 2 great lubberly Tarpawlin 
Gad I warrant you, ſhe won't lee him come near 
her. after Mr. Tuttle. 
Frail. O' my Soul I'm afraid not. ch 1 


filthy Creature, that ſmells of Pitch and Ta- * 


Devil take you you confounded Toad why did 
you ſee her before ſhe was married? 

"Mrs. Fore, Nay, why did we let bim my 
Husband will hang us | he'll think we 
brought 'em acquainted. 

Frail, Come, faith let us be gone If my Bro- 
ther Foreſight fhoutd fad us wh. them; he'd think ſo 
ſure enough. 

Mrs. Fore. So he ven but hon ladies 
em together is as bad—— And he's ſuch a ty Dy” 
he'll never mifs an Opportunity. ' 

' Frail. I don'e care; I won't be ſeen in it. | 

Mrs. Fore. Well. if you ſhou'd, Mr. Tire, youll 
have 2 World to anſwer for, remember I waſh my 
Hands of it, I am thoroughly innocent, . 

eum Mrs. Fore. and Frail. 

Miſs. What makes em go away, Mr. Tae? What 
do they mean; do you know? | 

Mt. Yes, my Dear II think I can gues— 
But hang me if I know the reaſon of it. 

Mit. Come, muſt not we go too? 

 Tutr. No. no, they don't meen that. 

Mi. No! * they? what thall you * 1 4. 


together 7 
N Ters. 


charming than I ſpeak you 
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Tut. I muſt make Love to you, pritty Miſs; will 
you let me make Love to you? | | 

Miſs, Yes. if you pleaſe. | > 

Tere. Frank, I Gad at leaſt, What a Pox does Mrs. 
Forefight mean by this Civility >. Is it to make a 
Fool of me? Or does ſhe leave us together out of 
good Morality. and does as ſhe would be done by 
Gad I'll nnderſtand it fo. CLAſide. 

Miſs. Well, and how will you make Love to 
me Come, I long to have you begin 


muſt I make Love too? You muſt tell me how. 


Tur. You muſt let me ſpeak, 'Miſs, you muſt not 
ſpeak firſt ; I muſt ask you Queſtions, and you muſt 
anſwer. : 

— Miſs. What is it like the Catechiſm ? Come 


then ask me. | 
7. Dye think you can love me? 
ans. | | 
Tu. Pooh, Pox, you muſt not ſay yes alrea- 
dy; I ſhan't care a Farthing for you in a twink- 


ling. 

Miß. What muft I ſay then? | i. 

Taz. Why you muſt ſay no, or you believe not, or 
you can't tell | 

Miſs. Why. muſt I tell a Lie, then? 
FT. Yes, if you would be well bred. All well- 
bred Perſons lie ———— Befides, you are a Wo- 
man, you muſt never ſpeak what you think: Your 
Words muſt contradict your Thoughts, ; but your 
Actions may contradict your Words. So, when I 
ask you, if you can love me, vou muſt ſay no, 
but you muſt love me too If I tell you, you 
are handſom you muſt deny it and ſay I flat- 


ter you But you muſt think your ſelf more 
| And like me, 


for the Beauty which I ſay you have, as much as 
if I had it my ſelf If 1 ask you to kiſs 
me. you muſt be angry, but yon muſt not refuſe me. 


If Task you for more, you muſt be more angry.— 
make 


but more complying; and as foon as ever I 


— 1 4 
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you ſay you'll cry out, you muſt be ſure to hold 
your Tongue. ; | 

Miſs. O Lord, I ſwear this is pure, ———] 
like it better than our old-taſhion d Country- way 
of ſpeaking ones Mind, and muſt not you lie 


too? 
Tat. Hum 


ſpeak Truth. | 
Miſs. O Gemini | well, T always had a great mind 


to tell Lies —— but they frighted me, and ſaid it 
was a Sin. | | 
Tut. Well. my pretty Creature; will you make 
me happy by giving me a Kiſs? 
Mifſi. No, indeed; I am angry at vou | 
[Rum and hiſſes him. 
Tut. Hold, hold, that's pritty well bur you 
ſhould not have given it me, but have ſuffer d me 


to take it. 
Aiſt. Well, we'll do't again. 


yes but you muſt believe I 


Tat. With all my heart Now then my lit. 
tle Angel | [ Kiſſes ber. 
Mifs. Piſh. 7 8 | 
Tut. That's right =——-agzin my Charmer. 
[ Kiſſes again. 


Miſs. O fie, nay, now I can't abide you. 
Tat. Admirable ! That was as well as if you 
had been born and bred in Covent-Garden. all the 
Days of your Life; And won't you ſhew me, 
pretty Miſs, where your Bed- Chamber is? 
Miſs. No, indeed, won't I: But Fl] run there, 
. and hide my felf from you behind the Curtains. 
Tat. I'll follow you. | 
Miſs. Aly. but Tl hold the Door with both my 
Hands, and be angry and you ſhall puſh 
me down before you come in. 
Tat. No, Il come in firſt, and puſh you down, 
afrerwards. | 
Mis. Will you? then I'll be more angry, and 
more complying, | 
T.t, Then I'll make you cry out. 


4. 
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- Miſs, Oh bur you ſhan't, for I'll hold my 
Tongue 


Tat. Oh my dear, apt Scholar. 
_ Mifi. Well, now 11} run and ne more haſte 


than you. { Fxis Miſs. 
Ts You ſhall not fly fo faſt, as III purſue. 
| Eat aſter ber. 
The End of the Second A4. 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 


Enter Nu rſi e. 


Marſe. Iſs. Miss Mi ſs Prue Merey 
on me marry and Amen. Why, 

what's become of the Child: Why Miss, 
Miſs Forefigh' = — — Sure. ſhe. has not lock d herſelf 
up in ber Chamber. and gone to Sleep or to Pray- 
ers; Mils Miſs, I hear her. —Come to your 
Father. Child: Open the Door —— Open the 
Door, Miſs T hear you cry huſht | 
oO lord who's there? {pezps.) What's here to do ? 
0 the Father! —— 4 Man with her 
Why, Mis, I fay. God' my Life. here's fine Doings 
towards O Lord we're all Undone 0 
you young Harlotry. e Ods my Life, won't 
you open the Door? 1 come in the back way. 


[Exit, 
Tattle and Miſs & the Door. | 
Mi ” o Lord. ſhe's coming and ſhe'll tell. 
my Father; what ſhall! I do now > | 
Tat. Pox take her ; if ſhe had ſaid two Mi- 
nutes 888 I ſhould have wiſh'd for her com- 


ing. 5 AA. 
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Mifi. O dear, what ſhall I fay> Tell me, Mr. Tat- 
tle, tell me a Lie. | | 

Tat There's no occafion for 2 Lie; I could ne- 
yer tell a Lie to no purpoſe But fince we have 
done nothing, we muſt ſay nothing I think. Thear 
her I'll leave you together, and come off as 
you can. {Thruſts ber in, and ſhuts the Door. 


Enter Valentine, Scandal, — — 
Ang. You can't accuſe me of Inconfſtancy ; I ne- 
yer told you that I lov'd you. WES 

vl But I can accuſe you of Uncertainty, for 
not telling me whether you did or no. - 

Ang. You miſtake Indifference for Uncertainty; 
never had Cancern enough to ask my ſelf the 
+ Queſtton. | . - 

Kan. Nor good Nature enough to anſwer him 
2 did ask you. III ſay that for you, Ma» 

Wo 55 
Ang. What are you ſetting up for good Na 
ture? 1 „ 

Scan. Only for the Affectation of it, as the Wo- 
men do for ill Nature? | 3 Falk 
Ang. Perſuade your Friend that it is all Affecta- 
tion. ET | 
val. I ſhall receive no Benefit from the Opinion; 
for I know no effectual Difference between con- 
tinued Affectation and Reality. 

Tat. © grandal are you in private Diſcourſe, 
coming up d any thing of Secrecy ? EY 88 
s  [Afde to Scandal. 
— Scan. Yes, but J dare truſt you; we were rtalk- 
ing of Anzelicas Love for Valentine; you won't 
ſpeak of ir. | | 

Tut. No, no, not a Syflable know that 
a Secret, for it's whiſper'd every where. | 

San. Pa: ha ha. | - | 

Arg. What is. Mr. Title? I heard you ſay ſome- 
thing was whiſper'd every where. 1 

Scan. Your Love of Valentine. © 


* 
2 — 
Tit. 
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Tat. No, Madam, his Love for your Ladyſt ip 
— Gad take me, I beg your Pardon or 
I never heard a Word of your Ladyſhip's Paſſion, 
till this Inſtant. „ 

Ang My Paſſion? And who told you of my 
Paſſion pray Sir? 

&an. Why is the Devil in you? Did not I tell it 
you for a Secret ? | | | 

Tat. Gadſo; but I thought ſhe might have been 
truſted with her own Affairs 
Kiran. Is that your Ditcretion ? truſt a Woman 
with her ſelf? 

Tat. You ſay true, I beg your Pardon; | 
Fll bring all off It was impoſſible Madam, 
for me to imagin, that a Perſon of your Lady ſhi p's 
Wit and Gallantry, could have ſo long receiy'd the 
paſſionate Addrefles of the moſt accompliſh'd Palen- 


dine and yet remain inſenſible; therefore you will 


pardon me if from a juſt weight of his Merit, with 
your Ladyſhip's good [nar Ap I form'd the Bal- 
lance a reciprocal Affection. | 

yal. O the Devil what damn'd coftive Poet 
has given thee this Leſſon of Fuſtian to get by 
Rote? 5 5 

Ang. J dare ſwear you wrong him it is his own 

And Mr. T:tle only judges of the Succeſs 
of others. from the Effects of his own Merit. For 
certainly Mr. Tattle was never deny d any thing in 
his Life. Ig | 

Tat. O Lord] yes indeed, Madam, . ſeveral 
Times. | * 

Ang. I ſwear I don't think it's poſſible. 

Tat. Ves, I vow and ſwear I have: Lord, Madam, 
I'm the moſt unfortunate Man in the World, and 
the moſt cruelly us'd by the Ladies. 

Ang. Nay. now you are ungrateful. 

Tat. No, I hope not. tis as much Ingra- 


titude to own ſome Favours, as to conceal o- 


there, 

Hal. There now it's out. | 
Ang. J don't underſtand you new. I thought 
= | you 
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Fou had never ask d any thing but what a Lady 
might modeſtly grant, and you confeſs. 7 
Kan. So, faith, your Buſineſs is done here; now 
you may go brag ſomewhere elſe. | 
Tat. Brag! O Heav'ns! Why, did I name any 
Ang. No; I ſuppoſe that is not in your Power; 
but you wou'd it you cou'd, no doubt on't. 
Tat. Not in my Power. Madam! What does your 
Ladyſhip mean, that I have no Woman's Reputatis 
on in my Power? | 
_ &an, Ouns, why you won't own it, will rs | 
| | . 
Tat. Faith, Madam, you are in the right; no 
more I have, as I hope to be ſavd; I never had it 
in my Power to ſay any TAS to a Lady's. Preju- 
dice in my Life — For as I was telling you Ma- 
dam, I have been the moſt unſucceſsful Creature 
living, in things of that Nature and never had the 
good Fortune to be truſted once with a Lady's Se- 
cret; not once. | 
Ang. No! © 5 | 
Val. Not once, I dare anſwer for him. 
&an. And IIl anſwer for him; for I am ſure if 
he had, he wou'd have told me; I find, Madam, 
you don't know Mr. Tazzle. | | 
Tut. No indeed, Madam, you don't know me at 
all, I ind: For ſure my intimate Friends wou'd 
have known Ss, 
Ang. Theff it ſeems you would have told if you 
had been truſted. | 1 
Tut. O pox Kandal, that was too far put... 
Never have told particulars. Madam. Perhaps I 
might have talk'd as of a Third Perſon Lor 
have introduc'd an Amour of my own, in Conver- 
ſation, by way ofNovel but never have explain'd 
Particulars. 1 „ 
Ang. But whence comes the Reputation of Mr. 
Tattle's Secrecy. if he was never truſted > 8 
San. Why thence it ariſes ——-— The thing is 
pro verbially ſpoken; * may be apply d to Ty 
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Is if we ſhould ſay in general Terms, he only 
is ſecret who never was truſted ; a Satyrical Pro- 
verb upon our Sex There's another upon 
yours As ſhe is chaſt who was never ask'd 
the Queſtion. Thar's all. A 

Vat. A couple of very civil Proverbs, truly : Tis 
hard to ſay whether the Lady or Mr. Tattle be the 
more obliged ro you. For you found her Virtue 
upon the backwardneſs of the Men; and his Secre- 
cy, upon the miſtruſt of the Women. 

Tut. Gad, it's very true, Madam, I think we are 
oblig'd to acquit our ſelves w——And for my part 
but your Lady ſhip is to ſpeak firſ. 
Ang. Am I: Well, I freely confeſs I have reſiſt- 
ed a great deal of Temptation. 

Tat. Ang I Gad, I have given ſome Temptation 
that has not been reſi | 


7 


Pal. Good. N | | 
Ang. 1 cite Palentinehere, to declare to the Court, 


how fruitleſs he has found his Endeavours, and to 
confeſs all his Sollicitations and my Denials. 
Val. I am ready to Ju Not Guilty for you; 


2 


and Guilty for my ſel 


Kan. So, why this is fair, here's demonſtration 
with a Witneſs. X | 
Tat. Well my Witneſſes are not preſent=—But I | 
confeſs T have had Favours from Perſons But as 
the Favours are numberleſs, ſo the Perſons are 


' nameleſs. 


S:an. Pooh, pox this proves nothing. 

Tat. No? I can ſhew Letters, — MY Pictures, 
and Rings; and if there be occaſion for Witneſſes, 
T'can ſummon the Maids of the Chocolate-Houſes 
all the Porters of Pall-Mall and Covent Garden, the 
Door keepers at the Play-Honſe, the Drawers at 


Locher: Pontack's, the Rummer. Spring-Garden ; oy 


own Landlady, and Falet de Chambre; all who fha 
make Oarh that I receive more Letters than the Se- 
crerary's Office; and that I have more Vizor-Masks 
to enquire for me. than ever went to ſee the Her- 
maphrodite or the Naked Prince. And it is no- 
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torious, that in a Country Church, once, an En- 


quiry being made. who I was, it was anſwer'd, I 
was the famous Turtle, who had ruin d ſo many Wo- 


men. | 


Pal. It was there, I ſuppoſe, your got the Nick- 
Name of the Great-Turk. f 

Tat. True; I was call'd Turk-Tattle all over the Pa- 
riſh—— The next Sunday all the Old Women kept 
their Daughters at home, and the Parſon had not 
half his Congregation. He wou'd have brought me 
into the Spiritual Court, but I was reveng'd upon 
him, for he had a handſom Daughter whom I ini- 
tiated into the Science. But I repented it after- 
wards, for it was talk'd of in Town ——And a 


Lady of Quality that ſhall be nameleſs, in a ra- 


ging fit of ſealouſie came down in her Coach and 
Six Horſes, and expos'd her ſelf upon my Account : 
Gad, I was ſorry for it with all my Heart ———— 
You know whom I mean — You know where we 

Kan. Mum. Tuttle. EE 

Val. S'death, are not you aſhamds _ 

Ang. O barbarous!' I never heard ſo inſolent a 


po of Vaniry——-Fie, Mr. Tutle—— Fl ſwear. 


could not have beliey'd it—=—-—Is this your Se- 
erer! | 


Tit. Gad ſo, the heat of my Story carry'd me be- 


ond my Diſcretion, as the heat of the Lady's 
Paſſion hurry'd her beyond her Reputation 


But I hope you don't know whom I mean; for 


there were 4 great many Ladies rifled ——Pox on't 
now could I bite off my Tongue. 


Scan. No don't; for then you'll tell us no more 


ome IIl recommend a Song to you up- 

on the Hint of my two Proverbs, and I fee one in 

the next Room that will ſing it. 
[Goes to the Door. 


Tit. For Heav'ns ſake, if you do gueſs, ſay no- 


ching; Gad, Im very unfortunate. 
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Re-enter Scandal. with one 10 Sing. 
| Kan. rn ſing the frſt Song inthe laſt new vr. 


$0.N KR 
Set by Mr. John Eocles. 


Nymph and a Swain to A pollo once pray d; 
The —_ had. been Julted, the Nymph been be- 
tray 
Their ment was to try if his Oracle mew 8 
E'er a Nymph that was chat, er 4 Swain that was s True. 


> + 


Apollo was anne, and bad like rhave been pos 4 


But ſegely at length he this Secret diſctos d: 
He alone won't betray, in whom none will confide, 
_ the Nymph may be chaſt that never was try d. 


Enter Sir Sampſon, Mr. Frail, Miſs Prue, and 
Servant. 


Sir Sump. Ts Ben come ? Odſo, my Son Ben come 3 
— I'm glad on't: Where is he? I long 
to ſee him. Now, Mrs. Frail, you ſhall ſee my Son 
5 5—— Body o'me, ke's the Hopes of my 
Family — I han't ſeen him theſe three 
warrant he's grown —— Call bim in, 
bid him make haſt————I'm ready to cry for joy. 

{Exit Servant. 


_ Frail. Now Miſs, you ſhall fee your Huſ⸗ '1 


_ Miſs Piſh, he — be none of my Husband. 
Ille 10 Frail. 
Mrs. Frail. Huſh: Well he ſhan't, leave that ro 
Me- I'll beckon Mr. Tattle to us. | 
Ang. Won't you ſtay and ſee your Brother > 
Val. We are the Twin Stars and cannot ſhine in 


one Sphere; when he riſes I muſt Set. 
Be- 


2 


be- 
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3 Beſides, if I ſhou'd ſtay, I don't know but my Far 


ther ingood Narure _ preſs me to the immedi” 
ate ſigning the Deed of Conveyance of my Eſtate, 
and [11 deferr it as long as I can — Well, you'll 
come to a Reſolution. Eb . N 
. I can't. Reſolution muſt come to me, or I 
ſhall never have one. „„ 10 

Scan. Come, Valentine, T'll go with you; I've ſome- 

thing in my Head to communicat to you. * 
| [Ext. Valentine and Scan. 


Sir Sap. What, is my Son Valentins, gone? 


What is he ſneak d off, and wou'd not fee his Bro- 


ther? There's an Unnatural Whelp! There's an 


WI natur'd Dog! What, were you here too, Ma- 
dam, and could not keep him! Cou'd neither 
Love, nor Duty, nor Natural Affection oblige him. 
Obsbud, Madam, have no more to ſay to him; he is 


not worth your Conſideration. The Rogue has 


not a Drachm of Generous Love about him; All 
Intereſt, all Intereſt; he's an undone Scoundrel, 


and courts your Eſtate. Body o'me he does not | 


he de for your — A rt 
| p. I'm pretty even with him, Sir $4mpfon: for 
if 1 cou'd have lik'd any thing 2 it 
ſhou'd have been his Eſtate too: But ſince that's 
gone, the Bait's off, and the naked Hook appears. 
Sir Samp. Odsbud, well ſpoken; and you are a 
wiſer Woman than J thought you were: For 
moſt young Women now days are to be tempred 
with a naked Hook. 5 ö 2 
Ang. If I marry, Sir Sempſon, Im for a good E- 
ſtate with any Man, and for any Man with a good 
Eſtate: Therefore if J were oblig'd ro make # 
Choice, J declare I'd rather have you than your 
Son. HEE Ts $77 
Sir Samp. Faith and Troth you're a wife Woman, 
and Fm glad to hear you ſay fo; I was afraid 
you were in Love with the Reprobate; Odd. IT was 
forry for you with all my Heart: Hang him, 
Mungrel; caſt him off; you ſhall ſee the Rogue 
ſhew himſelf, and make Love to ſome deſponding 
* A 3 © Caius 
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calus of Fourſcore for duſtenance. Odd, I love to 
ſee a young ſpend - thrift forc'd ro Cling to an Old 


body o me, thou art heartily welcom. 


and you too, my little Cock- boat- 


theſe two Years : I writ you word, when you 


have a many Queſtions ro ask you, well, you be nt 
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Woman for Support, like Ivy round a dead Oak: 
Faith I do; 1 love to ſee em hug and cotten totze⸗ 


you like Down upon a Thiſtle. 
Euter Ben Legend, and ane, 


Ben. Where's Father? 
Serv. There, Sir, his back's toward you. 
Sir Samp. My Son Ben] Bleſs thee my dear Boy ; 


Ben. Thank you Father, and I'm glad to ſee 


you 
Sir Smp. Obsbud, and I'm glad to ſee thee ; kiſs 
me Boy, kiſs me again and again, dear Ben. 


[ kiſſes him. 
Meſs, F hiſs bios 


Ben. So ſo, enough Father 
kiſs theſe Gentlewomen. 

Sir Samp. And ſo thou ſhalt Mrs. Angelica, 
my Son Bex. 

Ben. Forſooth an you pleaſe (Salutes her) 
Nay Miſtreſs, I'm not for dropping Anchor he 
About Ship I fait tie Frail) Nay, 
O — 


[kifes Miſs 


Tut. Sir you're welcom a-ſhore. 

- Ben. Thank you. «thank you Friend. 
Sir Sam Thou haſt been many a weary League 
Ben ſince I ſaw thee. 

Ben. Ey ey, been! been far nongh, an that be 
well Father, and how do all at home? 

Now do's Brother Dick. and Brother pal * 

Sir Sap. Dick | Body & me, Dich has been dead 


were at Legorn. 
Ben. Meſs, and that's true: marry I had forgot. 
Dic; dead as you lay well and how? I 


Marry again, Father, he you? 
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Sir samp. No, I intend you ſhall Marry, Ben; I 
would not marry for thy Sake. : 

Ben. Nay, what does that ſignifie an you 
marry agdin——— why then I || go to Sea again 
ſo there's one for t'other, an that be all. Pray 
don t let me be your Hindrance; e'en marry a 
God's Name, an the Wind ſit that way. As for my 
Part. may hap I have no mind to marry. x 
Frail. That would be pity, ſuch a handſom 


young Gentleman. 


Ben. Handſom!. he. he, he? nay, forſooth, an 
you be for Joking, I'll Joke with you; for 1 love 
my Jeſt an the Ship were finking, as we ſayn at 
Sea. But I'Il tell you why I don't ſtand much to- 
wards Matrimony. I love to roam about from 
Port to Port, and from Land to Land. I could 
never abide to be Port bound, as we call it: Now 
a Man that is marry'd, has, as it were, d' ye ſee, 
his Feet in the Bilboes, and may hap mayn't get 
*em out again when he would. 

Sir Samp. Bens a Wapg. | 
* A Man that is marrv'd, d' ye ſee, is no more 

another Man, than a Galley-ſlave is like one 
of us free Sailors; he is chain'd to an Oar all his 
Life; and may hap forc'd to tug a leaky Veſſel into 
the Bargain. _ _ ; 

Sir Samp. A very Wagg, Ben's a very Wage; only 
a little rough; ho: wei little ine 4 
Fail. Not at all; I like his humour mightily, it's 
plain and honeſt; I ſhould like fuch a Humour in 2 
Husband extremely. „ . 

Ben. Sayn you ſo forſooth * Marry and I ſhould 
like ſuch a handſom Gentlewoman for a Bed-fe]- 
low hugely. How fay you, Miſtreſs, won'd you 
like going to Sea? Meſs you're a tight veſſel, and 
well rig2'd. an you were but as well Mann'd. 
Hail. | ſhou'd not doubt that, if you were Ma- 
ſter of me. : | 

Ben. Bur I tell vou one thing an you come to 
Sea ina high Wind, or that Lady—— You mayn't 

| carry 


CI 
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gry ; I mean all in good part: For if I give a Jeſt 
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carry ſo much sail o* your Head Top and Top 


gallant, by the Meſs. 


Frail. No, why o? | 5 | 
Ben. Why an you do, you may run the risk to 


be overſet, and then you will carry your Keels a- 


bove Water. he, he. he. 355 
Ang. I ſwear Mr. Benjamin is the verieſt Wagg in 
nature; an abſolute Sea-Wit. | 

Sir Sam. Nay, Ben has Parts, but as I told you 
before they want a little poliſhing. You muſt not 


take any thing ill, Madam. 


Ben. No, I hope the Gentlewoman is not an- 


Il take a Jeſt: and ſo forfooth you may be as free 


with me. 


Ar. I thank you. Sir, J am not at all offend- 
ed. but, methinks. Sir Sampſon, you ſhou'd 
leave him alone with his Miſtreſs. Mr. Tattle, we 
muſt not hinder Lovers. | 

Tut. Well Miſs, I have your promiſe.  _ 
| [ Afde to Miſs. 
Sir Smp. Body o' me, Madam, you ſay true; — 
Look you Ben, this is your Miſtreſs, ——— 
Come Aiſ, you muſt not be ſhame-fac'd, we'll 
leave you together. 


Miſe. T can't abide to be left alone, may'nt my 


Couſin ſtay with me? | 
Sir $19p. No, no. Come, let's away. 4 
Ben. Look you Father, may hap the young Wo- 
man mayn't take a liking to me 7 
Sir amp. | warrant thee Boy, Come, come, we'lk 
be gone; Ill venture that. 
55 [F-unt all but Ben and Miſs. 
Ben. Come. Miſtreſs. will you pleaſe ro fir down, 


for an you ſtand a ſtern that'n. we ſhall never 


Come. III haul a Chair; 


grapple together, 


there. an you pleaſe ro fir I Il fit by you. 
Miſs. You need not fir ſo near one. if you have 
_- thing to ſay, I can hear you farther off, I an't 
ear, | | | [ph 
Ben. Why that's true as you ſay, nor I an't 1 
can 
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I can be heard as far as another il heave 


off to pleaſe you (Sits farther off.) An we were a 


League aſunder, I'd undertake ro hold diſcourſe 


with you. an *twere not a main highWind indeed, 


and full in my Teeth. Look you forſooth I am as 


it were, bound for the Land of Matrimony : tis a 
Voyage d'ye ſee that was none of my ſeeking, T 


was commanded by Father; and if you like of it, 


may hap I may ſteer into your Harbour. How 
you Miſtreſs? the ſhort of the Thing is this, that 
if you like me. and I like you, we may chance to 
ſwing in a Hammock together. BEE 

Miſs. I don't know what to ſay to you, nor 1 
don't care to ſpeak with you at all. 


Ben. No! I'm forry for that———But pray why. 


are you ſo ſcornful ? ns 
Miſs. As long as one muſt not ſpeak one's mind, 
one had better not ſpeak at all, I think, and truly 
I won't tell a Lie for the matter. 3 
Ben. Nay, you ſay true in that, it's but a folly 


to lie; for to ſpeak one thing. and to think juſt 


the contrary way, is as it were to look one Way, 
and to row another. Now, for my part d' ye ſee, 
I'm for carrying things above Board. I'm not for 
aeping ngy thing under the Hatches, — ſo that 
if you ben't as willing as I, ſay ſo a God's Name, 


there s no harm done. May hap you may be ſhame». 
fac'd, ſome Maidens thof* they love a Man well 


enough, yet they don't care to tell'n ſo to's 


Face: If that's the Caſe why Silence gives Con- 


ſent. 5 
- Mifr. But Tm ſure it is not ſo, for III ſpeak 
fooner than you ſhould believe that; and III 1 
truth, tho' one ſhould always tell a Lie to a Man; 
and J don't care, let my Father do what he will; 
Im too big to be whipt, ſo Fll tell you plainly, I 
don't like you, nor love you at all, nor never will; 
that's more: So there's your anſwer for you; and 
don't trouble me no more you ugly thing! 2 
Ben. Look you, young Woman. you may learn 
to givegood Words, however. I ſpoke you fair {ys 
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ſee, and civil As for your Love or your lix- 
ing, I don't value it of a Rope's end. And may 


hap I like you as little as you do me: —— What 


{aid was 1n Obedience to Father. Gad I fear a 
Whipping no more than you do. Bur I tell you 
one thing, if you ſhould give ſuch a Language at 
Sea, you'd have a Cat o' Ninetails laid croſs your 


Shoulders. Fleſh, who are you? You heard t'other 


handſom young Woman ſpeak civilly to me, of 
her own accord: Whatever you think of your 
felf, Gad I don't think you are any more to com- 
Fare to her, than a Can of Small- beer to a Bowl of 
Punch. | 

. Miſs. Well. and there's a handſom Gentleman, 


and a fine Gentleman, and a ſweet Gentleman, 


that was here that loves me. and I love him; 
and if he ſees you ſpeak to me any more. he'll 
m_ your Jacket for you, he will, you great Sea- 

all. | 
Ben. What, do you mean that fair-Weather 
Spark that was here juſt now > Will he thraſh my 
\ Jacket ? Ler'n Let'n But an he 
comes near me, may hap I mav givin a Salt Eel 
for's Supper. for all that, What does Father 


mean. to leave me alone as ſoon as I come home, | 
with ſ ch a dirty Dowdy——Sea Calf? I an't Calf 


enough to lick your Chalk Face, yon Cheeſe-curd 
you: Marry thee! Oons III marrv a Lap- 
Ind Witch as ſoon. and live upon ſelling contrary 
Winds and wreck'd Veſſels. | 
Miſe. I won't be call d Names nor I won't be 
abus d thus, fo I won't—-If I were a Man. 
(Grys.) You durſt not talk at this Rate - No 
you durſt not you ſtinking Tar- barrel. | 
| Enter Mrs. Foreſight and Mrs. Frail, | 
- "iy Fore: They have quarrel'd, juſt as we could 


Ben. Tar-barrel > Let your Sweet heart there 

call me ſo. if he'll take your part, Your bm Eſ- 

fence. and I'll ſay ſomething to him: Gad I'll lace 

his Musk Doublet for him, I'll make him ſtink A ba ö 
a 
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what does ſhe cry > 


_ Parſon. 
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ſhall ſmell more like a Weaſel than a Civet- Cat, 


afore I ha' done with en. 75 
Mrs. Fore. Bleſs me, what's the matter 2 Miſs 
Mr. Benjamin, what have 


you done to her? 
Ben. Let her cry :: The more ſhe cries. the leſs 
ſhe'll ſhe has been gathering foul Weather in 
her Mouth and now it rains out at her Eyes. 
Mrs. Fre. Come, Miſs. come along with me, and 
tell me. poor Child. | 
Frail. Lord. what ſhall we do, there's my Brother 
Foreſight, and Sir Sampſon coming. Siſter, do you take 
Miſs down into the Parlour, and I'll carry Mr. Ben- 
jamin 1nto my Chamber, for they muſt not know 


that they are fallen out. Come, Sir, will you 


venture your ſelf with me? | 
[ Looks kindly on him. 
Ben. Venture! Meſs, and that I will, tho*'twere 
to Sea in a Storm. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Sir Sampſon and Forefight. | 
Sir samp. I left 'em together here; What are 
they gone? Ben's a brisk Boy: He has got her in- 
to a Corner. Father's own Son faith. he'll rouzle 
her, and mouzle her: the Rogue's ſharp ſet, com- 
ing from Sea, if he ſhould not ſtay for ſaying Grace, 
old Foreſight, but fall too without the help of a 
bas Odd if he ſhould I could not be angry 
with him; *twould be but like me, 4 Chip of the old 
Block. Ha! thou'rt melancholly, old Prognoſtica- 
tion; as melancholly as if thou hadſt ſpilt the Salt 
or pair'd thy Nails of a Sunday: — Come, 
cheer up, look about thee : Look up old Star 
Gazer. Now is he poring upon the Ground fer 
a crooked Pin, or an old Horſe-nail, with the head 
towards him. | 
Fore. Sir Sampſon, we'll have the Wedding to mor- 
row Morning. 
Sir S amp. With all my Heart. 
Fire. At Ten a Clock, punctually at Ten. FX 
Sir $4mp. To a Minute, to a Second; thou fhalt ſet. 
thy Watch, and the Bridegroom ſhall obſerve 
| | : it 
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Euter Scandal. ; 


: en. Sir Stmpſon, ſad News. 
Fore. Bleſs us | 
Sii Sand. Why, what's the Matter. 
Scan. Can't you guels at what ought to afi& you 


and him. and all of us, more than any thing elſe. 


Sir samp. Body o' me, I don't know any uni- 
verſal Grievance but a new Tax, and the Loſs of 
the Canary Fleet; without Popery ſhauld be land- 
ed in the ft, or the French. Fleet were at Anchor at 


Blackwall. 
Scan. No. Undoubredly Mr. Forefght knew all 
this. and might have prevented it. 


_ Fore. Tis no Earthquake! - 
San. No, not yet; nor Whirlwind. But we don't 


know what it mav Come ti ut it has had 
a Conſequence already that touches us all. 


Sir samp. Why Body o' me our with it. 
Sran. Something has appear d to your Son Palens 
tin He's gone to Bed upon it and ery ill —He 
ſpeaks« little yet ſays he has a World ro ſay. Asks 
” his Father, and the wiſe Forefight ; talks of 
Raymond Lully and the Ghoſt of Lily, He has 
Secrets to impart I ſuppoſe to you two. I can get 
nothing out of him but Sighs. He defires he may 
ſee vou in the Morning, but would not be diſturb d 


to Nicht, becauſe he has ſome Buſineſs to do in a 


Dream. | | 
Sir Samp. Hoity toity, What have I to do with 


his Dreams or Divination Body o' me, this 
is a Trick to defer figning the Conveyance. 
warrant the Devil will tell him in a Dream, that 
he muſt not part with his Eſtate: But IIl bring 
him a Parſon to tell him, that the Devil's a Liar: 
| Or if that won't do, I'll bring a Lawyer 


that ſhall out-lie the Devil. And ſo I'll try whe- 


ther 


— 


its Motions; they ſhall be marry'd to a Minute 
go to Bed to a Minute; and when the Alarm ſtrikes * 

they ſhall keep time like the Figures of St. Dun- | 
ften's Clock, and Conſummatum. eft ſhall ring all over 
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| ther my Black-Guard or his ſhall get the better of _ 


the day, | EY — 12 
San. Alas, Mr. Foreſgbt, I'm afraid all is not 
right -You are a Wiſe Man, and a Conſcien- 


tious Man; a Searcher into obſcurity and Futuri- 
ty; and if you commit an Error, it is with a great 


deal of Conſideration, and Diſcretion, and Cau- 


tion. | 
Fore. Ah, good Mr. Scandal. | 

Scan. Nay, nay, tis manifeſt; I do not flatter 
you ———-But Sir Sampſon is haſty, very haſty; Im 
afraid he is not ſcrupulous enough, Mr. Firefight —— 


He has been wicked, and Heay'n grant he may mean 
well in his Affair with you —— But my Mind 


gives me, theſe things cannot be wholly infignifi- 
cant. Youare wiſe, and ſhou'd not be over-reach'd, 
methinks you ſhou'd nor. 3 
Fore. Alas, Mr. Scandal - Humanum eſt er- 
W | 

 &an. You ſay true, Man will err; mere Man 
will err butyou are ſomething more-—There 
have been wiſe Men but they were ſuch as vou 
Men who conſulted the Stars, and were obſervers 
of Omens——-Hlomon was wile. but hon? By 
his Judgment in Aſtrology So ſays Pineda in his 


Third Book and Eighth Chapter.—— —— 


Fore. You are learn'd. Mr. Sandal 
Sran. A Trifler —— but a Lover of Art —— And 
the Wiſe Men of the Eaſt ow d their Inſtruction to 
a Star, which is rightly obſerv'd by Gregory the 
Great in favour of Aſtrology ! And Albertus Mag- 
nus makes it the moſt valuable Science, Becaule. ſays 
he. it teaches us to conſider the Cauſes, in the Cau- 

ſes of Things. | (24 
_ Fore. | proteſt I honour you, Mr. Sanda I did 
not think you had been read in theſe matters 


Few Young Men are inclin'd. 


Scan. I thank my Stars that have inclin'd W 
But I fear this Marriage and making over this E- 


ſtate this transferring of a rightful Inheritance, 


will bring Judgments upon us. I propheſie it, _ 
A DE F 
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1 wou'd not have the Fate of Caſſandra, not to be be- 
hey'd. Valentine is diſturb'd, what can be the Cauſe 
of that? And Sir Sempſon is hurry'd on by an un- 
uſual Violence l fear he does not act wholly 
from himſelf ; methinks he does not look as he 
ufed to do. 

' Fore. He was always of an impetuous Nature 
But as to his Marriage I have conſulted the Science; 
and all Appearances are profperous 

Scan. Come, come, Mr. Foreſight, let not the Prof- 

ct of Worldly Lucre carry you beyond your 

udgment. nor againſt your Confcience———You 
are not ſatisfy d that you act juſtly, _ 

Fore. How ? 

Kan. You are not ſatisfy'd, I ſay — I am 
loath to diſcourage you But it is palpa ble 


that you are not ſatisfy d. 
Fore. How does it appear, Mr. Srandal, I think 1 


am very well ſatisfy d. 


San. Either you ſuffer your ſelf to deceive your | 
ſelf; 3 or you do not know your ſelf. 

Fore. Pray explain your ſelf. 
Ken. Do you ſleep well o Nights? 
Tore. Very well. 
San. Are you certain? You do not look ſo. 

Fore. J am in Health, I think. 

Scan. So was Valentine this Morning; and look'd 
juſt ſo. | 

Fore. How! Am Lalter'd any way ? I don't per- 
ceive it. 

&an. That may be, but your Beard is longer than 
It was two Hours ago. | 

Fre. Indeed / Bleſs me. 

Enter Mrs. Foreſight. 

Mrs. Fore. Hus band, will you go to Bed? Ir Ten 
a Clock. Mr. Scandal, your Servant 

Kan. Pox on her, ſhe has interrupted my Deſign 
But I muſt work her into the Project. You 


keep early Hours, Madam. 
Mrs. Fore. Mr. Forefight is punctual, x we ot up after 


a . 
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Pore. My Dear, pray lend me your Glaſs, your lit- 
tle Looking-glaſ. 37 

Scan. Pray lend it him, Madam III tell you 
the reafon. [She gives him the Glaſs : Scandal and ſhe 
whiſpers] My Paſſion for you is grown ſo violent 
that I am no longer Maſter of my ſelf 
] was interrupted in the Morning, when you had 
Charity enough to give me your Attention, and I 
had hopes of finding another Opportunity of ex- 
plaining my ſelf to you - but was diſappoin« 
ted all this Day; and the Uneaſineſs that has atten - 
died me ever fince, brings me now hither at this un 
ſeaſonable Hour. | | 
Mrs. Fore. Was there ever ſuch Impudence, to 
make Love to me before my Husband's Face 2 I'll 
Swear I'll tell him. 

Kran. Do, I'1]l dye a Martyr, rather than diſclaim 
my Paſſion. But come a little farther this way, 
and I'll tell you what Project I had to get him out 
of the way; that I might have an lag 
walting upon you. "1ſpers 
ty [ Foreſight /ooking in the Glaſs. 
 - Fore. I do not ſee any Revolution here; 
Methinks I look with a Serene and benign aſpect 
pale, a little pale but the Roſes of theſe 
Cheeks have been gather'd many Years; ——ha ! 
I do not like that ſudden fluſhing.—gone already! 
hem, hem. hem! Faintiſh. My Heart is pretty 
good; yet it beats; and my Pulſes ha — 
have none Mercy on me F hum — Les, 
here they are Gallop, gallop, gallop, gallop, 


gallop, gallop, hey? Whither will they hurfr 


me?: Nou they're gone again 
I'm faint again; and pale again and hem! And my 
hem! breath, hem! gros ſhort; hem! 
hem! he, he, hem! 5 | | | 

San. It takes, purſue it in the name of Love and 
Pleaſure. | | | 

Mrs. Fore. How do you do, Mr. Forefight ? 

Fore Hum, not ſo well as I thought I was, Lend 
me your Hand. | | | 

4 F 2 Kan. 
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Fran. Look you there now — Your Lady fays 
| your Sleep has been unquiet of late. 


Fore. Very likely. 
Mrs. Fore. O'mighty reſtleſs. but I was afraid to 


tell him ſo— -He has been ſubje& to Talking 
and Starting. 

Kan. And did not uſe to be ſo? 

Mrs. Fore. Never, never; *till within theſe three 


Nights; I cannot ſay that he has once broken my 


Reſt fince we have been Marry'd. 


Fore. Iwill go to Bed. 

| Sean. Do fo, Mr. Forefight, and ſay your Prayers; 

He looks better than he did. 

Mrs. Fore. Nurſe, Nurſe ! | Coal. 
Fore. Do you think ſo, Mr. Scandal ? 
Scan. Yes, yes, I hope this will be gone by Morn- 

ing taking it in time.- 
Fore. J hope ſo. 


Enter Nurſe. 
Mrs. Fore. Nurſe, your Maſter is not well; put 


him to Bed. 


Scan. J hope you will be able to ſee Valemine in 
You had beſt take a little Diaco- 
dion and Cowſlip Water, and lie 6 ing your back, 


may be you may dream. 


Fore. I thank you Mr. Scandal. 1 will——Nurſe, 
let me have a Watch-light, and lay the Crums of 
Comfort by me.- 

Nurſe. Yes, Sir. 

Fore. And—hem, hem! I am very y faint 

Scan. No, no, you look much hetter. . 

Fore. DoT? And d'ye hear bring me, let me 


ſee within a quarter of Twelve — hem he, 


hem! Juſt upon the turning of the Tide, 
bring me the Urinal; And J hope neither the 
Lord of my Aſcendant, nor the Moon will be 


combuſt; and then I may do well. 


Scan. J hope ſo—Leave that to me; ] will erect 
a Scheme; and I hope I ſhall find both Sol and 7- 


nus in the fixth Houſe. 


Fr. 1 thank you, Mr. Scandal, indeed char wou s 
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be a great Comfort to me. Hem, Hem! good 
Night. Exit. 


Kan. Good Night, good Mr. Foreſight ;—and I 
hope Mars and Venus will be in Conjunction j— 


while your Wife and Iare together. 
Mrs. Fore. Well; and what uſe do you hope to 
make of this Project? You don't think, that you 


are ever like to ſucceed in your deſign upon me. 
Scan. Yes, Faith I do; I have a better Opinion 
both of you and my ſelf, than to deſpair. 


Mers. Fore. Did you ever hear ſuch a Toad ——— 


heark'ee Devil; do you think any. Woman's Ho- 
Can. Yes, . ſeveral, very honeſt, they 11 
cheat a little at Cards, ſometimes, but that's no- 


Mrs. Fore, Pha w! But Virtuous, I mean. | 
San. Yes, Faith, I believe ſome Women are Vir- 
tuous too; but *tis as I believe ſome Men are Va- 


liant. thro fear For why ſhou'd a Man court 


Danger, or a Woman ſhun Pleaſures. 
Mrs. Fore. O Monſtrous! What are Conſcience 


and Honour? 


Scan. Why, Honour is a publick Enemy; and 


Conſcience a Domeſtick Thief; and he that wou'd 


ſecure his Pleaſure, muſt pay a Tribute to one, and 
go halves with t'other. As for Honour, that you 
have ſecur'd, for you have purchas'd a perpetual Op- 
portunity for Pleaſure. 5 ps 

Mrs. Fore. An Opportunity for Pleaſure: 

Scan. Aye, your Husband; a Husband is an op- 
portunity for Pleaſure ; ſo you have taken care of 
Honour, and *tis the leaſt I can do to take care of 
Conſcience. | : 
Mrs. Fore. And ſo you think we are free for one 


another ? - 


| Nb Yes Faith, I think ſo,; I love to fpeak my 
Mind. | - 
Mrs. Fore. Why then I'll ſpeak my Mind now as: 


to this Affair between you and me. Here you make 


love to me; why: I'll confeſs it does not diſpleaſe 
wn | me. 


* 
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me. Your Perſon is well enough and your Under- 
ſtanding is not amiſs. SO. 

Scan. I have no great Opinion of my ſelf; yetT 
think, I'm neither Deform'd, nor a Fool. 

Mrs. Fore. But you have a Villanous Character; 
you are a Libertine in Speech, as well as Practice. 

Scan. Come, I know what you wou'd ſay you 
think it more dangerous to be ſeen in Converſati- 
on with me, than to allow ſome other Men the laſt 
Favour; you miſtake, the Liberty I take in talking, 
is purely affected, for the Service of your Sex. He 
that firſt cries out ſtop Thief, is often he that has 
ſtolen the Treaſure, I am a Jugler, that act by 
Confederacy; and if you pleaſe, 'we'll put a Trick 


upon the World. 


Mrs. Fore. Aye; but you are ſuch an univerſal 
Jugler, that I'm afraid you have a great many Con- 
erates. OT 5 
Scan. Faith, I'm ſound. 15 | 
Mrs. Fore. O fie Il Swear you're impudent. 
Scan. III Swear you're Handſom. L 
Mrs. Fore. Piſh, you'd tell me ſo, tho* you did 
not think ſo. E 

Kan. And you'd think fo, tho* I ſhould notit ell 
vou fo: And now I think we know one another 
„„ . 1 

Mrs. Fore. O Lord, who's here? 
1 Enter Mrs. Erail, and Ben. © 

Ben. Meſs, I love to ſpeak my Mind— —Father 
has nothing to do with me—Nay, I can't ſay that 
neither; he has ſomething to do with me. But 
what do's that fignifie? If ſo be, that I ben't mind- 
ed to be ſteer d by him; tis as tho'f he ſhould ſtrive 
again Wind and Tide. „ ET 
Mrs. Frail. Aye. but my dear, we muſt keep it 
ſecret, till the Eſtate is ſettled; for you know, 
marrying without an Eſtate, is like Sailing ina Ship 
RT. i © © heb 
Ben. He. he, he; why that's true; juſt ſo for all 
the World it is indeed, as like as two Cable- 

rs. 
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Mrs. Hai. And tho? I have a good Portion; 


rom. 


you know one would not venture all in one Bot- 


botrom may ſpring a Leak. You have hit it in- 


deed, Meſs you've nick'd the Channel. 


Mrs. Frail. Well, but if you ſhou'd forſake me 


after all, you'd. break my Heart. 


Ben. Break your Heart. > I'd rather the Mary 
old ſhould break her Cable in a Storm, as well as 
love her. Fleſh, you don't think Fm falſe heart- 
ed, like a Land-man. A Sailor will be honeſt. tho'f 
may hap he has never a Penny of Money in his 


May-hap I may not have ſo fair a 


Face, as a Citizen or a Courtier; but for all that 
I've as good Blood in my Veins, and a Heart as 


ſound as a Bisket. 


Mrs. Frail. And will you love me always ? 
Ben. Nay, an [I love you once. F 1! ſtick like pitch; 


Sailor. 


hear it. 


III tell you that. Come, III fing you a Song of a 
Mrs. Fail. Hold, there's my Siſter, I'll call her ts 


Mrs. Fore. Well. I won't go to Bed to my Hug- 
band to Night: becauſe I'll retire to my own Cham- 


ber and think of what you have ſaid... . 


: 


EY 


Scan. Well; You'll give me leave to wait upon 


InſtruRions ? 
us 


tain you with a Song. 


Ben. The Song was made upon one of our Ship's- 25 


vou to your Chamber-door; and leave you my laſt 
Mrs. Fore. Hold here's my siſter coming toward 
Mrs. Fail. If it won't interrupt you, I'll enter- 


Crew's Wife; our Boatſwain made the Song, may 
hap you may know her, Sir. Before ſhe was mar- 


ry d, ſhe was call'd buxom ꝓoan of Depiford. 
Kan. I have heard of — ot [ 


Ben fings. 
41 
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„„ en 
Set by Mr. John Eccles. 


Soldier and a Sailor, 

A Tinker and 4 Taylor, 

Had once 4 doubtfu! Strife, Sir, 

To make 4a Maid a Wife. Sir, 

Whoſe Name was buxom Joan: 

For now the Time was ended, 

When ſhe no more intended, 

Tv lick her = at Men, Sir, 

And gnaw the Sheets in vam, Sir, 
_ ns lie 6 Nights alone. 


BÞ II. 
The Soldier ſwore like Thunder, 


He lov'd her more than Plunder; 

And ſhew'd her many 4 Scar, Sir, 

That he had brought from far, Sir, 
With fighting % her Sake. 

The Taylor thought to pleaſe her, 

With offering her bis Meaſure ; 

The Tinker too with Mettle, 

d he could mend her Kettle, 


Aud ſtep up ev ry Ledk. (+; 10 


„ I 
| But while theſe 3 were ratings | 
The Sailor ſlily waiting, g 
Thoug 4 it came about Sir, 
Thar: th * ſhould all 40 out, Sir, 
. He then might play his part. 
Git juſt e en as he meant, Sir, 
To erbeads they went, Sir, 
And then be les fly at her, 
4 — twixt Wind and Water, 
That won this fair Maid's Heart: 


Ben: 
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Ben. If ſome of our Crew that came to ſee me, 
are not gone. you ſhall ſee that we Sailors can 


Dance ſometimes as well as other Folks. [Whiſtles. 


I warrant that brings 'em, an they be within 


hearing. | 
N Enter Seamen. 
Oh here they be and Fiddles along with em; 


come my Lads, let's have a round, and I'll make 
one. S [ Dance. 


Ben. We're merry Folk, we Sailors, we han't 


much to care for. Thus we live at Sea; eat Biſ- 


ket, and drink Flip; put on clean shirts once a 
Quarter Come home and lie with our Land- 
Jadies once a Year. get rid of a little Money; and 
then put off with the next fair Wind. How d' ye 


like us. Hl 
Mrs. Frail. O' you're the happieſt, merrieſt Men 


alive. | | | | 
Mrs. Fore. We're beholden to Mr. Benjamin for 
this Entertainment. | | 
I believe it's late. | 
Ben. Why. forſooth; an you think ſo, you had 
beſt go to Bed. For my part I mean to toſs a Can 
and remember my Sweetheart, afore I turn in; 


. may-hap I may dream of her. 


Mrs. Fore, Mr. Scandal, you had beſt go to Bed, and 


dream too. ff 

Scan. Why faith I've a good lively Imagina- 
tion; aud can dream as much to the purpoſe as a- 
nother, if I ſet about it. But dreaming is the poor 
retreat of a lazy. hopeleſs, and imperfect Lover: 
tis the laſt Glimpſe of Love to worn-out Sinners, 


and the faintdawning of a Bliſs to wiſhing Girls, 


and growing Boys. 
_ There's nought but willing, waking Love. that can, 
Make Bleſt the Ripen'd Maid, and Finiſh'd Man. 
| | [ Exeunt. 


The End of the Third AF. 
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Fa 


ACT w. SCENE I. 
Valentine's Lodging. : . 


Dre 


Enter Scandal and Jeremy. 


Sem. X I 7 Ell is your Maſter ready > Does he look 
| Y madly. and talk madly > | 


Fey. Yes. Sir; you need make no great Doubt 


of that; he that was ſo near turning Poet yeſter- 
day-morning, can't be much to feek in playing the 
Madman to Day. : 1 8 

Kan. Would he have Angelica acquainted with 


| the Reaſon of his. Deſign ? 


Fer. No, Sir. not yet; — He has a Mind totry 
whether his playing the Madman, won't make her 
lay the Fool, and fall in Love with him; or at 
eaſt own that ſhe has lov'd him all this while, and 
concea[l'd it. = | x 
Scan. I ſaw her take Coach juſt now with her 
Maid; and think I heard her bid the Coachman 
drive hither. 5 | 3 | 
Fer. Like enough, Sir. for I told her Maid this 
Morning. my Maſter was run ſtark mad only for 


Love of her Miſtreſs. I hear a Coach ſtop; if it 


ſhould be ſhe. Sir. I believe he would not ſee her, 


 *rill he hears how the takes it. 


Scan. Well, Tl try her tis ſhe, here ſhe comes. 
Enter Angelica with Jenny. | 
Ang. Mr. Scandal, I fuppoſe you don't think it a 


Novelty, to ſee a Woman viſit a Man at his own. 
_ Lodgings ina Morning. p 


Scan. Not upon a kind occafion. Madam. But 
when a Lady comes tyrannically to inſult a ruin'd 
Lover, and make manifeſt the cruel — of 

2 | er 


her Beauty; the barbaricy of it, ſomething ſur-. 


prizes me. eee 

Ang. I don't like Raillery from a ſerious: Facemm 
pray tell me what's the matter? n 

- Fer. No ſtrange Matter. Madam; my Maſter's, 
mad, that's all; I ſuppoſe your Ladyſhip has. 
thought him ſo a great while > fs bop 

Ang. How d'ye mean. mad? 

Fer. Why faith, Madam, he's mad for want of 
his Wits. juſt as he was poor for want of Money: 
his Head is een as light as his Pockets; and any. 
body that has a mind to a bad Bargain, can't do 
better than to beg him for his Eſtate. 7 

Ang. If you ſpeak Truth, your endeavouring at 

it is very unſeaſonable. | 
Scan. She's concern'd, and loves him. [Aſde. 

Ang. Mr. Scandal, you can't think me guilty of 
ſo much Inhumanity, as not to be concern d for a 
Man I muſt own my ſelf oblig'd to pray cell 
me truth. 1 | 

Scan. Faith, Madam, I wiſh telling a Lie would. 
mend the matter. But this is no new effect of an 
unſucceſsful Paſſion. e 1t'S, 3 oh 
Ax. Aſide] I know not what to think — Let 1 

ſhould be vex'd to have a Trick put upon me 
May I not ſee him: 

Scan. I'm afraid rhe Phvfician is not willing vou 
ſhou d ſee him yet Feremy go in and enquire. 
| Exit Jere. 

Ang. Ha ! I ſaw him wink and ſmile—-l fancy 
*tis à rrick——['l try —T wou d diſguiſe to all the 
World a Failing which I muſt own to you. | 
fear my Happineſs depends upon the Recovery of 
Valentine; therefore I conjure von, as you are his 
Friend. and as you have Compaſſion upon ene fear- 
ful of Affliction, to tell me what I am ro hope for 
I cannot ſpeak——But you may tell me; tell me, 
for you know what I would ask ? 5 71 5 

Scan. So. this is pretty plain—Re not too much 
concern'd, Madam; I hope his Condition is not 


deſperate: An Acknowledgement of Love from you 


72 LOVE for LOVE. 
perhaps may work a Cure; as the fear of your A- 
verſion occafion'd his Diſtemper., | 
A. _— you ſo: nay then I'm convinc'd. 
And if I don't play Trick for Trick, may I never 
taſte the Pleaſure of Revenge——Acknowledgment 
of Love! I find you have miſtaken my Compaſſion, 
and think me guilty of a Weakneſs I am a Stran- 
ger to. But I have too much Sincerity to deceive 


you, and too much Charity to ſuffer him to be de- 
Juded with vain Hopes. Good Nature and Hit: 
manity oblige me to be concern'd for him; but td. 


Love is neither in my Power nor Inclination : and: 


if he can't be cur'd without I ſuck the Poyſon from 
his Wounds. I'm afraid he won't recover his Senſe * 


| till I loſe mine. : x 
Scan. Hey. brave Woman, I faith Won't you 


fee him then, if he defire it ? 
Ang. What fignify a mad Man's Deſires? beſides 
_ *ewould make me uneaſy If I don't ſee him, 
perhaps my Concern for him may leſſen— If I for- 
get him, tis no more than he has done by himſelf, 
and now the Surprize is over. methinks I'm not half 
ſo ſorry for him as I was _ 
Scan. So, faith, good Nature works a- pace; you 
were confeſſing juſt now an Obligation to his Love. 
Ang. But I have conſider'd that Paſſions are un- 
reaſonableand involuntary : if he loves, he can't 
help it; and if Idon't love I can't help it; no more 
than he can help his being a Man, or I my being a 
Woman; or no more than J can help my want of 


| Inclination to ſtay longer here Come. Jenny, 
| | | (Ex. Ang. and Jenny. 
Scan. Humh! - An admirable Compoſition, 


faith, this ſame Womankind. 
: | Enter Jeremy. 
Fer. What, is ſhe gone, Sir? ; 
Scan. Gone; why ſhe was never here, nor any 
where elſe; nor I don't know her if I ſee her; nor 


you neither. 


Fer. Good lack ! what's the matter now? Are 


any more of us to be mad ? why, Sir, my Mafter 
| | longs 


b 
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longs to ſee her; and is almoſt mad in good earneſt, 
with the Joyful News of her being here. 8 
Scan. We are all under a Miſtake————Ask no 
Queſtions, for I can't reſolve you; but I'll In- 
form your Maſter. In the mean time, if our Pro- 
ject ſucceed no better with his Father, than it does 
with his Miſtreſs; he may deſcend from his Exaltati- 
| on of Madneſs into the Road of common Senſe, and 
be content only to be made a Fool with other rea- 
I © + fonable People. I hear Sir Sammſon, you know your 
„ „ Cue; Il to your Maſter. . [ Exits 
; 1 Enter Sir Sampſon Legend with 4 Lawyer. 
Fir samp. Dye ſee, Mr. Buckram, here's the Paper 
- fign'd with his own Hand. | | 
Buck. Good, Sir. And the Conveyance is ready 
drawn in his Box, if he be ready to ſign and ſeal. 
Sir Samp. Ready, body o'me. he muſt be ready; 
his ſham Sickneſs ſhan't excuſe him. ——O, here's 
his Scoundrel, Sirrah, where's your Matller ? 
Fer. Ah, Sir. he's quite gone. | 
Sir Samp. Gone! What, he is not dead? 
Fer. No, Sir, not dead. ; 3 
Sir $:mp. What, is he gone out of Town, run a- 
way, ha ! Has he trick d me? Speak, Varlet. 
Fer. No. no, Sir; he's ſafe enough, Sir, an he 
were but as ſound, poor Gentleman. He is indeed 
| here, Sir. and not here. Sir. Cos 
Sir samp. Hey day, Raſcal, do you banter me? 
Sirrah, d'ye banter me Speak, Sirrah, where is 
he. for I will find him. 05 JE: 
Fer. Would you could. Sir; for he has loft kim- 
ſelf, Indeed, Sir, I have almoſt broke my Hearr a- 
bout him. T can't refrain Tears when I think 
of him, sir; I'm as melancholy for him as a Paſſing- 
Bell. Sir or a Horſe in a Pound. | . 
Sir Samb. A Pox confound your Similitudes. Sir 
Speak to be underſtood, and tell me in 
plain Terms what the matter is with him, or I'll 
crack your Fools Skull. | A 
Fer. Ah, you've hit it. Sir; that's the matter 
| G with 


5 6 


— 
* 
rr 


72 LOVE for LOVE. 


with him, Sir; his Skull's crack'd, poor Gentle- 
man; he's ſtark mad, Sir. | 
Sir Samp. Mad! . 
Buck. What, is he Non Compos ? 

Fer. Quite Nom Compos, Sir. MF, 4 

Buck. Why then all's obliterated, Sir Sunpſon, if 
he be Non Compos Mentis, his Act and Deed will be of 
no Effect, it is not good in Law. . 

Sir amp. Oo'ns, T won't believe it; let me ſee him, 
Sir Mad, III make him find his Senſes. 
Fer. Mr. Sandal is with him, Sir: I'll knock at 
the Door. | Ws 
[Goes to the cene, which opens and diſcovers Valentine, 

upon 4 Coach diſorderly dreſs d, Scandal by bim. 

Sir Sam How now, what's here to do? 


Yal. Ha! Who's that? a [Sarting.] 
San. For Heay'ns fake ſoftly, Sir, and gently; 
don't provoke him. 


Val. Anſwer me; who is that? and that? 

Sir samp. Gads bobs, does he not know me ? Is 

he miſchieveus 2 I'll ſpeak gently V, Val, do'ſt 
thou not know me, Boy; Not know thy own Fa- 
ther. Pa! I am thy own Father, and this is honeſt 
Brief Bnckram the Lawyer. 15 : 
Pal. It may be ſo. —-1 did not know you-—-the 
World is full— There are People that we do know 
and People we do not know; and yet the sun 
ſhines upon all alike — There are Fathers that 
have many Children; and there are Children that 
have many Fathers —'Tis ſtrange! But T am Truth 
and come to give the World the Lie. 

Sir Sanp. Body of me, I know not what to ſay to 


im. . 

Pa. Why, does the Lawyer wear black 
Does he carry his Conſcience o' th' outfide ?»—— 
Lawyer, what art thou? Doſt thou know me? 
Bath. O Lord, what muſt I fay 2— Yes, Str. 
Pal. Thou heft, for Tam Truth. *Tishard I can- 
not get a Livelyhood amongſt you. I have been 
'fworn out of Veſtminſter- Hall the firſt Day of every 
Term Let me ſee—No mattter how long—But 


III. 
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Fil tell you one thing; tis a Queſtion that would 
puzzle an Arithmetitian,' if you ſhould ask him, 


whether the Bible ſaves more Sonls in Weſtminſter 
Abbey, or damns more in Weftnnnſter-Hall: For my 


. Part, I am Truth, and can't tel}, I have very few 


Acquaintance. | 3 
Sir Samp. Body o' me, he talks very fenfibly in his 
Madneſs Has he no Intervals + l 
Fer. Very ſhort, Sir. i 5 : 4 
| Buck. Sir, I can do you no Service while he's in 
this Condition: Here's your Paper, Sir. He may 
do me a Miſehief if I ftay 


Sir Samp. Hold, hold, don't you go yet. 
San. You'd better let him go. Sir; and ſend for 


him if there be Occaſion; for I fancy his Preſence 


provokes him more. 
pal. Is the Lawyer gone ? Tis well, then we may 
drink about without going together by rhe Ears. 
| heigh ho! What a Clock is't? My Father 
here! Your Bleſſing, Sir? | 
Sir Samp. He recovers 
How doſt thou do, Boy ? 


Val. Thank you, Sir. pretty well—I have been a 


little out of Order; won't you pleaſe to fir Sir? 


Val. sir, tis my Duty to wait. 5 

Sir Samp. No, no. come, come, fit you down ho- 
ee How do'ſt thou do? Let me feel thy 
Pul fe 


thou'rt better, honeſt al. 
Val. T thank you Sir. T1 
San. Miracle! The Monſter grows loving. 


Sir Samp. Let me feel thy Hand, 7 It does not 


ſhake I believe thou can'ſt write, V: Ha, 
boy > Thou can'ſt write thy Name. 54 


make haſte back with the Conveyance quick 
G 2 auick- 
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The Conveyance is 
ready, Sir, If he recover his Senſes. Exit. 


| 

I 
4 
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Sir Samp. Ay, boy-—Come, thou ſhalt fir down 
by me. Es 


Oh. pretty well now Ya}: Body o me, 


I was ſorry to fee thee indifpoſed: But I'm glad 


5 


Feremy, ſtep and overtake Mr. Buckram, bid him 
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quick. (He Whiſpers to Jeremy. [Exit Jer 


can. Aſide. That ever I ſhou'd ſuſpect ſuch a Hea- 


then of any Remorſe! | 

Sir Samp. Do'ſt thou know this Paper, Val. 1 
know thowrt honeſt, and wilt perform Articles. 

Shews him the Paper, but holds it out of his reach. 

. Pal. Pray let me ſee it, Sir: You hold it ſo far off, 
that I can't tell whether I know it or no. 

Sir Samp. See it, boy? Aye, aye, why thou do'ſt 
ſee it — tis thy own Hand, Val, Why let me ſee, I 
can read it as plain as can be: Look you here 
[Reads] The Condition of this Obligation: Look you, 
as plain as can be, ſo it begins—And then at the bot- 
tom. 4s witneſs my Hand, VALENTINE 
LEGEN D, in great Letters, Why, *tisas plain 
as the. Noſe on one's Face: What, are my Eyes 
better than thine? I believe I can read it farther off 
yet—let me ſee. Stretches his Arm as far as he can.) 
Val. Will you pleaſe to let me hold it, Sir? 

Sir Samp. Let thee hold it, ſay'ſt thou Aye 
with all my Heart What matter is it who holds 
it; What need any body hold it Ill put it up in 
my Pocket, Val, and then no body need hold it (puts 


' the Paper in his Pocket.) There Val; it's ſafe enough, 


Boy. But thou ſhalt have it as ſoon as thou 
haſt ſer thy Hand to another Paper, little Val. 
Re enter Jeremy with Buckram. 

Vaj. What is my bad Genius here again! Oh no, 
*tis the Lawyer with an itching Palm; and he's 
come to be ſcratch d ———— My Nails are not long 
enough let me have a Pair of red hot Tongs quick- 


Iy, quickly, and you ſhall ſee me act St. Dunſtan, and 


lead the Devil by the Noſe. 
Buck. O Lord, let me be gone; I'll not venture 
my ſelf with a Madman. [Exit Buckram. 
Fat. Ha, ha, ha: you need not run ſo faſt. Honeſty 
will not overtake you Ha, ha. ha, the Rogue 


found me out to be in Forma Pauperis preſently. 


Sir Samp. Oo'ns! What a Vexation is here? I 


know not what to do, or ſay, nor which way to go. 


Val. Who's that, that's out of his way ?——l am 
Truth 


. — 
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Truth, and can ſet him right Hearkee, Friend, 
the ſtraight Road 15 the worſt way you can go, He 


that follows his Noſe always, will very often be led 


into a ſtink, Probatum eſt. But what are you for? 
Religion or Politicks > There's a couple of Topicks 
for you, no more like one another than Oyl and 
Vinegar; and yet theſe two beaten together by a 
State-Cook, make Sauce for the whole Na tion. 

Sir Samp What the Devil had I] to do, ever to be- 
get Sons? Why did Jever marry ? | 
Val. Becauſe thou wer't a Monſter ;. old Boy-——/ 
The two greateſt Monſters in the World are a Man 
and a Woman? What's thy Opinion? Ee 
Sir Samp. Why, my Opinion is, that thoſe two 
Monſters join'd together, make yet a greater, that's 
a Man and his Wife. | 

Vn. A ha! Old Truepenny ſay'ſt thou ſo > Thou 
haſt nick'd it But its wonderful ſtrange, Je- 


Fer. What is, sir? 
Val. That Gray Hairs ſhou'd cover a Green Head 
and I make a Fool of my Father. 

Enter Foreſight, Mrs. Foreſight, and Frail. 
Val. What's here! Erra Pater? Or a bearded 


Sy bil > if Prophecy comes, Truth muſt give place. 


Exit with Fer. 


Fort. What ſays he > What, did he prophetic 2 


Ha, Sir Sampſon, bleſs us! How are we? 

Sir Samp. Are we? Ah Pox o' your Prognoſtica- 
tion — Why, we are Fools as we uſe to be=OQv#ns, 
that you cou'd not foreſee that the Moon wo 'd 


| predominate, and my Son be mad. — Where's your 
Oppoſitions, your Trines, and your Quadrates? 


What did your Cardan and your Ptolomy tell you? 


Your Meſſzhalah and your Longomontanus your har- 


mony of Chiromancy with Aſtrology, Ah} Pox on't 
that I that know the World and Men and Manners, 
that don't believe a ſyllable in the sky and ſtars. and «© 
Syn and Almanacks, and Traſh, ſhould be directed 
by a dreamer, an Omen hunter, and defer Bufineſs, 
in Expectation of a lucky hour. When, body o me 
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there never was a lucky hour after the firſt opportu- 
nity. Exit Sir Samp. 


Fore. Ah, Sir Sampſen, Heaven help your Head. 
————»T his is none of your lueky Hour; Nemo om 
nibus horis ſapit. What, is he gone, and and in con- 
tempt of Science! Ill Stars and unconverted Igno- 


rance attend him. ; | 
can. You muſt excuſe his Paſſion, Mr. Foreſight for 


he has been heartily vex d. His Son is Non 


Compos Mentis, and thereby incapable of making any 


 Convepatice in Law; ſo that all his Meafures are 


diſappointed. 
Fore. Ha! ſay you ſo? | | 
Frail. What has my Sea-Lover loft his Anchor of 


Hope then ? 4 [ Afde to Mrs. Foreſight. 
Mrs. Fore. Oh Siſter, what will you do with him > 


Erail. Do with him, ſend him to Sea again in the 


next foul Weather He's us'd to an inconſtant 
Element, and won't be ſurpriz'd to fee the Tide 


turn'd. : Y 
Fore. Wherein was I miſtaken, not to foreſee 


this ? T'-eongiderꝛ. 


Scan. Madam, you and I can tell him fomething 


elſe, that he did not foreſee, and more particularly 


relating to his own Fortune. 5 e 
| [ Afide to Mrs. Foreſight. 


Mrs. Fore. What do you mean? I don't under- 


ſtand you. | 
Scan. Huſh, foftly .. the Pleaſures of laſt 


Night, my Dear, too conſiderable to be forgot fo 


ſoon. | 
Mrs. Fore. Laſt Night! and what won'd your Im- 


mugen, inter from laſt Night? Laſt Night was 
1 


ke the Night before, I think. 


-Scan. S death do you make no difference between 


me and your Hus band: 


Mrs. Fore. Not much he's ſuperſtitious, 


and you are mad in my 


Scan. You make me foo 5 Lon are not ferious 


— Pray recolle& your ſelf. | | 
Mrs. Fore. O yes, now I remember, you were 
12447 | very 


fl 
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very impertinent and impudent — and would 


ha ve come to Bed to me. 
Fran. And did not? | 


the Queſtion ? | 

ran. This I have heard of before, but never be- 
lieved. I have been told ſhe had that admirable 
Quality of forgetting to a Man's face ih the Morn- 
ing, that ſhe had lain with him all Night, and 
denying Favours with more Impudence, than ſhe 
cou'd grant em Madam, I'm your humble Ser- 
vant; and hohour you—You look pritty well Mr. 
Foreſg bt; How did you reſt laſt Night? 

Fore. Truly, Mr. Scandal, I was ſo taken up with 
broken Dreams and diſtracted Viſions, that I re- 
member little. | 

Stan, Twas a very forgetting Night. = But 
would you not talk with Valentine? perhaps you 
may underſtand him: I'm apt to believe there is 
ſomething myſterious in his Diſcourſes, and fore- 
times rather think him inſpir'd than mad. 


Mr. Sandal. truly, —— I am inclining to your 
Tirkiſh Opinion in this Matter, and do reverence a 
1 the Vulgar think mad. Let us go in 
to. him. 


my Lover, and give him his Diſcharge; and come 
to you: © my Conſcience here he comes. 
Exeunt Foreſight, Mrs. Forefight, and Scandal. 
5 8 85 Enter Ben. | 
Ben. All mad, I think——Eleſh, ] believe all the 
calentures of the Sea are come a-ſhore, for my part. 
Frail. Mr. Benjamin in Choler ? | | 
Ben. No, I'm pleas'd well enough, now I have 
found you Meſs I've had ſuch a Hurricane 
upon your account yonder- — 
Frail. My account, pray what's the matter? ö 
Ben. Why, Father came and found me ſquabling 
with that chitty-fac'd thing, as he would have me 
marry. —{g he ask'd what was the „ 
c | & 


Mrs. Fore. Did not! with what Face can you ask 


Fore. You ſpeak with fingular good judgment, 


Fail. Siſter, do you ſtay with them; I'll find out 
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He ask d in a ſurly Sort of a way [it ſeems 
Brother Val is gone mad. and ſo that put'n into a 


Paſſion : but what did I know that, what's that to 
me?] So he ask'd ina ſurly Sort of manner 
and Gad I anſwer'd 'n as ſurlily — What tho'f 
he be my Father, Ian't bound Prentice to *en,— 
ſo faith I told 'n in plain terms, if I were minded 
to marry, I'd marry to pleaſe my ſelf, not him; 


and for the young Woman that he provided for 
me, I thought it more fitting for her to learn her. 
Sampler, and make Dirt-pies, than to look after a 


Husband; for my part I was none of her Man—— 
I had another Voyage to make, let him take it as 
he will. $67 6 

Frail. So then you intend to go to Sea again ? 

Ben Nay, nay, my Mind run upon you. 
but I wou'd not tell him ſo much—So he ſaid he'd 
make my heart ake; and if ſo be that he could 
get a Woman to his Mind, he'd marry himſelf : 
Gad, ſays I, an you play the Fool and marry at 
theſe Years, there's more Danger of your Head's 
aking than my Heart. He was woundy angry 
when I gav'n that wipe.-—He hadn't a Word to 
ſay, and ſo I left 'n, and the green Girl together; 
May hap the Bee may bite, and he'll marry her 
himſelf, withal my Heart. 


Frail And were you this undutiful and graceleſs 


Wretch to your Father ? 5 
Ben. Then why was he graceleſs firſt If J 
am undutiful and graceleſs, why did he beget me 
ſo > I did not get my ſelf. ” | 
Frail. O Impiety! How have I been miſtaken ! 
What an inhuman mercileſs Creature have I ſet 
my Heart upon? O I am happy to have diſcover- 


4 


ed the Shelves and Quickſands that lurk beneath 


that ſmiling faithleſs Face. 


Ben. Hey toſs! What's the matter now > Why 


you ben't angry, be you? 
Frail. O ſee me no more, — for thou wert born 


among Rocks, ſuckled by Whales, Cradled in a Tem- 
felt, and whiſtled to by Winds; and thou art come 


forth 
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forth with Fins and Scales, and three Rows of 
Teeth, a moſt outragious Fiſh for Prey. 
Bon. O Lord, O Lord, ſhe's mad, poor young 
Woman, Love has turn'd her Senſes, her Brain 1s 
quite overſet. Well-a-day, how ſhall I do to ſet 
her to rights, | 
Frail. No, no, I am not mad, Monſter, I am wiſe, 
- 3F enough to find you out.—Had'ſt thou the Impu- 
| Z dence to aſpire at being a Husband with that ſtu b- 
born and diſobedient Temper > You that know 
not how to ſubmit to a Father, preſume to have a 
ſufficient Stock of Duty to undergo a Wife? I ſhou'd 
| 3 have been finely fobb'd indeed, very finely fobb'd. 
| Ben. Hearkee forſooth; if ſo be that you are in 
your right Senſes, d' ye fee; for ought as I per- 
ceive, I'm like to be finely fobbd If I have got 


anger here upon your Account, and you are tack'd - 
about already.-— What d' ye mean, after all your 


fair Speeches, and ſtroking my Cheeks. and kiſſing 
and hugging. what, would you ſheer off ſo? would 
you, and leave me aground ? 1 a 
TPrail. No, III leave you adrift, and go which 
way you will > | 
_ Ben. What, are you falſe-hearted then; 
— Þ Frail. Only the Wind's chang'd. 

f Ben. More ſhame for you the Wind's chang'd? 
——]t'Ss an ill Wind blows no body good. _——— 
may hap I may have good riddance on you, if theſe 
be your Tricks What d' ye mean all this 

„ While, to make a Fool of me? | 
. Frail, Any Fool but a Husband. 
Ben. Husband! Gad. I wou'd not be your Hus- 
band. if you wou'd have me. now I know your 


Jewels, and tho'f I lov'd you never ſo well. 
Frail. Why canſt thou love. Porpoiſe ? ot 
Ben. No matter what I can do? don't call names, 
l don't love you ſo well to bear that. what- 
ever I did. I'm glad you ſhew yourſelf, Miſtreſs. 
let them marry you as don't know you: — 
Gad I know you too well, by ſad Experience; ——- 


I believe 


W 
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mind, tho'f you had your Weight in Gold and 
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I Þ believd he that marries you will go to Sea in © 
Hen - peck'd Frigat—— I believe that young Wo- 
man and may hap may come to an Anchor at Cuc- 
ho!d's' Point; fo there's a Daſh for you, take it as you 
will, may hap yow may have a Holla after me, 


when I won't come too. Exit. 
Frail. Ha, ha, ha, no doubt on't. T | 
| My irue Love is gone to Sea — [ Sings. 


| Enter Mrs. Foreſight. | 
O Sifter had you come a Minute ſooner, you 
would have feen the Reſolution of a Lover Ho- 
neſt Tery and I are parted; — and with the ſame 
indifference as we met: O' my Life I am half vex'd JF 
at the Inſenfibility of a Brute that I Jeſpis'd. ' 
Mrs. Fore. What then he bore it moſt heroically> F 
Frail. Moſt Tyrannically, for you ſee he has got 
the Start of me; and I the poor forſaken Maiden 
left complaining on the Shore. But Ill tell yon a 
. Hint that he has given me; Sir Sampſon is enrag d, 
and talks deſperately of committing Matrimony Þ# 
himſelf..—— if he has a Mind to throw himſelf away #4 . 
he can't do it more effectually than upon me, if we | 
could bring it abour. TT F 
Mrs. Fore. O hang him, old Fox, he's too cun- 
ning, beſides he hates both you and me—But I have 
| 4 Project in my Head for you, and I have gone a 
good way towards it. I have almoſt made a Bar- 
1 gain with Feremy, Valentines Man, to fell his Maſter 
| to us. | 
| | Frail. Sell him, how? | 
| 2 Mrs. Fore. Valentine raves upon Amelica and 
took me for her. and Feremy ſays will take any Bo- 
dy for her that he impoſes on him Now I have 
omis'd him Mountains; if in one of his mad Fits 
e will bring you to him in her ſtead, and get you 
married together, and put to Bed together; and 
after Conſummation, Girl, there's no revoking. de 
And if he ſhould recover his Senſes, he'Il be glad at B 
leaſt to make you a good settlement Here tbeyr Y 
come, ſtand aſide a little, and tell me how you like 
the Deſign. I 


Sr . 


Enter 


SOIC 
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Enter Yulentine, Scandal, Forefigbt, and Feremy. 

Kan. And have you given your Maſter a jog of 
their Plot upon him ? Þ Jer. 

Fer. wa dir; he ſays hel n ir and mi- 
ſtake her for Angelica. | 2 25 

Scan. It may make ſport. 

- Fore, Mercy on us! | 

Pal. Huſht interrupt me not — I'll whiſper 
Prediction to thee, and thou ſhalt rye —1 
am Truth, and can teach thy Tongue a new Trick, 
Ii have told thee what's paſt.—- Now I tell what's 
to came. Doſt thou bw what will happen to 


morrow? — Anſwer me nor—for I will tell thee. to 


morrow 'Knaves will chrive thro* Craft. and Fools 
thro' Fortune; and Honeſty will go as it did. froſt 


nip'tin a summer Suit. A k me Queſtions concern- 
ing to morrow? f 


Scan. Ask him. Mr. Foreſight. 
Fore. Pray what will be done at Court > 
Vat. Scandal will tell vou — 1 am Wo I never 


come there. 


Fore. In the City? 
Val. Oh Prayers will be ſaid in — Churches 
at the uſual Hours: Yet you will fee fuch zealous 
Faces behind Counters, as if Religion were to be 
ſold in every Shop. O, things will go methodically 


in the City, the Clocks will ſtrike Twelve at 


Noon and the horn'd Herd buzz in the Exchange 
at Two. Wives and Husbands will drive diſtinct 


Trades, and Care and Pleaſure ſeparately occupy 


the Family. Coffee houſes will be full bf Smoak 
and Stratagem. And the cropt Prentice, that ſweeps, 
his Maſter's Shop in the Morning, may ten to one, 


dirty his Sheets before Night. But there are two / 
things that you will ſee very ſtrange; which are 
wanton Wives with their Legs at Liberty, and 
tame Cuckolds, with Chains about their Necks. 
But hold. I muſt examine you before I go further; 


You look ſuſpiciouſly. Are you a Husband ? 
Fore. 15 am married. 3 
| UI. 
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Pil. Poor Creature! is your Wife of Covent-Gar- 
den Pariſh ? | LS. 
Fore. No; St. Martin's in the Fields. £3 
Val. Alas, poor Man; his Eyes are ſunk, and his 
Hands ſhrivell'd; his Legs dwindled, and his back 
bow'd; Pray, Pray for a Metamorphoſis Change 


thy ſhape, and ſhake off Age; get thee Medea's 
Kettle, and be boil'd a-new; come forth with la- 


Þ'ring Callous Hands, a Chine of Steel, and Atiat's 


ſhoulders. Let Talicotius trim the Calves of twen- 
ty Chairmen, and make Pedeſtals to ſtand erect u p- 
on, and look Matrimony in the Face. Ha. ha, ha, 
That a Man ſhonld have a Stomach to a Wedding- 
Supper, when the Pidgeons ought rather to be laid 
to his Feet, ha, ha, ha. „ 

Fore. His Frenzy is very high now, Mr. Sandal. 

Fan. I believe it is a ſpring-tide. 
Fore. Very likely truly: You underſtand theſe 

Matters —Mr. Scandal I ſhall be very glad to con- 
fer with you about theſe things which he has ut- 
ter' d His Sayings are very myſterious and Hie- 

roglyphical. Ch | | | 

Val. Oh, why would Angelica be abſent from my 
Eyes ſo long? 5 
Fer. She's here, Sir. 1 
Mrs. Fore. Now, Sifter. | 

Frail. O Lord, what muſt I fay | | 

Scan. Humour him. Madam. by all Means. 
Val. Where is ſhe? Oh, I ſee her — ſhe comes 
like Riches, Health, and Liberty at once. to a deſ- 
pairing. ſtarving, and abandon'd Wretch. 
Oh. welcome, welcome. : | 

Frail. How d' ye. Sir; Can I ſerve you? 

Val. Hearke'e;z-—T have a Secret to tell you 
Endymion and the Moon ſhall meet us upon Mount 
Latmos, and we'll be married in the dead of Night. 
But ſay nota Word. Hymen ſhall pur his Torch 
into a dark Lanthorn. that it may be ſecret; and 


may fold his Ogling Tail, and Ares hundred 


Eyes be ſhut, ha > No body ſhall know, but Feremy. 4 
| Frail. 


* 


Hail. No, no, we'll keep it ſecret, it ſhall be done 
prefently?  . - 3 
val. The ſooner the better. — Jeremy, come hither 
——=Cloſer—— that none may over hear us; ——Feremy, 
F can tell you News; Angelica is turn'd Nun, 
and I am turning Friar, and yet we'll marry one a- 
nother in ſpite of the Pope Get mea Coul and 
Beads, that I may play my part For ſhe'll meet 
me two Hours hence in Black and White, and a 
long Veil to cover the Project, and we won't ſee 
one another's Faces, till we have done ſomething 
to be aſham'd of, and then we'll bluſh once for all. 
| Enter Tattle and Angelica. 
Fer. III take care, and 
Val. Whiſper. 
Ang. Nay, Mr. Tuttle, if you make Love to me, 4 
Con- 


ſpoil my Deſign, for I intend to make you my 


dent. 8 b 

Tar. But. Madam, to throw away your Perſon, 
ſucha Perſon! and ſuch a Fortune on a Madman |! | 

Ang. I never lov'd him till he was Mad; but 
don't tell any Body ſo. - b 

Kan. How's this Tattle making Love to Angelica} 

Tat. Tell, Madam! alas you don't know me 
have much ado to teil your Ladyſhip how long 
have been in Love with you but encourag'd 


4 by the Impoſſibility of Valentines making any more 


Addrefles ro you, I have ventur'd ro declare rhe ves 
ry inmoſt Paſſion of my Heart. Oh! Madam look 
upon us both. There you ſee the Ruins of a poor de- 
cay'd Creature Here a compleat and lively Fj» 
gure with Youth and Health, and all his Five Sen- 
ſes in Perfection, Madam, And all this, the moſt 
paſſionate Lover | OR 

Ang O fie for ſhame, hold your Tongue : a Paſſio- 
nate Lover, and Five Senſes in Perfection! When 


you are as mad as Valentine, I'll believe you love me 


and the maddeſt ſhall take me. 
Pal. It is enough. Ha! Who's here; 
Frail. O Lord, her coming will ſpoil all. | 
| Rs | | [ Jeremy, 
H Fer, 
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Fer. No, no, Madam, he won't know her; if ne 
ſhou'd, I can perſuade him, 4 

Val. Scandal, who are theſe? Foreigners ? If they > 
are, III tell you what think get away all 
the Company but Angelica, that I may diſcover my * 
Defign to her. [ Whiſpers. 7% 
* &an. I will, T have diſcoyer'd ſomething © 
of Tartle, that is of a piece with Mrs. Frail. He 
Courts Angelica, if we cou'd contrive to Couple 'em 


together Hark'e (Whiſpers. » 7 
Mrs. Fore. He won't know you, Coufin he knows 
no Body. = 


Fore. But he knows more than any Body, Oh 
Niece. he knows things paſt and to come, and all 
the profound Secrets of Time. 

Tat. Look you. Mr. Foreſight, it is not my way to 
make many Words of Matters, and ſo 1 ſhan't ſay 
much. But in ſhort, dye ſee, I will hold 
you a Hundred Pound now, that I know more Se- 
crets than he. | | 

Fore. How ! I cannot read that Knowledge in 
your Face, Mr. Tuttle. Pray. what do you know? 

Tat. Why d'ye think T'Il tell you. Si: ! Read it 
in my Face > No, Sir. tis written in my Heart. And 
ſafer there Sir, than Letters writ in Juice of Lemon, 
for no Fire can fetch it out. Iam no Blab, Sir. 
Pal. Acquaint Feremy with it, he may eafily bring 


it about ——— They are welcom. and Til tell em 
ſo my ſelf. {To $andat.] What, do you look ſtrange 
upon me? Then I muſt be plain [Coming up 


to them.] Jam Truth, and hate an Old Acquaintance 
with a new Face. [Scandal] goes aſide with Jeremy. 
Tut. Do you know me, Valemine? 

Val. You? Whoare you ? No] hope not. 

Tat I am FackTuttle your Friend. 
Val. My Friend. what to do? I am no Married 
Man and thou canſt not Tye with my Wife: I am 
very voor. and thou canſt not borrow Money of 
me: Then what Employment have I for a Friend. 

Tat Hah! A good open Speaker, and to be truſted 
with a Secret. | 1 
5 0 Ang. 
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f he Ang. Do you know me Valentine? 

Val. Oh very _ 
he . Who am I? # 
all — You're a Woman, — One to whom Heav'n 


gave Beauty, when it grafted Roſes on a Briar. You 
per. are the Reffection of Heav'n in a Pond, and he that 
ing 7 leaps at you is ſunk. You are all white, a Sheet of 
He lovely ſpotlets Paper, when you firſt are Born; but 
em you are tobe ſcrawl d and blotted by every Gooſes 
ber.. Quill. I know you; for 1 loy'd a Woman, and 
ws © lovd her fo long, that I found out a ſtrange thing: 
II found out what a Woman was good for. 
Oh ut. Ay; prithee what's that? 
al! wal. Why to keep a Secret. 
m. OLord! 1 
to | Pat. O exceeding good to keep a Secret: For tho! 
ſhe ſhould tell, yet ſhe is not to be believ'd. 
old Tur. Hah! good again, faith. 
Vu. I. I would have Muſick Sing me the Song 
that [| like 


* 5 O N @ 
it | 
nd 5 
n, Set by Mr. Finger. 
„e Ini thee, Charmion. could I Time retrieve, 

8 3 : 
em 1 Aud could again begin to Love and Live, 
oe To you T ſhould my earlieſt off” ring give; | 

w 3 I know my Eyes would lead my Heart to you, 
ce And I ſhould all my Vows and Oaths renew. 
iy. 1 But to be plain, I never would be true. 

* ; 


For by our weal and wavy Truth, J find, 
Love hates to center n 4 Point aſſign'd. 
ed But runs with Foy the Circle of the Mind. 


m Then never let us Chain what ſhould be free, 
of • A • But for Relief of either Sex agree 


© B Since Women love to change, and ſo do we. 8 
ed No more, for IJ am Melancholy. [Vll mufing; 
Fer. I'll do't, Sir. [I Scandal. 
= H 2 Kean. 
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Scan. Mr. Foreſight, we had beſt leave him. He may 


"”% 


grow outragious and do Miſchief. 
Fore. I will be directed by you. Fn 
Fer. [Io Fail.] Vou H meet, Madam; III 
take care every thing ſhall be ready. 
Frail. Thou ſhalt do what thou wilt, have what 
thou wilt, in ſhort, I will deny thee nothing. 
Tut. Madam, hall I wait upon you? 


| | [70 Angelica, 
A. No. I'll flay with him Mr. Scandal 


will protect me. Aunt, Mr. Tattie deſires you would 


give him leave to wait on you. 


Tat. Pox on't, there's no coming off now ſhe has 


ſaid that 
nour ? TO 
Mrs. Fore. Mr. Tuttle might have us'd leſs Cere- 
mony. 


Madam, will you do me the Ho- 


Scan. Feremy, Follow Tue. 
[Exit Jer. 


Ang. Mr. Scandal, I only ſtay *till my Maid comes, 
and becauſe I had a mind to be rid of Mr. Turtle. 

Scan. Madam, I am very glad that I over-heard a bet- 
ter Reaſon which you gave to Mr. Tattle ; for his 
I forc'd you to acknowledge a Kind- 
neſs 


for Valentine. which you deny'd to all his Suffer- 


ings and my Sollicitations. So I'll leave him to 
make uſe of the Diſcovery; and your Ladyſhip to 
the free Confeſſion of your Inclinations. 95 
Ang. O Heavens! You won't leave me alone 
with a-Mad-man ? ; = 
Scan. No, Madam; I only leave a-Mad-man to his 
Remedy. | [Exit Scan. 
Val. Madam, You need not be very much afraid, 
for I fancy I begin to come to my ſelf. 
Ang. Ay, bit if Idon't fit you, Fll be ne, 
SE oh ID . Aſide. 
Vl. You ſee what Diſguiſes Love makes us put on; 
Gods have been in counterfeited Shapes for the 
ſame Reaſon; and the Divine Part of me, my Mind, 
has worn this Mask of Madneſs, and this motly Li. 
. £ £3 very, 


- 


{Exeunt Fore, Mrs. Fore. Tatt. Frail. | 


— — 
. 
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very, only as the Slave of Love, and menial Crea- 
ture of yaur Beauty. 3 
Ang. Mercy on me, how he talks! poor Ydenzine { 
Val. Nay faith, now let us underſtand one another, 
Hy pocrifie apart. The Comedy draws towards 
an end, and let us think of leaving Acting, and be 
our ſelves; and ſince you have lov'd me, you muff 
own J have at length deſery'd you ſhould confeſs it. 
Ang. {Sighs] I would I had lov'd you for Heas 
ew tan I pity yon; and could I have foreſeen 
the bad Effects, I would have firiven ; but that's 
too late. . [ Sghs. 
Val. What ſad Effects? What's too late > My 
ſeeming Madneſs has deceiv'd my Father, and pro- 
cur'd me time to think of Means to reconcile me to 
him, and preſerve the Right of my Inheritance to 
his Eſtate; which otherwiſe by Articles I muſt this 
Morning have. refign'd : And this I had inform'd 
you of to Day, but you were gone, before I knew 
you had been here. ö 
Ang. How! I thought your Love of me had caus'd 


15 this Tranſport in your Soul; which it ſeems you 


only counterfeited for mercenary Ends, and ſor- 
did Intereſt. | | 1 
ul. Nay, now you do me Wrong; for if any Inte- 
reſt: was confidered, it was yours; ſince I thought E 
wanted more than “Love, to make me worthy of you. 
Ang. Then you thought me Mercenary — But: 
how am I deluded by this Interval of Senſe, to rea- 
ſon with a Madman > — 5 f 29 + 
Pal. Oh, tis barbarous to miſunderſtand me Ionger. 
| Emer leremy. 
Ang. Oh here's a reaſonable Creature — ſure he 


will not have the Impudence to perſevere. Come, 


Feremy, acknowledge your Trick, and confeſs your 
Maſter's Madneſs counterfeit. 1 2. 247 

Fer. Counterfeit. Madam! Tl maintain, him to; 
be as abſolutely and ſubſtantially mad, as any Free- 
holder in Bethlebem; nay. he's as mad as any Pro- 
jector, Fanarick. Chymiſt. Lover, or Poet in Europe. 
Via. Sirrah, you lie; Iam not mad. 
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Am. Ha, ha, ha, you ſee he denies i it. 

Fer. O Lord! Madam did you ever : know any 
Madman Mad enough to on it? 
Vai. Sot, can't you apprehend > 
Ang. Why he talk d very ſenſibly juſt now. 


he begins to look wild again now. 


Val. Why you thick'd-skull'd Raſcal, I tell you 1 


the Farce 1s done, and I will be mad no longer. 
[ Beats him 


Ang. Ha, ha, ha, is he mad or no, Feremy. 


Fer. Partly 1 think. for he does not know his | 


Mind two Hours I'm ſure I left him juſt now 
in Humour to be mad, and I think I have not 
found him very quiet at this prelent. Who's 
there > [ One Knocks. 
Val. Go ſee. you Sot. I'm very glad that Ican 
move your Mirth, tho' not your Compaſſion. 
Exit Jeremy. 
Ang. I did not think you. had Apprehenſion e- 
nough to be exceptious: But Madmen ſhew them- 
ſelves moſt, by over-pretending to a ſound Under- 
ſtanding; as Drunken Men do by over-afting So- 


briety; I was half inclining to believe you till 1 


accidentally touch'd upon your tender Part: But 
Now you have reſtor'd me to my formey Opinion · 
and Dm | 

Enter Jeremy. 

Fer. Sir your Father has ſent to know if you are 
any better yet Will you pleaſe to be mad, 
Sir, or how? 

pal. Stupidity ! You know the Penalty of all I'm 
worth, muſt pay tor the Confeſſion of my Senſes: 
T a mad and will be mad ro every Body bur this 
Lady. 

Fer. So —luſt the very backſide of Fruth— 
But Lying is a Figure in Speech, that interlards the 
greateſt part of my Conver ation Madam your 


Ps * 8 e 
(Se to the Door. 


Enter 


Jer. Yes, Madam; he has Intervals: But you 77 5 0 


— — ——— un ** . 


Gee — 


| know it. 


of my Leſſon. 
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Enter Jenny. | 


| Ang. Well, have you been there?—Come hither. 


Femy. Yes, Madam, Sir Sampſon will wait upon 


you preſently, — 
VV Ade to Angelica. 
Val. You are not leaving me in this Uncertainty ? 
Ang. Wou'd any thing but a Madman complain 
of Uncertainty ? Uncertainty and Expectation are 
the Joys of Life. Security is an infipid thing, and 
the overtaking and poſſeſſing of a Wiſh diſcovers 
the Folly of the Chaſe. Never let us know one a- 
nother better; for the Pleaſure of a Maſquerade is 


done. when we come to ſhew Faces: Bur III tell 


you two things before J leave you; I am not the 
Fool you take me for; and you are mad, and don't 


6 (Exit Ang. and Jenny. 
Val. From a Riddle you can expect nothing but 
2 Riddle. There's my Inſtruction, and the Moral 


Re enter Jeremy. 5 r 
Fer. What. is the Lady gone again. Sir? I hope 
you underſtood one another before ſhe went. : 
Val. Underſtood ! ſhe is harder to be underſtood 
than a Piece of A;ynan Antiquity, or an Iriſh 
Manuſcript; you may pore till you ſpoil your 

Eyes, and not improve your Knowledge. 

Fer. J have heard em ſay Sir, they read hard 
Hebrew Books backwards; may be you begin to read 
at the wrong end. | j ; | 

Val. Thev fay ſo of a Witches Praver. and Dreams 
and Dutch Almanacks are to be underſtood by con- 
traries. But there's Regularity and Method in that; 
ſhe is a Medal without a Reverſe or Inſeription; 
for Indifference has both Sides alike, Yet while 
ſhe does not ſeem to hate me, Iwill purſue her, 


and know her if it he poſſible. in Spight of the Opi- 


nion of mv ſarvrical Friend Kanal. who ſays, 
That Nomen are like Tricks by ſlight of Han. 
' Which to almire we ſhould not underſtand. (Exeunt. 


The End of the Fourth. Af. : he AC T 
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» ATT V. SCENE I. 
A Room in Foreſight's Houſe. 
Enter Angelica and Jenny. 


; HERE is Sir Sampſon > Did you not 
s tell me, he would be here before 
me? > | 
Fenn. He's at the great Glaſs in the Dining - 
Room, Madam. ſettling his Cravat and Wig. 

Ang. How ! I'm glad on't.— if he has a Mind 
I ſhould like him it's a Sign he likes me; and that's 
more than half my Deſign... 
Fen. I hear him, Madam. 


Leave me; and d' ye hear, if Yalentine ſhou'd 


come or ſend, I'm not to be ſpoken with. 
| Enter Sir Sampſon. 2 
Sir Stmp. I have not been honour'd with the 


Commands of a fair Lady a great while Odd 


Madam, you have revivd me Not ſince I was 
Five and Thirty. 15 5 Fs: 


An. Why you have no great reaſon to complain, | 


Sir Sanmſon that is not long ago. 
Sir Samp. Zooks, but it is, Madam, a very great 


while, to a Man that admires a fine Woman as - 


much as I do. * | 
Ang. You're an abſolute Courtier. Sir Sanmfon. 
Sir samp. Not at all, Madam: Odsbud you wrong 
me; I am not fo old neither, to be a bare Courtier, 


only a Man of Words: Odd I have warm Blood a- 


bout me yet, and gan ſerve a Lady any way — Come, 
come, let me tell vou you Women think a Man 
old too ſoon, Faith andTrorth vou do Come don't 
deſpiſe Fifty; odd Fifty, in a hale Conſtitution, is 
no ſuch contemptible Age. 5 
An. Fifty a contemptible Age! Not at all, a ve- 
ry faſhionable Age I think I aſſure you. I know 
very conſiderable Beaus, that ſet a good Face upon 


be * %% eee 


— — re ep Orr — 5 


My! 


diſcreetly ; for I hate botha Wit and a Fool. A. 


LOVE for LOVE. 93 


Fifty; Fifty! I have ſeen Fifty in a Side-Box by 
Candle-light out- bloſſom Five and Twenty. 


Sir amp O Pox. Outſides, Outſides; a pize take 


em meer Outſides: Hang your Side-Box Beaus; no 


Im none of thoſe, none of your fore d Trees, that 


pretend to bloſſom in the Fall and Bud when they 


ſhould bring forth Fruit: I'mot a long liv'd Race, 
and inheritVigour. none of my Family married till 
Fifty: yer they begot Sons and Daughters, till 


Fourſcore : I am of your Patriarchs, I a Branch of 


one of your Antediluvian Families, Fellows that the 
Flood could not waſh away: Well Madam what 
are your Commands ? Has any young Rogue affront- 
ed you, and ſhall 1 cut his Throar? or 


Ang. No. Sir Sampſon, I have no Quafrel upon 14 
u 


Hands I have more occaſion for your Cond 
than Courage at this rime. To rell you the Truth 


Im weary of living fingle, and want a Hus band. 
Sir amp. Odsbud. and tis pity you ſhould —Odd - 


wou d ſhe wou'd like me, then I ſhould hamper my 
young Rogues: Odd. wou'd ſhe wou'd; Faith and 
Troth ſhe's deviliſh handſom. LA, le.] Madam. you 
deſerve a good Hus band, and twere a pity vou ſhou'd 
be throw away on any of theſe young idle Rogues 
about the Town. Odd, there's ne er a young Fellow 
worth hanging. — that is a very young Fellow, 
———Pize on em, they never think before hand of any 


thing; And if they commit Matrimony, tis as 


they commit Murder, out of a Frolick ; and are ready 
to hang themſelves. or to be hang'd by the Law, the 
next Morning d ſo, have a Care, Madam. 

Ang. Therefore I ask your Advice, Sir Sampſon : I 
have Fortune enough to make any Man eaſy that I 
can like; if there were ſach a thing as a young a- 
greeable Man. with a reaſonable Stock of good Na- 
ture and Senſe————-For I would neither have an 
abſolute Wit, nor a Fool. | 

Sir Samp Odd, you are hard to pleaſe, Madam; to 
find a young Fellow that is neither a Wit in his own 
Eye, nor a Fool in the Eye of the World. is a very 
hard Task. But, Faith and Troth, you ſpeak very 
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Ang. She that marries a Fool, Sir Sampſon. commits 
the Reputation of her Honeſty or Underſtanding to 
the Cenſure of the World: And ſhe that marries a 
very witty Man. ſubmits both to the Severity and 
inſolent Conduct of her Husband. I ſhou'd like a 
Man of Wit for a Lover, becauſe I wou'd have ſuch 
an one in my Power; but I wou'd no more be his 
Wife than his Enemy. For his Malice is not amore 
terrible Conſequence of his Averſion, than his Jea- 
louſy is of his Love. | | 


Sir Samp. None of old Forefight's Sy bils ever utter'd 


ſuch a Truth. Odsbud you have won my Heart: I 
hate a Wit; F had a Son that was ſpoil d among 'em; 
a good hopeful Lad. till he learn'd to be a Wit — 
And might have ri fen in the State — But a Pox 
on't. his Wit run him out of his Money, and now 
Ris Poverty has run him out of his Wits. 

Ang. Sir Sampſon. as your Friend. I muſt tell you 
you are very much abus'd in that Matter; he's no 
more mad than you are. | 7 

Sir Samp. How. Madam! wou'd I cou'd prove it. 

Ang. I can tell you how that may be done — But 
_ It is a thing that wou'd make me appear to be too 
much concern'd in your Affairs. 


Sir Samp. Odsbud TI believe ſhe likes me 4fde.]. 


Ah. Madam. all my Affairs are ſcarce worthy to 
be laid at your Feet; and I wiſh Madam, they ſtood 


in a better Poſture, that I might make a more becom- 


ing Offer to a Lady of your incomparable Beauty 
and Merit. If I had Peru in one Hand. and Mex- 


ico in t'other and the Faſtern Empire under my Feet, 


it would make me only a more glorious Victim to 
be offer'd at the Shrine of your Beauty. ; 
Ang. Bleſs me, Sir Sampſon what's the Matter? 
Sir Samp. Odd, Madam. I love vou 
you would take my Advice in a Husband 


Ang Hold. hold, Sir ©ampſon. I ask d your Advice 


for a Husband and you are giving me your Con- 
ſent... I was indeed thinking to propoſe ſome- 
thing like it in Jeſt, to ſatisfy you about Valentine: 


For if a Match were ſeemingly carried on between 
. 1 ; Pa. | you | 


And if 


. 
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_ Give me your Hand, Odd let me kiſs it; tis as warm 
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you and me, it would oblige him to throw off his 
Diſg :iſe of Madneſs, in apprehenfion of loſing me: 
For you know he has long pretended a Paſſion for 
me. | 

Sir Samp. Gadzooks, a moſt ingenious Contri- 
vance— If we were to go thro wich it. Bur why 
miſt the Match only be ſeemingly carried on?: 
Odd, let it be a real Contract. 4 
Ang. O ie. Sir Sampſon, what would the World ſay > 
Sir Samp. Say, they would ſay you were a wiſe 


Woman. and I a happy Man. Odd, Madam, I'll 
love you as long as I live; and leave you a good 


Jointure when | die. | 
Ang. Aye, but that is not in your Power. Sir 
Sampſon; for when Valentine confeſſes himſelſ in his 


' Seriſes. he muſt make over his Inheritance to his 
- younger Brother. 


Sir Samp Odd you're a cunni 


570 | ng. wary Baggage ! 
Faith and Troth I like you the better 


But, 


I warrant you, I have a Proviſo in the Obligation 
in Favour of my (elf. 


- Body o' me I have a 
Trick to turn the settlement upon the Ifſue Male 


of our two Bodies begotten. Odsbud, let us find 


Children, and I'll find an Eſtate. : 
Ang. Will vou ? well, do you find the Eftate, and 
leave t'other to me | _ 
Sir Sam O Rogue! But Il truſt you. And will 


you conſent ? Is it a Match then? 


Ang. Let me conſult mv Lawyer concerning this 


Obligation ; and if I find what you propoſe practi- 
cable, I'll give vou my Anſwer. 


Str Samp. With all my Heart; Come in 
with me and I'll lend you the Bond — You, ſhall 
conſult your Lawyer, and I Il cop ſult a Par ſon; 
Odzooks I'm a young Man; Odzooks. I'm a young 
Man and Ill make it appear - Odd, you're de- 
viliſh Handſom : Faith andTroth you're very hand- 
fom. and I'm very young. and very luſty 0 is- 
bud. Huſſy von know how to chuſe, and fo do I; 

— Odd I think we're : ery well met; 


and 
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and as ſoft as what?—— Odd as tother 
Hand Give me t'other Hand, and I'll mumble 

*em, and kifs *em rill they melt in my Mouth. 

Ang. Hold. Sir Sampſon 
your Vigour before your Time: You'll 
Eſtate before you come to it. | ; 

Sir Samp. No no. only give you a Rent Roll of 
my Poſſtffions———— Ah! Baggage —— I warrant 
you for little Samſon: Odd, ampſon's a very good 
Name for an able Fellow: Your Sampſons were 
ſtrong Dogs from the Beginning. 

Ang. Have a care, and don't over- act your part 
If you remember, the ſtrongeſt Sampſon of your 
Name pull d an old Houſe over his Head at laſt. 

Sir Samp. Say you ſo Huſſy? — Come. let's 
go then; Odd. I long to be puliing down too, 


come away Odſo, here's ſomebody coming. 
[Exeunt. 


pend your 


Enter Tattle and Jeremy. 

Tut. Is not that ſhe gone out juſt now? 

Fer. Aye, Sir, ſhe's juſt going to the Place of Ap- 
pointment. Ah, Sir if you are not very faithful 
and cloſe in this Buſineſs, you'll certainly be the 
Death of a Per ſon that has a moſt extraordinary Paſ- 
ſion for your Honour's Service. 

Tat. Ay, who's that? 

Fer. Ev'n my unworthy ſelf, Sir Sir I 
have had anApperite to be fed with your Commands 
a great while; — And now Sir. my former Ma- 
ſter having much troubled the Fountain of his Un- 
_d-rtanding. it is a very plauſible Occafion for me 
- toquench my Thirſt at the Spring of your Bounty 
I thought J could not recommend my ſelf 
better to you, Sir, than by the Delivery of a great 
Beauty and Fortune into your Arms, whom J have 


heard vou ſigh for. 
Tit. Il make thy Fortune; ſay no more 


Thou'rt 1 vretry Fellow. and can ſt carry a Meſſage 
to a Lady in a pretty ſoft kind of Phraſe, and with 
a good nerſnading Accent. | 

Fer. Sir, I haveSeeds of Rhetorick and Oratory 
I have been at Cambridge. Iat. 


in my Head 


You're | ng e of 
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Tat. * 'tis well enough fora Servant to be bred 


ata Ungperſity : But the ducatiot is adlitele tao 
poduntich forsa Gentleman. D are ſceret 


in your Nature: privaes, clo fe hes n 
er. O Sir. for that Sir, tis m my chief T Tateno;/I: my 
as ſeoret asithe Head ef Nil. 0 + 


Ne. Aye N Who's he, — 4 5 Privy Counſellor? 
Fer. O. Ignorance ounnin 1 
Sir; that * —— Arms would over- ru . — 
try, rene eee out his Head 3 
ters. - & th 15 9va;, 112 1811 6G 4 
ba; Cloſe Dog! * good /Whoremaſtor, I — 
rant him the time draws 1 Feremy- Au- 
gelica willbeiveild like 4 Nung and muſt be hood 
ed-like a- Friar;; ha;-Feremys? : 

Fer. Aye, sir, hooded like 8 to Lizear firſts 
fight upon the Quarry. It is the Whim«of my 
Maſter's Madneſs to be ſo dreſs'd ; and ſhe is ſo in- 
Love with him, ſhe'll comply with any thing to 
pleaſe him. Poor Lady, Em ſure ſhe'll — 
to pray for me, when dhe finds What a happy ex- 
change ſhechas made; between a Nada anf ſo ac- 
compliſh'd a Gentleman. 

Tit: Ay faith, ſorſhewill, Feremy! vou're a zood 
Friend to her; poor Creature -I ſwear I do 
it hardly ſo much — — e ſelf, as 
Compaſſion to-her.-/ 

Fer. Ts an Add of Chari Sir, to Ray cha alas 
Woman with thirty thouſan Pound, fromthrow- 
ing her ſelf- away. 1 N 

Tar. So tis faith I m i8bt — ſav'd 5 
others in my time; but I: Ga I could never find in 
my Heart to Marry any body before. 

Fer. Well, Sir. I'll go and tell her my Maſter's 
coming: and' meet yon in half a quarter of an hour 
with your Difguiſe, at your own Lodgings. You 
muſt talk a little madly, ſhe won 't diſtinguiſh the 
Tone of: your Voice. 

Tat. No, no, let me alone fora Counterfeit ;—— 
III be ready for you. at © | 


WIKI I : | Enter 
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„„ rr 
Miſs. O Mr. Tatt'e, are you here! I'm glad I have 
found you; I have been looking up and down for 
you like any thing till I'm as tir'd as any thing in 
the World. 1 . | : E ö 
mut. O Pox, how ſhall I get rid of this fooliſh 
Girl? | 7 2 
Miſs. O T have pure News, I can tell you pure 
News Il muſt not marry the Seaman now 
my Father ſays ſo. Why won't you be my Huſ- 
band > You ſay pe love me, and you won't be my 
Husband: And I know you may be my Husband 
now if you pleaſe. . 5 N r 
- Tat O fie. Miſs : Who told you ſo, Child? 
Ait. Why, my Father II told him that 
you lov'd me. ; e Ss 
Tur. O fie, Miſs, why did you ſo ? and who told 
you ſo, Child? | | 
Mifs. Who > Why you did); did not you? 
Tut. O Pox, that was Yeſterday, Miſs, that was a 
great while ago, Child. I have been a-ſleep ſince; 
ſepta whole Night, and did not ſo muchas dream 
of the Matter. [areas 
 Mifi. P'ſhaw, O but I dream't that it was ſo tho. 
Tat. Ay, but your Father will tell you that Dreams 
come by Contraries, Child O fie ; what, we 
muſt not love one another now pP ſhaw, that 
would be a fool ifi thing indeed Eie, fie. you're a 
Woman new, and muſt think of a new Man every 
Morning. and forget him every Night. No, no, 
to marry, is to be a Child again, and play with the 
ſame Rattle always: O ſie, marrying is a paw thing. 
Miſi. Well, but don't you love me as well as you 
did laſt Night then? 
Tut. No, no, Child you would not have me. 
Aſiſt. No? Yes but I would tho. 


5 Tut. P'haw, but J tell you, you would not ms. 
| You forget you're a Woman, and don't know your 


aun mini. | 
4 But here's my Father, and he knows my 
nd. 25 


Enter 
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oF Enter Forefight. 
„ Pere. O, Mr. Tartie, your Servant, you are a cloſe 
f Man; but methinks your Love to my Daughter was 
|  @ Secrer[ might have been truſted with ——— Or 


had you a mind to try if I could diſcover it by my 
N Art—— hum ha ! I think there is ſomething in 
N your Phyſiognomy, that has a reſemblance of her; 
a and the Girl is like me. 3 
. Fit. And fo you wow'd infer, that you and I are 
o alike what do's the Old Prig mean? I'll banter 
c him, and laugh at him, and leave him. [ 4fþde. J I fan- 
| cy you have a wrong Notion of Faces. 12 
Pore. How? What? A wrong Notion ! How ſo ? 
Tur. In the way of Art: I have ſome taking Bea- 
. tures, not obvious to Vulgar Eyes; that are Indica- 
tions of a ſudden turn of good Fortune, in the Lot- 
| tery of Wives; and promiſe a great Beauty and 
2 Fortune reſerved alone for me, by a private 
1 ntrigue of Deſtiny, kept ſecrer from the piercing 
| | Eye of Perſpicuity; from all Aſtrologers, and the 
Be; Stars themſelves. f . 
Fore. How ! Iwill make it appear that what you 
ſay is impoſſible. & | 
| Tat. Sir, I beg your Pardon, Im in haſte — 
Fore. For what ? 
. | Tar. To be married, Sir, married. | 1 
1 Fore. Ay, but pray take me along with you Sir 
Tat. No, Sir, tis to be done privately —I never 
| make Confidents. | 
| Fore. Well; but my Conſent I mean — You 
L won't marry my Daughter without my Confent ? 
Tut. Who l, sir? Im an abſolute Stranger to you 
and your Daughter. Sir. E 
1 Pore. Hey day! What time of the Moon is this? 
Tut. Very true, Sir, and deſire to continue fo. 
have no more Love for your Daughter than I have 
Likeneſs of you; and J have a a Secret in my Heartz 
which you would be glad to know, and fhan't know, 
and yet yon ſhall know it too, and be ſorry fort 
_ afterwards. I'd have you to know, Sir, that I am 
as knowing as the Stars, ana as ſecret as the _ 
2 | 2 n 
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And I'm going to he married juſt now, yet did not 


— ——— — — . — Rt 4 — — Sm 5 
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know of it half an Haur ago and:the-Ladyſtays for 


eme, and does not know of it yet There's a My- 
+=: 1Rery for- vou. I know: you love to unty Diffieul- 
ties Or if you can't ſolve: this, ſtay here a quarter 
of an Hour, and Fll come and explain it to you. ¶ Exit. 


? 


Miſs. O Father, why will you let him go? Won't 
you make him to be my Hus bana. 
Tore. Mercy on us, what do theſe Lunacies portend? 
:Alas! he's mad, Child, ſtark wilde 


Miß. What, and muſt not Ihave cer a Husbanil 
then? What, muſt go to Bed to Nurſe again; and 


be a Child as long as ſhe's an old Woman? Indeed 
but I won't: For nowimy Mind is ſet upon a Man, I 
will have a Man ſome way or other. Oh! methinks 
I'm fick when Ithink of a Man; and if I can't have 
one, I would go tofleepall my Life: For when I'm 
awake, it makes me wiſh and long, and 1 :donit 
now for what. And Id rather be always aſſeep, 
than ſick with Thinking... 
Fore. O fearful! T think the Girl's influenc'd too, 
„ Huſſy, you ſhall have a Rod. Tas 
Miſs. A Fiddle of a Rod. I'll have a Husband; and 
if you. wonit get me one, LIl get one for my ſelf. T'11 
marry our Robin the Butler, he ſays he loves me, and 


he's a handſom Man, and ſhall be my Husband: I 


artant hell be my Hus band, and thank me too, 
For: he told meſo. £52 02 175 | | 
Enter Scandal, Mrs. Forefight. and Nurſe. 


Tore. Did he fo——T'ldiſpatchhim for't preſent- 


ly; Rogue! Oh, Nurſe come hither. / | 
Nurſe, What is your Worſhip's pleaſure> - - 
Pre. Here take your young Miſtreſs, and lock her 
up preſently, till farther Orders from: me — Net a 
Mord, Huſſy DO Whatel bid you, no Reply 
away. And bid Rolin make ready to give an Ac: 
count of his Plate and Linnen, d' ye hear, be gone 
when I bid you. H Nurſe and Miſs. 
Mrs. Fre. What's the Matter, Hus band? 
Fore. Tis not convenient to tell you new — 
Mr. Scandu, Heaven keep us allꝰin our Sen ſes 1 
5A. 8 4 4 5 


fear 


abroad with Sir Sampſon. 


mad 100 
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fear ties is a contagious Frenzy abroad. How does 


Valentine 
Scan fi hope he'Il do well again—1 have 2 Meſſag 
from him to your Niece, Angelica. 

Fore. I think ſhe's not return'd, ines ſhe. went 


Enter Ben. 
Mrs. Fore. Here's Mr. Benjamin, he can tell 1 us if his 


Father be come home. 


Ben. Who > Father; ay, he's come home win 


| Ven geance. 


Mrs. Fore. Why, what's the Matter 2 

Zen. Matter ! why he's mad. | 

Fore. Metcy on us! Iwasafraid of this! 

Ben. And there's the handſom young Womanz 
ſhe as they ſay Brother vu went mad for, the” s mad 


too, I think. 


oor Niece, m oor Niece, isſhe ne 
ell I ſhall od nexe;' - go 
Mrs. Fore. Well, but how mad, how d' ye mean? 
Ben. Nay, II give you leave to gueſs— Il under- 


Fre. O, my 


take to make a Voyage to Amegoa — No, hold, 1 


mayn't ſay fo neither — But III fail as far as Len born, 
and back again, before you ſhall gueſs at the Matter, 
and do not ing elſe; Meſs, you oy rake in all the 
Points of the ompaſs, and not hit right. 

Mrs. Fore. Your Experiment will take up a little 
too much Time. 

Ben. Why then Fll tell yon. There? 82 new Wed. 
ding upon the Stocks; and * too are going to 
be married to night. 

Scan. Who? 

Ben. Why Father, and — the young Woman 
I can't hit of her Name. 

Scan. Angelica? 

Ben. Av, the ſame. 

Mrs. Fore. Sir Sampſon and 4 elica? impoſ ble ! 

Ben. That may be—bur I'm ſure it's as I tell you. 

Scan. *Sdeath, it's a Jeſt, J can't believe it. 

Ben. Look you Friend, it's nothing to me, u he- 
tber you believe it, = no. What I ſay is true; d've 


3 ſee, 


— tes ny bac Dye. — — — 
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Nee, they are married, or juſt going to be married, 


I know not which. 


Fore. Well, but they are not mad, that is, not 


Lunarick. ts | 
Ben. I don't know what you may call Madneſs 


But ſhe's mad for a Husband. and he's Horn-mai, I 


think, or they'd ne'er make a Match together: 
Here they come. | 
Enter Sir Sampſon, Angelica, with Buckram. 


Sir Samp. Where is this old Soothſayer > This Un- 


cle of mine Elect? A ha, old Freſgbt Uncle Fore- 
feht, wiſh me Joy, Uncle Forefight, double Joy, both 


as Uncle and Aſtrologer; here's a Conjunction that 
was not foretold in all your Ephemeri. The bright- 


eſt Star in the blue Firmament—is ſhot from above, 


ina Jelly of Love, and ſo forth; and I'm Lord of the 


Aſcendant. Odd, you're an old Fellow, Foreſght; 
Uncle, I mean, a very old Fellow, Uncle Forefght ; 


und yet you ſhall live to dance at my Wedding.; 


Faith and Troth you ſhall. Odd, we'll have the Mu- 


fick of the Spheres for thee, old Lilly, that we will 


and thou ſhalt lead up a Dance in Via Lace. 
Fore, Em Thunder-ſtrack! You are not married 
to my Niece > 1; | 
Sir Samp. Not abſolutely married, Uncle; but ve- 
Ty near it, within a Kiſs of the Matter, as you ſee. 


[ Kiſſes Ang. 


Ang. Tis very true indeed, Uncle; I hope you U 
be my Father and give me, 
Sir Samp That he ſhall, or Pl burn his Globes 
Body o'me he ſhall be thy Father, I Il make him thy 
Father, and thou ſhalt make me a Father, and T'11 
make thee a Mother, and we Il beget Sons and Daugh- 
ters enough to put the Weekly Bills out of Counte- 


nance. | 
Scan. Death and Hell! where's Yalentine ? 


Mrs. Fore. This is fo ſurprizin HEM 
Sir Sap. How? What does my Aunt ſay? Surpri- 


king Aunt? Not at all, for a young Couple to make 


a Match in Winter : Not at all ——— It's a Plot 
> TS 


[Exit Scandal. 
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to undermine cold Weather, and deftroy that U- 

ſurper of a Bed call'd a Warming Pan. | | 
Mrs. Fore. I'm glad to hear you have ſo much Fire 

in you, Sir Sampſon ? . 
Ben. Meſs, I fear his Fire's little better than Ti n- 
der; may-hap it will only ſerve to light up a Match 
for ſome Bodyelſe. The young Woman's a hand- 
ſom young Woman, I can't deny it: Bur Father, if I 
might be your Pilot in this Caſe, you ſhould not 
marry her. It's juſt the ſame thing, as if ſo be ” wary 
ſhould ſail ſo far as the $raights without Proviſion. 

Sir Samp. Who gave you Authority to ſpeak, Sir- 
rah? To your Element, Fiſh, be mute, Fiſh, and 

to Sea, rule your Helm, Sirrak, don't direct me. 

Ben. Well, well, take you care of your own Helm, 
or yon mayn't keep your new Veſſel ſteddy, 
Sir Semp. Why, you impudent Tarpawlin! Sirrah -_ 
do you bring your Fore-caſtle Jeſts upon your Fa- 
ther? But I ſhall be even with you, I won't give you 
a Groat. Mr. Buckrem is the Conveyance fo word- 
ed, that nothing can poſſibly deſcend to this Scoun- 
dre] ? I would not ſo much as have him have the 

Proſpect of an Eſtate, tho* there were no way to 
come to it, but by the North-Eaſt Paſſage. | 
Buck. Sir, it is drawn according to your Directi- 
2 - ere is not the leaſt Cranny of the Law un- 

op L 5 | 5 F 
| Bop. Lawyer, I believe there's many a Cranny 
and Leak unſtopp'd in your Conſcience—lf ſo be 

that one had a Pump to your Boſom, I believe we 
ſhould diſcover a foul Hold. They ſay a Witch will 
fail in a Sieve Bur I believe the Devil would 
not venture abroad o' your Conſcience, And that's 
for you. | | | 

Sir Sam. Hold your Tongue, Sirrah. How now, 


who's there. 
| | Enter Tattle «nd Frail. 
Frail. O, Sir, the moſt u nlucky Accident! 
Mrs: Fore. What's the Matter? | | 
Tatt, Oh. the two moſt unfortunate poor Crea- 
tures in the World we are. N Ws 
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_ Fore. Bleſs us! How ſo ? | 
Frail. Ah, Mr. Tuttle and I, poor Mr. mne and I 


are Il can't ſpeak it out. 


Tutt. Nor I But poor Mrs. Hail and Lare — 
Frail. Married | | 

Mrs. Fore. Married! How! | 

Tut. Suddenly— before we knew where we 


were thar Villain Feremy, by the help of Dif- 
guiſes, trick'd us into one another. 

Fore. Why you told me juſt now, you went hence 
in haſt to be married. 

Ang. But I believe Mr. Tattle meant the Fayour 
to: me, I thank him, 

Tat. I did, as T hope to be fav 'd, Madam, my In- 
tentions were good But this is the moſt cruel 
thing, to marry one does not know how, nor why, 
nor where fore The Devil take me if ever I 
was ſo much concern'd at any thing in my Life. 

Ang. Tis very unhappy, it you don't care for 
one another. 

Tut. The leaſt in the World That i is fur my 
— 1 ſpeak for my ſelf. Gad, I never had the leaſt 
Thought of ſerious Kindneſs.— I never lik'd any 
Body leſs in my Life. Poor Woman] Gad I'm ſorry 
for her too; for I have no reaſon to hate her nei- 
2115 but I believe I ſhall lead her a damn'd fort of | 
a Life. 

Mrs. Fore. He's better than no Husband at '* "og 
tho he's a Coxcomb. 

Frail. [To her.] Ay, ay, it's well i it's no ee 
Nay, for my part I always deſpis'd Mr. Tuttle of all 
things; nothing but his being my Husband could 
have made me like him leſs. 

Tat. Look you there, I thought as much! 
Pox ont, I wiſh we could keep it ſecret, why I don't 
believe any of this Company would ſpeak of it. 

Frail. But, my dear, that's impoſſible; the Parſon 
and that Rogue Feremy will publiſh it. . 

Tat. Ay. my dear, ſo they will, as you ſay. pe 

O. you'll agree very well in a little cine; 


Cuſtom will make it eaſy to you. 


* 


15 
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2! Tr. Eaſie ! Pox on't, I don't believed ſhall Meep 
| xo Night. 
; Sir Samp. sleep Quotha! No, ane in 3 not 
Sleep o' your Wedding Night? I'm an older Fellow 
than you, and don't mean to iſle 
- Ben. Why there's another Match now. as tho'f a 
covple of Privateers were looking for a Prize, and 
fhould fall foul of one another . I'm ſorry for the 
young Man with all my Heart. Look, you, Priend, 
if Tmay adviſe you, when ſhe's going, for thatyou 
muſt expect I have Experience of her, when ſhe's 
going, let her go. For no Matrimony is tough e- 
nough to hold ber, and if ſhe can't drag her An- 
chor along with her. he'll break her Cable, I can 
tell you that. Who's there > the Madman? 
Ener Valentine dreſs'd, Scandal. and Jeremy. 

Pal. No, here's the Fool; and if occafion bes: 1 1 
give it under my Hand. | 

Sir Samp. How now? 

Val. Sir, I am come to acknowledge my Ervors, 
and ask your Pardon. 

Sir Samp. What have you found your Senſes at 
laſt then? In good time. Sir. 

Val. You were abus'd, Sir, I never was diſtracted. 


Fore. How! not mad. Mr. Sandal? | 

Scan. No really, Sir; 1 am Bis Witneſs it was all 
3 | 

Pal. I thought I had Reaſon—But it was a poor 
Sem er the Effect has ſhewn it ſuch. 

Sir $1mp. Contrivance! what, to cheat me? to cheat 
your Father! Sirrah, how cou d you hope to proſper? 

Pal. Indeed, I thought. Sir, when the Father en- 
dea vour d to undo the Son, it was a reaſonable 
Return of Nature. 

Sir Samp. Very goon, Sir Mr. Bucky mr. are you 
ready 2 Come. Sir, will you Sign and Seal? 

Fal. If you pleaſe, Sir; but l I would ask this 
Lady one Queſtion. 

Sir Smp. Sir, You muſt ask me Leave frſt; that Las 
dy, no sir; you ſhall-ask that Lady no Queſtions, 
till you bave ask d her Bleſſing, sir; that Lady is ta 
be my Wife. Val. 
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Val. J heard as much, Sir; but I would have it 
from her own Mouth. | : 

Sir Semp. That's as much as to fay I lie, Sir, and 
you don't believe whar I ſay. | | 

Pal. Pardon me, Sir. But I reflect that I very late- 
ly counterfeited Madneſs; I don't know but the 
Frolick may go round. 

Sir amp. Come, Chuck, ſatisfy him, anſwer him,; 
— Come, Come. Mr. Buckram. the Pen and Ink. 
Buck. Here it is Sir, with the Deed. all is ready. 

| Val. goes to Ang. 

Ang. Tis true you have a great while pretended 
Love to me; nay, what if you were fincere? Still 
you. muſt pardon me, if I think my own Inclina- 
tions have a better right ro diſpoſe of my Perſon 
than yours. Sir Samp. Are you anſwer'd now Sir? 

Val. Yes, Sir. | Sir Sum. Where's your 
Plot, Sir > And your Contrivance now Sir > Will 
you fign, sir? Come, will you ſign and ſeal? 

Val. With all my Heart. Sir. | 


Scan. Sdeath, you are not Mad indeed, to ruin 


your ſelf ? iy | 
Pal. | have been diſappoirited of my only Hope; 
and he that loſes Hope may part with any thing. I 
never valu'd Fortune, but as it was ſubſervienr to 
my Pleaſure, and my only Pleaſure was to pleaſe this 


Lady: Thave made many vain Attempts. and find at 


laſt that nothing but my Ruin can effect ir. Which 
for that Reaſon, I will ſign to. Give me the 
Paper. | | 
Ang. Generous Valentine 
Buck. Here is the Deed, Sir. | 
Hal. But where is the Bond, by which I am obli- 
ged to ſign this? 145 4 
Buck. Sir Sampſon you have it. 
Ang. No, Thave it; and F11 uſe it, as I would eve- 
ry thing that is an Enemy to Valemine. [Tears the Paper. 
Sir Samp. How now! Val. Ha! | 
Ang. Had I the World to give you. it could not 
make me worthy of ſo generous and faithful a Paſ- 
fon: Here's my Hand, my Heart was always yours, 


! 
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and ſtruggl'd very hard to make this utmoſt Trial 
of your Virtue. | [To Val. 

Val. Between Pleaſure and Amazement I am loſt - 


But on my Knees I take the Bleſſing. 
Sir Sem. Oons, what is the meaning of this? 


Ben. Meſs here's the Wind chang d again. Father, 


you and I may make a Voyage together now. 

Ang: Well, Sir $4mpſon, fince I have plaid you a 
Trick, I'll adviſe you, how you may ayoid ſuch 
another. Learn to be a good Father, or you'll ne- 
ver get a ſecond Wife. I always lov'd your Son, 


and hated your unforgiving Nature. I was refolv'd 


to try him to the utmoſt; I have try'd you too, 
and know you both. You have not more Faults 


than he has Virtues; and 'tis hardly more Pleaſure _ 


to me, that he can make him and myſelf happy, 


than that I can puniſh you. 


Val. If my Happineſs could receive Addition, 
this kind Surprize would make it double. 
Sir Samp. Oons you're a Crocodile. 
Fore. Really, Sir Sampſon this is a ſudden Eclipſe— 
Sir Samp. You're an 1lliterate Fool. and I'm ano- 
ther, and the Stars are Liars; and if I had Breath 
— I'd curfe them and you, my ſelf and every 
Body 
man-bobb'd at laſt; I have not Patience. 


| CExit Sir Samp.. 
Tir. If the Gentleman is in this Diſorder ſor 
want of a Wife. I can ſpare him mine. Oh, are you 


there, Sir> I'm indebted to you for my Happineſs. 

. | To Jer. 

Fer. Sir, I ask you Ten Thouſand Pardons, 'twas 

an errant Miſtake ou ſee, Sir, my Maſter was 

never mad, nor any thing like it Then how 
could it be otherwiſe? 


Pal. Tattle, IJ thank you; you would have inter- 


poſed between me and Heav'n, but Providence laid 
Purgatory in your way Lou have but Juſtice. 
Scan. I hear the Fiddles that Sir Sempſon provided 


- for his own Wedding; methinks tis pity they 


ſhould not be employed when the Match is ſo much 


mended. Pal. © 


Oons Cully'd, Bubbl'd, Jilted, Wo- 


ws: BOWEN fer LOVE. 
| Patentine. the it be Morning we may have a Dante. 


ul. Any thing my Friend, * 1 7 51 


that looksllike Joy and agent 
Scan. Call em, Ferm 56 ut 
A. I have done Aunlembling nom; 1 and 
| 56" that Coldneſs which I have always worn before 
you. ſhould turn to an extreme 3 ou muſt 
* far cit. 
11 prevent that Suſpiojon For I in- 
4; to doat on to that immoderate: . that your 
Fondnefs ſhall never diſtinguiſſi it ſelf enough to be- 
taken notiee of. If ever you ſeem to loverGombdin. 
it muſt be only when Icanꝭt love enough. 
Ang. Have a care of Promiſes. You know you are 
apt to run more in Debt than you are a bie to pay. 
Val. There fore I yield my Body as 1 Priſoner,; 
and make your beſt on t. i 


Stan. The Muſick ſtays for you: C Dance. 


Scan. Well, Madam, you have done 2 
Juſtice, in Parc ns ae inhuman Father, and re- 
Warding a faithful Lover: But there is a third good 
Work, which J. in particular, muſt thankyou for; 
1 was an Infidel to your Sex; and you have conver- 


ted me For now l'm convinc'd that all Wo- 


men are not, like Fortune, blind in beſtowing Fa- 
vours either to thoſe who do not merit, or who: 
do not want em. 

"Ang: Tis an unreaſonable Accuſation that you 
lay u pon our Sex: Tou tax us with n juſtice only- 
to cover your own want of Merit. You would all: 
have the Reward of Love, but few have the Con- 
ſtancy to ſtay till it becomes your Due. Men are 
generally Hypocrites and Infidels, they pretend to- 
Worſhip; but have neither Zeal nor Faith: How 


few, like Valentine, would perſevere even unto Mar- 


tyrdom. and facrifice their Intereſt: to their Con- 
e in admiring me you miſplace the Novelty: 


_ The Miracle 10 Day iu That we find _ 
A Lover true: Not. that 4 Womans kind. 
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: | M E N. 
11 © Anuel, the King of 88 - 
EB Gonſalez, his avourite. FL 1 8 
= Gee, Son to Gonſale x. 
1 Perez, Captain of the Guards. 
"8 Alonzo, an Officer, Cc Feature to — 
= Heli, 2 Priſoner „ his Friend. 
Li d an aach. 
1 W ON EN 
=—_ Amerie, the Princeſs of Granall, 
8 Zara, a Captive Queen. _ 
i  Leanora, c e Attendant on the Princeſs 
3 1 8 Nomen, Ennuc hs, 3 . lam, . 


THR cn 910 os, 


460 1 SCENE 1. a 
A Room of State. . | = 4 72 4 


Fhe Curtain riſing ſlowly to ſoft Muſick, Aksu: Ames ; N | ; 
| ria in aun Leonora n in 2 > 2 


ae the Muſick, Almeria riſes from her Chair, 233 
4 6 15 Cooper ſorwar * Fr © Ol 
4 Md 10 


. Almeria. , | e 4 Y 
VSICK us enen fork a ac. 


breaſt, : "2 
1 "ar Ger ae l es 
' mov * 3 I 
7 75 And, e have been is "a 
| ſormꝭ | Er 
By magick numbers and perſuaſive found, Se Ip , 
What then am I? Am I more ſenſeleſs grown „ 
Than trees, or flint? O force ot conſlant woe! 
neee e e N 


4 The Mourning Bride. 
The ſilent tonih teceiv d the good old King; | 
He and his ſorrows now are ſafely lodg'd 
Within its cold, but hoſpitable boſom. 
Why am I not at peace a Wes 
Teon. Dear 3 —_— 1 . 
85 Or moderate your griefs; there is no cauſe = 
an, Nocaule! peace; peace; there is eternal cauſe, 
| And milery eternal ill ſucceed. , 1 
Thou canſt not tell thou haſt indeed no cauſe. 
Leon. Believe me, Madam, I lament Anſelmo, 
And always did compaſſionate his fortune; 
Have often wept, to ſee how cruelly | 
Your father kept in chains his fellow-king : 
And oft at night, when all have been retir d, 
Have ſtol'n from bed, and to his priſon crept ; 
Where, while his goaler ſlept, I thro* the grate 
Have ſoftly whiſper'd, and enquir'd his health 
Sent in my ſighs and pray'rs for his deliv'rance; 
For ſighs and pray'rs were all that I could offer. | | 
Alm. Indeed thou haſt a ſoft and gentle nature = 
That thus cou'dſt melt to ſeea ſtranger s wrongs, - 
O Leonora, hadſt thou known Anſelmo, | 
How wcu'd thy heart have bled to ſee his ſuff ring i. 
Thou hadſt no cauſe, but general compaſſian. 
Leo. Love of my royal miſtreſs gave me cauſe, 
0 y love of you begot my grief for him; 
For I had heard that when the chance of war 
Had bleſs'd Anſelmo's arms with victory, 
And the rich ſpoil of all the field, and you, | 
The glory of the whole, were made the prey _ - 
Of hisſucceſs; that then, in ſpite of hate. BE 
Revenge, and that hereditary feud 2 „ „ 
Between Fulentia's and Granada's kings 
He did endear himſelf to your affection, 
By all the worthy and indulgent was 
His moſt induſtrious:goodneſs cou'd invent; 
Propoſing by a Match between Alphonſo _. 
His jon, the brave Valentia prince, and you, 
To end the long diſſention, and unite 
be jarring Crows. e 


— 


Both, both 


= 


The e Bride. F 
Alm. 4 Iphonſo ! Coins LE 
Thou art too quiet been at oe 


Then why am I: O when ſhall I have reſt? 
Why do I live to ſay you are no more? 
Why are all theſe things thus is it of force? 
Is there neceſſity, I muſt be miſerable ? 

Is it of moment to the peace of heav'n 

That I ſhould be afflicted thus? If not, 

Wh 32 it thus contriv'd? why are things laid 

f me unſeen hand, ſo, as of ſure conſequence 
They muſt to me bring curſes, grief of heart, 
The! laſt diſtreſs of life and ſure deſpair ? 


Teo. Alas, you ſearch too far, and think too deeply. i 


Alm. Why was I carry'd to Anſelmo's court? 
Or there, why was I us'd ſo tenderly? 
Why notill treated like an enemy? | 
For ſo my father wou'd have us'd his child; 
O Alphonſo, Alphonſo ! | 
Devouring ſeas have waſh'd thee from my ſight, . 
No time ſhall raiſe thee from my memory; | 
No, 1 will live to be thy monument: 
The cruel ocean is no.more thy tomb: 
But in my heart thou art interr'd; there, there, 
Thy dear reſemblance is for ever fix d 
My love, my lord, my husband ſtill, tho loſt. 

Leo. Husband ! O heay'ns! 5 | 
Alm. Alas! what have I faid? | 
My grief has burry'd me beyond allthought. b 
I wou'd have kept that ſecret; though I Kn 
Thy love and faith to me deſerve all con fidence. 
But ꝰ tis the wretches comfort ſtill to have 
Some ſmall-reſerve of near and inward woe, | 
Some unſuſpected hoard of darling grief, 
Which they unſeen may wail, and weep and a! 
And glutton-like alone devour. | 

Leon. Indeed 
I knew not this. 

Alm. O no, thou know'ſt not * 
Know'ſt nothing ot my ſorrows — if thou 46 
ns t ond tell thce, wou dſt thou pity me? 


A 3 00 Ted 


father and {on are now no more. 


* 
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'8 The Mourning Bride. 


Tell me: I know thou wou dſt, thou art compaſſionate. 
Teo. Witneſs theſe tears | 
Alm. I thank thee—— 


Leonora, 


Indeed I do, for pitying thy fad miſtreis: 
For tis, alas, the poor prerogative | oe 
Of greatneſs, to be wretched and unpitied 
But | did promiſe | wou'd tell thee 


For to have known my loſs, thou muſt have known 


\ 
1 
3 


Drove us, and thoſe that followy d, on the coaſt 
ick: there our veſſel ſtruck the ſnoar, 
gainſt a rock was daſn'd in pieces, 


Of 
And bulging 


— 


It was becauſe thou didſt not know Alphonſo : 


His worth, his truth, and tenderneſs of love. 


Leo. The memory of that brave prince ſtands fair 


In all report— 


And 1 have heard imperfectly his loſs; | 
But fearfu! to renew your troubles paſt, 
I never did preſume to ask the ſtory. 


Alm, If for my Twelling heart can, Lil tell thee, | 


I was a welcome captive in Valentia, 
Evin on the day when Manuel, my father, 
Led on his conqu ring troops, high as the gates 
Of King Anſelmo's palace; which in rage. 
And heat of war, and dire revenge, he fir d. 
The good king flying to avoid the flames, 
Started amidſt his foes, and made cap 


His fatal refuge— 
Amid thoſe flames 


W ou'd that FRY 
but twas not ſo decreed. 


tivity _ 
had fall'n 


Alphonſo, who torefaw my father's cruelty, 


Had born the 


Ready to fail; and when this news was brought 
We put to ſea; but being betray'd by ſome | 
Who knew our flight, we cloſely were purſu d. 


Queen and me on board a ſhip 


And almoſt taken; when a ſudden ſtorm 


| - what ? 
My miſeries? Thou doſt already know em: 


And waenl told thee thou didſt nothing know, 


But heav'n ſpar d me for yet much more affliction! 
Conducting them who follow y d us, to ſnun 3s 
The ſhoal, and ſave me floating an the waves, 


Teo. Alas? were you then wedded to Aiphonſd,, FR 
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"Alm. That day, that fatal day, our hands were join'd 3 
For when my lord beheld the ſhip purſuing, 
And ſa w her rate fo far 1 E 
He came to me, rages meby my A | 
1 wou'd conſent the ſhou'd make us one; 
That whether death or a enſu d. 
I mightbe his; * the power ot Hr Ip 
| The Queen too did aſſiſt his ä g 
| And in one day, was wedded, anda widow. | 104 
Leo. Indeed twas mournfu l — ph 
An. 'Twas as I have told the. 
For which I mourn; and will for ever mourn; 
Nor will Lchange theſe bh and diſmal robes, 
Or ever dry theſe ſwoln : watry eyes 
Or ever taſte content, o ce of heart. 
While I have life and tho. ght of Wy Alp 4 rows, 
Teo. Look down, good heav'n, w pity on her >. 
And grant, that time may bring her ſomerelief. | 

Aim. O no! time gives encreaſe to my alictions. 
The circling hours, that gather all the woes, 
Whichare Sicfas d thro? the revolving year, 
Come heavy-laden with th' _ wy I 
To me; with me, ſucceſſively, they 5 
2 " hs, the tears, the groans, the reſtleſs cares, 

all the damps of grief, that did retard their en 

Thes ſhake their downy wings, and ſcatter all 
The dire col ected dews on Fant 1198 r head; 
Then fly with joy and ſwiftneſs fromme. 

Leo. Hark! [Shouts at. dflnce 
The diſtant ſhouts proclaim your father's trium ph; 
O ceaſe, for heav'ns ſake, aſſwage a little 22 
This torrent ot your grief; for, much I tear, 5 I 
_ — his wrath to ſee you drown d ia tears, 


pears in ev'ry other face. 
by Ss Aal be 


nut double, double wei ight of woe to mine; 
For with him Garcia comes 
1 muſt be facrific'd, and all the vows- 


| | gave my dear 247 > baſely broken. 
it ſhall never be; for I will die; 
: Ne — thouland deaths look down, look down, 


wa 


we het: Mourning! Bride: = = 


1 Joy be bringaqger ry other heart, | lar 


Garcia, to whom 
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8 The Mourning Bride. 
Alphonſo, hear the ſacred vow 1 make: {kneels. 


If ever Ido yield, or give conſent, 


— 2 — — — ͤ DAu— 2 


- 


One moment, ceaſe to gaze on perfect bun, 


And bend thy glorious eyes to earth and me „ 


And thou Anſelmo, if yet _ art 3 

'Thro' Wy e nas POW ao ing fire, 1 

To that bright heav 'n, wohere m e . 
Behold thou alſo; and attend my vow | 

By any action, word, or thought, towed © 
Another lord; may then juſtheav'n ſhow Venn a 
Unheard of curſes on me, greater far | 

(lt ſuch there be in angry heavin's vengeance) = 

Than any I have yet endur d And no- ]- WT (ae. 
My heart has ſome relief; having ſo well 


Diſcharg'd this debt, incumbent on my love. ho 
Yer, one thing more I wou d engage from thee. od 
Teo. My heart, my life and will, are only yours. : 


Alm. I thank thee; tis but this; anon, when all 
Are wrap d and buſied in the general joy, 
Thou wilt withdraw, and Privately with me 


Steal forth, to viſit good Auſelmo's tomb. 
Leo, Alas! 1 fear ſome fatal reſolution. 
Alm. No, on my life, my faith, I mean no ill, 


Nor violence. Ifeel my ſelf more light, 
And more at large, ſince I have made this vow. 
Perhaps I woul Aerea it there morefolemnly, 


Tis that, or ſome ſuch melancholy thought, 
Upon my word no more. 
Leo. 1 will attend you. 
FH: SCENE. „ 
Almeria, Teonora, Alonzo. 


Alon. The Lord Gonſaler, comes to tell your highneſs 
rhe King is juſt arriv G. 


Alm. Conduc him io. [c ir Alon, 


8 : That's his pretence his errand is, em 


— 


To fill my Ears with Garria's valiant Deeds; 


And gild and magnifie his ſon's exploits. 


But I am arm'd with ice around my heart, 


Nottobe warm d with words, or idle eloquence, | 


2 3 
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Gonſalez, A Zan El 
. Be ev'ry day of your long life like 8 £ 
The ſun, bright —— and your — 1 ey W 
Have all conſpir d to bla e 9 . 8 | 
And bleſs this day with ms 2 luſtre. 
Vour royal father, my victorious lord, , c 
Loaden with Spoils, and ever · iv ing laurel, 


Is enter ing now in martial pomp the — 
Five hundred mules precede his ſolemn — A) 


Which groan beneath the weight of Mooriſ# wealth, | 25 
Chariots of war, adorn' d wit glitterin 2 

Succeed; and next, a hundred ny” ceds „ 

White as the fleecyt rain on Alpine hills 

That bound and foam, and champ the zb. 

As they diſdain'd the victory they grace. a 
Priſoners of war in ſhining fetters follov ; . 
And captains of the nobleſt blood of Africk 3 2 i 
Sweat by his charict wheel, and lick and g ind, _—_ 
With gnaſhing teeth; the duſt his triump 5 3 
The ſwarming populace ſpread every wall, | 
And cling, as if withelaws they did enforce 1 
Their hold, thro clifttd ſtones, Rrerching _— ö 
As if they were alleyes, and every lid 


» F 


Would feed its faculty ot admiratioun. N 

While you alonie'retire; and ſhun this fi 2 Jed 

This 1 vyhich is indeed not ſcew (ﬆ — aten 7H 

The multitude ſnould gaze) in abſence of your * 5 
Aim. My lord, my eyes ungratefully behold : 

The gilded trophies of exterior hofiours, BY F 


Nor will my ears be charm'd with (ounding words, 
Or pompous phraſe; the pageantry of ſouls: - 
But that my father isreturn'd infaſety, © det HTS 
I bend to heav'n with thanks. 4 embeds 4 255 
Gonf. ß 0005-78 
But tis a task unfit for my weak ag. 
With dying words, to offer at e e 
Garcia, my ſon, your beauty's loweſt flave, _— 
Has better done; in proving with his word 2 1 — 
The force and influence of your matchleſs charms. | Lil. 
Alm, I doubt not of the worth of Gartie's OR „„ 
Witch bad been brave, the * born. Cie | - 
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Symphony of Warlike Muſick. Enter the King, attended 


To ſee thee weep on this occaſion 
Why is't, Almeria, that you meet our eyes, 


| Leo, Madam, the king, [Flonriſh. 
Alm, My women. I wou'd meet him. | | 
l | Artendantsio Almeria enter in mourning. 


by Garcia and ſeveral Officers, Files of Priſoners in 
Chains, and Guards, who are ranged in order round the 
ſtage. Almeria meets the King, and kneels ; afterwards 
Gonſalez kneels and kiſſes the King's hand, while Garcia 9 
does the ſame to the Princeſs, | FT 

| King. Almeria, riſe my beſt Gonſalex, riſe. 

What, tears! my good o'd friend. 
Gonſ. But tears of joy. 


Believe me, Sir, to ſee you thus has fill'd „ | | 


My eyes with more delight than they can hold. 
King. By * thou iov 't me, and I am pleas d thou 
Take it for thanks, old man, that l rejoice © 
ſome 1 

Here are, who ſeem to mourn at our ſucceſs! | | 


* 
AMT - SAFE OG 
- 


Upon this ſolemn Ups: in theſe {ad weeds 7 
Iu oppoſition to my brightneſs, you 
And yours are all like daughters of affliction. . 
3 Forgive me, Sir, if I in this offend. 
The year, which I have vow'd to pay to heav'n, 
In —_— and ſtrict life, for my deliverance 
From wreck and death, wants yet to be expired. 
King. Your zeal to heav'n is great, ſo is your debt: 
Yet — too is due to me, who gave 
That lite, which heav'n preſerv d. A day beſtow'd 
In filial duty, had aton'd and giv'n 
A diſpenſation to your vow no more. 
Tas weak and wilful and a woman's error. 
Vet upon thought it doubly wounds my fight, 
To ſee that fable worn upon the day | 
Succeeding that, in which our deadlieſt foe, ; | 
Hated Anſelmo, was interr'd —— by heav'n, : | 
It looks as thou didſt mourn for him: juſt fo, | 
Thy ſenſeleſs vow appear d to bear its date. | 
Not from that hour wherein thou wert preſerw d, 


— 
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The Mourning _ — -. 
But that wherein the curs d Alphonſo periſh'd. 


' Ha! What? thoudoſt not weep to ork = en 3 


Gonſ. Have patience, royal Sir, the princeſs w 
To v5 offended you. If = r N 
One pointed hour "hould be Alphonſo slofs, | 
And her deliverance ; is ſhe to blame? 

King. I tell thee ſhe's to blame, not to have fealted 
When my firſt toe was laid in earth, ſuch emu. 


Buch deteſtation, bears my blood to his; 


My daughter ſhould have revell'd at his death, 
She ſhould-have made theſe palace walls to ſhake, 


And all this high and ample roof to ring 


With her rejo cings. What, to mourn, and weep "TO 
Then, then to weep, and pray, and grieve? by heay' u, 
There's not a ſlave, a ſhackled ſlave of mine, 

But ſhould have ſm'l'd that hour, through all his care, 
And ſhook his chains ia tranſport and rude harmony. - 


 Gonſ, What ſhe has done, was in exceſs of goodneſs! - 


Betray'd by too much piety, toſeem - 

As if ſhe had offended. ure, no more. 3 
Eing. To ſeenꝭ is to commit, at this conjun@ture. 

1 wonnot have a ſeeming forrow ſeen _ 

To-day Retire, diveſt your ſelf with ſpecd 

Of that offenſive black; on me be all | 

The violation of your vow: for you, 

It ſhall be your excuſe, that I command it. f 

{Garcia kneeling. 

Sar. Your pardon, Sir, if I preſume ſo far, 

As to remind you of your gracious promiſe. _ 
King. Riſe, Garcia I forgot. Yet hay, Almeria. 
Alm. My boding heart. W bat is your pleaſure, . 

Sir? 
King. Draw near, and give your hand; ; and, Garcia, 
ours: 

Receive this lord, as one whom! have foung 

Worthy to be your husband, and my ſon. f - 
Gar. Tila to een {Pop 

But to devote, and yield my ſelf for ever 

The ſlave and creature of my royal Miſtreſs. _ : 
Gonſ. O let me proſtrate, pay my worthleſs thanks. 
| King. No more; my promiſe bog ſince paſs d, thy 

6 ſervices, N And 
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And Garcia's +199 oh valour, all oblige me. 
This day we triumph, but to-morrow's ſun, 
Garcia, ſhall ſhine to grace thy nuptials 
Gar. She faints! help to ſupport her, 
Gonf. She recovers. | | 
King. A fit of bridal fear. How is't Almeria? 
Alm, A ſudden chilneſs ſeizes on my ſpirits. 
Your leave, Sir, to retire. 
Ning. Garcia, conduct her.. 
( Garcia leads Almeria to the Door, and returns. 
This idle vow hangs on her woman's fears. | 
I' have a prieſt ſhall preach her from her faith, 
And make it ſin not to renounce that vow 
Which I'd have broken. Now, what would Alonzo? 
N SCENE V. | 
_ King, Gonſalez, Garcia, Alonzo, Attendants. 
Alm. Your beauteous captive, Zara, is arriv'd, 
And with a train as if ſhe ſtill were wife 
To Albucacim, andthe Moor had conquer d. 
King. It is our will ſhe ſhou'd be fo attended. 
Bear hence theſe priſoners. Garcia, which is he, 
Of 'whoſe mute valour you relate ſuch wonders? 
| 1 led off. 
Sar. Oſmyn, vvho led the Mooriſh horſe; but he, 
Great Sir, at her Tn attends on 2 8 : # | 
555 ng. He is y riſoner, as you pleaſe diſpoſe him. 
— I would oblige him, but — my kindneſs; 


(Faints. 


8 And with a haughty mein, and ſtern civility, 


Dumbly declines all offers. But if he ſpeak, 
*Tis ſcarce above a word; as he were born 
Alone to do, and did diſdain to talk; ä 
At leaſt, to talk where he muſt not command. 
King. Such ſullenleſs, and in a man ſo brave, 
Muſt have ſome other cauſe than his captivity. 
Did Zara, then, requeſt he might attend her? 
Gar. My lord, ſne did. 
EKing. That, join'd with his behaviour, 
Begets a doubt. I'd have em watch'd; perhafs 
Her chains hang heavier on him than his own. 


we CENE. 


And native right to arbitrary {ways + 


Fit reſtitution here 
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SC EM E: Nm wn 


© King, le, Garcia, Alonzo, Tara and Oſmyn 8 
Sound, conducted by Perez and a Guard, and attended 


by Selim and ſeveral Mutes and Eunuc hs in a train. 


King. What, welcome, and what honours * 


Zara. 


1 king and conqueror can give are yours. 3 


A conqueror indeed, where you are won; 


Who with ſuch luſtre ſtrike admiring eyes, 


That had our pemp been with your preſence grac'd, _ 
Th' expecting crow had been deceiv d: we”. 
Their monarch enter nat triumphant, but e 
In 3 triumph led; your beauty's ſlave. 

Zara, If Ion any terms could condeſcend 
To like captivity, or think thoſe honours, 


Which conquerors —— — . det ee e ©: 


Of equal value With unborrom d rule, 


I might be pleas d hen I behold this train 
With uſual homage wait. But when I feel 


Theſe bonds, I look with loathing on my ſelf 5 3 
And ſcorn vile {lavery, tho doubly hid 


Beneath mock-praiſes, and: diſſembled Sas: 

Ling. „ bonds! twas my command you ſhould be 

ce. 
How durſt you, Perez, dilobey * 

Per, Great Sir. * 
Your orders was, ſhe ſhould not wait your ur eriumph; * 
But at ſome diſtance follow thus 2 | ; 

King, "Tis falſe; twas more; I bid ſhe ſhould be free 2 
It not in words, I bid it by my e 


Her eyes did more than bid Free ber and hers 


With ſpeed — Yet ſtay — my hands alone can make 
Thus releaſe you, 
And by releaũng you enſlare my ſelf. Z 


Zara, Such favours ſo conterr' d, tho? when are i 


Deſerve acknowledgment from noble minds. 
Such thanks, as on hating to be oblig d 


Let hating more r en can Pay, 


I offer, 
King, 


2UO—᷑v—ꝛ—ͤ— —— — CCR—_— 


As by tranſcendent beaury to attract 
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EKing. Born to excel, and to command! 


All eyes, ſo by preheminence ot ſoul 
To rule all hearts. | 
Garcia, what's he, who with contracted CRY 
{ Beholding Oſmyn as they unbind him. 
And {ullen port, glooms downward with 1 eyes; 
At once regardleſs of his chains, or li 
Gar. That, Sir, is he of whom I Poke; that's O 
King. Heanſwers well to the character you gave ben. | 
chr come's it, valiant Ofyn, that a man 
2 in arms, as thou art ſaid to be, 
dly can endure captivity, | 


115 common chance of war ? 


Oſinyn. Becauſe captivity 


_ 'Hasrobb'd me of a dear and juſt en 


Ling. I underſtand not that. 

Ofm, 1 would not have you. 

Zar. That gallant Moor in battle loſt a friend, 
Whom more — life he lov d; and the 
Of not re venging on his foes that loſs, 


Has caus d this melancholy and deſpair. 


King. She does excuſe him; tis as I ſuſpected. 
4 3; lp Gonſalez. 
Gonſ. That friend may be her ſelf; ſeem not to heed 
His arrogant reply. Shelooks concern'd, 
King. Vl 2,54 enquiry made; perhaps his friend 
Tet lives, and is a priſoner. His name. 
inp Heli. 
Garcia, that ſearch ſhall be your care : 
It ſhalfbe mine to eee here; 
* this fair ſhrine to lay my laurels down, 
And raiſe love's altar on the ſpoils of war, 
Conqueſt and triumph. now, are mine no more; 
Nor will victory in camps adore: 


For, ling ring there in long ſuſpence ſhe ſtands, 


Shifting the prize in unreſolving hands: 

Unus'd to wait, I broke thro her delay, 

F d her by force, and fnatch'd the doubtful d. 
Now, late I find that war is but her ſport; - 
In love the goddeſs keeps her awful court: _ 
Ly 8 . Fickle 
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Fickle in fields unſteadily ſhe flies ; 
But rules with ſettled ſway in Zara seyes. 5 bly 


4 ”- 
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ACT II. SCENE *. 


| Repreſomting the Ihe of . r Temple, Wil &T 
| Garcia, Heli, Perez. $3. EE 
Gar. 153 way, we re told, o ſayn e to walk; 3 


Chuſing this lonely manſion of the dead, 
To mourn, brave Heli, thy miſtaken fate. 


Heli. Letheav'n with thunder to the centre ſtrike me, | 


If to ariſe in very deed from death, 

And to re-viſit with my long clos'deyes 

This livinglight, cou d to x ſoul, or ſenſe, 
Afford a thought, or ſhew a glim pſec of joy, 

In leaſt proportion to the vaſt delihgt 

I feel, to hear of Ofmyn'snames to hear 

That Oſnyn lives, and I again ſhall ſee him. 

Gar. I've heard, with admiration, of your friendſhip, 

Per. Yonder, my lord, behold the ER 2 5 

_ Heli, Where? Where? 

Gar. I ſaw him not, nor any like him — 
Per. I ſaw him when J ſpoke, ee my view, 
And ſtriding with diſtemper'd haſte; h bag 
Seem'd flame, and flaſh'd upon me with a glance; 


Then forward ſhot their fires, which he ITY | 2 


As to ſome object frightful, yet not fear d. 


Gar. Let's haſte to follow him, and know the cauſe,” ONES 
Heli. My lord, let me entreat you to forbear: © 1 
Leave me alone, to find and cure thecauſe, mme. 
1 know his melancholy, and ſuch ſtarts 5 


Are uſual to his temper, It might raiſe him 

To act ſome violence upon him ſelf, in 

So to be ca tas in an unguarded hour, 
ANTS foul res all her * way, 
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| Secure and looſe in friendly ſolitude; Ora thigh ie 4 | 
I know his noble heart wou'd burſt with ſhine,” 

To be ſurpris d by ſtrangers in its frailty. 
Gar, Go, gen rous Heli, and relieve your 8 
Far be ir trom me, officiouſly to pry FA 
Or * upon the privacies of others. 
SCENE II. 
Garcia, Perez. | . | | 
| Ger. 1 the king e &s from our return . 5 
To have his Jealouſie, confirm'd, or en ans | | 
Ot thatappearing love which Zara bears 
To Oſimyn; but ſome other opportunity . 
Muſt make that plain. 
Per. To me twas long ſince plain, 
And ew ry look from him and her confirms it. 
Gar. If ſo, unhappineſs attends their love, 
{ cou'd pity em. I hear ſome coming, 
N friends E are met; let us avoid em. 
N S8 E NE IE Il... 
6 - Almeria, Leonora. Fg? 
Alm. It» was fancy d neiſe, for all is huſh'd. Fr 
Leo. It borè the — of a human voice. _. 
Alm. It was thy fear, or elſe ſume tranſient wind 
Whiſtling thro! bollows of this 1 Ile. 
Well liſte TELE | 
Leo. Hank!!! 
Alm. No, all is huſt'd, nnd Nil as deith — "Tis 
_ dreadtul! - | 
How rev'rcad is the face of this tall pile, 
Whoſe ancient pillars rear their marble heads, . 
To bear aloft its arch d and pond'rous root, CO | 
By its own weight made ſtedfaſt and immoveable, 
Look ing tranquillity. It ſtrikes an awe | 
And terror on my aking fight ; thecombs Þ-"" / 
And monumental caves ot death look cold, oy | 
And ſhoot a chillneſs tomy trembling heart. | 
Give me thy hand, and let me hear thy voice; 
| — 4 quickly ſpeak to me, and let me hear | | 
1 Ti voice my own affrights me with its echo's, | 
eo. Let us return; the horror of this place 


N llence wikeaciealexqur melancholy;- . 
: : Alm. 


ee a nr ad 
* 


| 
| 


| Lead me o'er bones and skulls and mouldring earth f 


We Scene opening d ſcovers a place of tombs : One Momu - 


May lay the burdetrdown, and ſink in flumbers 


Io his cold cla 
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Alm. It may my farb, but cannot add to that. 
No, Iwill on; ſhew me Anſelmo's tomb, W e 


Of human bodies; for Il mix with them, 


Or wind me in the ſhroud of ſome pale coarſe 


Yet green in earth, rather than be the bride 


Of Garcia's more deteſted bed : that thought 


Exerts my ſpirits ; and my preſent fears 2 
Arelcſt in dread of greater ill. Then ſhew me, 
Lead me, for I am bo!der grown: lead on 
Where I may kneel, and pay my vows again 
To him, to heav'n, and my Alphonſo's foul, _ 
Leo. I go; but heav'n can tell with what regret. 
SCENE TY. 


5 
4 
1 
' 
1 


ment fronting the view greater than the reſt, 
| Heli. | "$5," 
Heli. I wander thro* this maze of monuments, ' 
Yet cannot find him Hark! fure tis the voice 8 


3 


— 


Ot one complaining ==. There it ſounds I 
follow it. oy 5 
S8. DUN V. | 


| A'meria, Leonora. She 

Leo. Behold the facred yault, within whoſe womb 
The poor remains of good Anſelms's reft; - 
Yet freſh and unconſum'd by time or worms. 
What do I ſee? O heay'n! either my eyes 
Are falſe, or ſtill the marble door remains 
Unclos'd; the iron grates that lead to death. 
Beneath, are ſtill wide ſtretch d upon their hinge, 
And ſtaring on us with unfolded leaves. | 

Alm. Sure tis the friendly yawn of death for me; 
And that dumb mouth, ſignificant in ſhow, 
Invites me to the bed where I alone „ 
Shall reſt; ſhews me the grave, where nature, wear y, 
And long oppreſs'd with woes and bending cares, 


* — — <i__ 


RD 


r | - * © ; 
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Of peace eternal. Death, grim death, will fold 
Me in his leaden arms, and preis me cloſe 
ye breaſt, My father then - 
Will ceaſe his tyranny ; and Garcia too S 
„ ae B | Will 


* 


8 
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Will f y my pale deformity with loathing. 


My 40d, enlarg'd from its vile bones, will mount 
And range the ſtarry orbs and milky ways, 

Of that refulgent world, where I ſhall ſwim 

In liquid light, and float on ſeas of blits 

To my Alphonſo's foul. O joy too great! 


Oextaſie of thought! Help me, Anſelmo; 


Help me, Alphonſo; take me, reach thy hand; 
To thee, to thee 1 call, to thee Alphonſo: 


O Alphonſo! 
* SCENE vl. 


Almeria, Leonora, Oſmyn aſcending from the tomb. 
Oſm. Who calls that wretched thing that was Alphonſo? 
Alm. Angelsand all the hoſt of heav'n ſupport me: 
Ofm. Whence is that voice, whoſe ſhrilneſs from the 
ve, 

And N to his father 'sſhrowd, roots up 

Alphonſo? _ 

Alm, Mercy! Providence! O fve 

Speak to it quickly, quickly; ſpeak to me, 

Comfort me, help me, hold me, hide me, hide me, 

Leonora, inthy boſom, our trig, : 


And from my eyes. 


Ofm. Amazement and illuſion! = 


Rivet and nail me where 1 and, ye pow rs; 


(Comi ard, 
That au I may be ſtill deceive. rpc 
Let me not ftir, nor breathe, leſt I diſſolre 
That tender, lovely form of painted air, 
So like Almeria. Ha! it ſinks, it falls; 
Fll catch it &'er it goes, and graſp her ſhade. 
Tis lite! 'tis warm! *tis ſhe ! tis ſhe her ſelf? 


Nor dead, nor ſhade, but breathing and vel ! 
It is Almeria, tis, it is my wife! 


SCE NE VII. 
Almeria, Leonora. Oſmyn, Heli. 
how Alas, ſhe ſtirs not yet, nor lifts her eyes; | 
He too is fainting Help me, help me, firanger, 
Who-eer thou art, and lend ** n 1 i; 
Theſe bodies. 
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* Heli, Ha! *tis he! and with Almeria 
O miracle of happineſs! Ojoy | 
Unhop'd for! does Almeria live 
Oſm. W here is ſne? | 
Let me behold and touch her, and be ſure 
"Tis ſhe, ſhew me her face, and let me feel 
Her lips with mine. Tis ſhe, I'm not deceiv'd; 
I taſte her breath, I warm'd her and am warm d. 9 
Look up. Almeria, bieſs me with thy eyes; „ | 
Look on thy love, thy lover, and thy husband, 5 1 
Alm. I've ſworn I'll not wed Garcia! why d' ye force 4] 
Is this a father? VV 
- _Ofſm. Look on thy Alphonſo. „ 
Thy father is not here, my love, nor Garcin: 
Nor am I what I ſeem, but thy Alphonſo; 8 
Wilt thou not know me ? haſt thou then forgot me: | 
_ Haſt thou thy eyes, yet can'ſt not ſee Alphonſo? 39 
Am I ſo alter'd, or art thou ſochang'd, 9 
That ſeeing my diſguiſe, thou ſeeſt not me? | Y 
Alm, It is, it is Alphonſo; tis bis face, 
His voice, I know him now, I know him all, 
O take me to thy arms, and bear me hence, So: 
Back to the Bottom of the boundleſs dee 
To ſeas beneath, where thou ſo long haſt dwelt, 
O how haſt thou return d? how haſt thou charm'd 
The wildnefs of the waves and rocks to this? 
That thus relenting, they have giv'n thee back 
To earth, to light and life, to love and mm. 
* OTll not ask, nor anſwer how, or why 
We both have backward trod the paths of fate, 
To meet again in life; to know Thave thee, . - : 
Is knowing more than any circumſtance Se ge 
Or means by which | havethee ——  —* 
Fo fold thee thus, to preſs thy balmy lips, N 
And gaze upon thy eyes, is ſo much joy, 
1 have not leiſure to reflect, or know, 
Or trifle time in thinking. 
Alm. Stay a while hi! 


wo 


Eet me look on thee, yet a little e 5 ob : "9 
con. What would ſt thou? thou doſt put me from'thee?. 


q 5 | = 
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n. And why 2 Mar doſe thou, mean? Why doſt 


thou gaze lo: ? 

Alm. 1 know not; tis to les thy face, I think——— 
It is too much! too much to bear and lie! 
To ſee him thus again is ſuch profuſion 
Ot joy, of bliſs II cannot bear——1 wuſt 
Be mad. I cannot be tranſported thus. 

Oſin. Thou excellence, thou j joy, thou heav'n of love ? 2 

lm. Where haſt thou been? and bow art thou alive! 
How is all this? All-powerful heav'n, What are we! 
O my ſtain d heart et me again behold thec, 
For I weep to ſee thee Art thou not A tp e 


Much, much; how thou art ehang d! Wo 50 
Din Not in my love. (iber. | 


Alm. No, — t 3 1 know, have 405 this to 
Thou baſt wept much, Alphonſo; and, 1 fear, 

Too much, too tenderly lamented me. 

Uſin. N not my love, to ſay too tenderly 

No more, my life; talk not of tears or grief; 

Affliction is no more, now thou art found. 


Why doſt thou weep, and hold thee from my arms, 0 


My arms which ake to hold thee faſt, and grow 
To thee with twining ? Come, come to my heart. 
Alm. I will, for 1 ſhould never look enough. 


They would have marry'd me; but I had {worn 


To heav'n and thee, and ſooner would have dyd 
Oſm. perfection of all faithfulneſs and love! 
Alm. Indeed I would. Nay, I wou'd tell thee all, 

If I coud ſpeak; how I have mourn'd and . 5 

For | have pray d to thee, as ton ſaint: | 

And thou haſt heard my prayer; for thou art come 


To my diſtreſs, ro mydeſpair, which heaven 
Could only by reſtoring thee have cur d. 


Om. Grant me but lite, good heav n, but length of ” 
To pay ſome part, ſome little of thisdebt, 
Thrs countleſs ſum of tenderneſs and love, 
For which I ſtand engag'd to this All- excellence: 


Then bear me in a whirlwind to my fate, 


Snatch me from life, — cut me ſhort unwarn'd ; 
Then, then*rwill be enough. 4 


A then 
. 


—— —————— — 
. 


All thought; that all at once thou art before me, 


It hurries all my ſoul; and ſtuns my ſenſe. 


When broken echoes of a diſtant voice 


| What's he, who like thy (elf is ſtarted here 1 A 


And war : for in the fight I faw him fall. 
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Of yet unmeaſur'dtime; when I hae made 
This exquiſite, this moſt amazing goodneſs,, . 
Some recompence of love and matchleſs truth. 


Alm. Tis more than recompence, to ſee thy face- 
If heav'n is greater joy it is no happineſs, . 
For tis not to be born What ſhallT ſay? 

I have a thouſand things to know, and ask, | 
And ſpeax . That thou art here, beyond all hope; 


And with fuch ſuddenneſs haſt hit my ſight, 
Is ſuch ſurprize, ſuch myſtery, ſuch ecſtaſie! 


Sure from thy father's tomb thou didſt ariſe !' - . 
Ofm. I did; and thou, my love, didſt call me; thom 

Alm. True; but how cam'ſt thou there? Wert thou 

Oſm. I was, and lying on my father's lead, (alone? 
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Diſturb'd the ſacred ſilence of the vault, 

In murmurs round my head. [| roſe and liſtned, 

And thought I heard thy ſpirit call Alphonſo; 

I thought I ſaw thee too; but O, I thought not 

That l indeed ſhculd be fo bleſt to ſee the. —? :; 
Alm. But ſtill, how cam'ſt thou hither ? How thus? 
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Oſm; Where? ha! Whatdol fee? Antonio 
I'm fortunate indeed my friend too, ſafe! _. 
Heli. Moſt happily, in finding you thus bleſs d. 
Alm. More miracles! Antonio too eſcap'd ! 
Ofm. And twice efcap'd, both from the rage of ſeas 
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Heli. But fell unhurt, a priſoner as your ſelf, 
And as your felt made free, hither | came 
Impatiently to ſeek you, where l knew 9" ʒ 
Your grief would lead ycu, to lament Anſelmo. 
Oſm. There are no wonde*s, or elſe all wonder. 
Heli. I ſaw you on the ground, and rais d you u:: 
When with Aſtoniſhment, I faw Almeria. 
Oſm. Iſaw her too, and therefore ſaw not thee. 
Am. Nor I; nor could I, for my rn . 
bee T = 0% 
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Oſm. What means the bounty of All-gracious heav'n; 
ever with aig as „ e 
It ſcatters good, as in a waſte of mercy! 

Where will this end! but heav'n is infinite 

In all, and can continue to beſtow, 

When ſcanty number ſhall be ſpent in telling. 
Leo. Or I'm deceiv d, I or beheld the glimpſe 

Of two in ſhining habits c:ols the Ile; bs 

Who by their pointing ieem to mark this place. 

Alm. Sure I have dreamt, if we muſt part ſo ſoon. 

Oſm. I wiſh at leaſt, our parting were a dream, 

Or we could ſleep till we again were met. . 

Heli. Zara with Selim, Sir; I faw and know em: 
You muſt be quick, for love will lend her wings. 


Alm. What love? who is ſhe? why are you alarm'd.?: 
. *  Oſm, She's the reverſe of thee; ſhe's my unhappineſs... 


Harbour no thought that may diſturb: thy peace; 

But gently take thy ſelf away, leſt ſhe , _ | 

Should come, and ſee the ſtraining of my eyes 

To follow thee. I'll think how we may meet 

To part no more; my friend will tell theeall ; 

How leſcap'd, how I am here, and thus; 

How I'm not call'd Alphonſo, now, but Oſmyn; 

And he Heli. All, all he will. unfold, | 

E'er next we meet 85 

Alm. Sure we ſhall meet again 5g 
Ofſm. We ſhall; we part not but to meet again. 

Galdneſs and warmth of ever kindling love 

Dwell with thee, and revive thy heart in Abſence, 

CE OP How BB ©. | ; - 

Yet Ibehold her yet and now no more. 


Turn your lights inward, eyes, and view my thought, 
So ſhall you | 
O imporence of ſight! mechanick ſenſe, 
W hich to exterior objects ow ſt thy faculty, 
Not ſeeing of election, bur neceſſity... 


ill behold her twill not be. 


Thus do our eyes, as do all common mirrors, 
Succeſſively reflect ſucceeding images: 3 "s 


- Not what they would, but muſt; a ſtar, or tal. 


Juſtas the hand of. chance adminiſters, | . 
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Not ſo the mind, whoſe undetermin d view | 
Reſolves, and to the preſent adds the paſt: 
Eſſaying further to futurity ; 
But that in vain, L have Almeria here 
At once, as I before have ſeen her often. 

SCENE I. 
Zara, Selim, Oſmyn. 

Zara. See where he ſtands, folded and fix d to 
Stiff'ning in thought; a ſtatue among ſtatues. 
Why, cruel Oſnyn, doſt thou fly me thus? 

Is it well done? Is chis then the return 

For fame, for honour, and for empire loſt ? 

But what is loſs of honour, fame and empire? 

ls this the recompence reſerv'd for love? | 
Why doſt thou leave my eyes, and fly my arms, 
To find this place of horror and obſcurity ? * 
Am! more el to thee than the grave, 
That chou doſt ſeek to ſhield thee there, and ſhun 
My love? but to the grave Il follow thee | 
He looks not, minds not, hears not ; barbarous mary, 
Am I neglected thus? Am I deſpis'd? 
Not heard ungrateful Oſmyn. 

Oſm. Ha, tis Zara! : | 

Zara. Yes, traitor ; Zara, loſt, 3 d Zara, 1525 
Is a regardleſs ſupptiant, now, to Ofnyn. 

The ſlave, the wretch that ſhe redeem d from death, 
Diſdains to liſten now, or look on Zara. 5 
3 Far be the guilt of ſuch reproaches from me; 
in my ſelf, _ blinded by my thoughts, 1 
. I ſaw you not, till now. | 

Zara. Now then you ſee me- e 
But with ſuch dumb and thankleſs eyes you look, 
Better I was unſeen, than ſeen thus coldly; | 

Ofm. What would you from a wretch who came to 
And only for his ſorrows choſe this ſolitude? (mourn? 
Look round ; 200 is not here, nor cheai fulneſs. 

You have purſu'd misfortune to its dwelling, 

Yet look for gaiety and gladneſs there. 
Zara. Inhuman! why, why doſt thou rack me thus? | 
And with perverſeneſs, from the purpoſe, anſwer? 
! ist to me, this houſe of 2 ? ; | 
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What joy do I require? if thou do mourn, 
I come to mourn with thee; to ſhare thy griefs, 
And give thee, for em, in exchange, my love. 
Oſm. O that's the greateſt grief. I am ſo poor, 
T have not wherewithal to give again. | 
Zara. Thou baſt a heart, though tis a ſavage one; 
Give it me as it is; 1 ask no more 
For all *ve done, and all I have endur'd: 
For ſaving thee, when | beheld thee firſt 
Driv'n by the tide upon my country's coaſt, 
Pale and ex iring, drench'd in briny waves, 
Thou and thy friend, till my compaſſion found thee z: 
Compaſlion ! ſcarce will't own that name, fo ſoon; 
So quickly was it love; for thou wert god- like 
Ev'n then. Kneeling on earth, I loos d my hair. 
And with it dry d thy wat'ry cheeks ; then chaf'd 
Thy temples, till reviving blood aroſe, 
And like the morn vermilion'd o'er thy face. 
O heav'n !] how did my heart rejoĩce and ake,. 
When I beheld the day-break of thy eyes, 
And felt the balm of thy reſpiring lips: | 
Oſm. O call not to my mind what you have done; 
It ſets a debt of that account before me; * 
Which ſhews me poor and bankrupt even in hopes. 
Zara. The faithful Selim, and my women know 
The dangers which 1 tempted to conceal you. 
You know how I abus d the credulous king; 
What arts Ius d to make you paſs on hitn, 
When he receiv d you as the ptince of Fez 
And as my kinſman, honour d and advanc'd you. 
O, why do I relate what I have done? 
What did I not? Was't not tor you this war 
Commenc'd? Not knowing who you were, nor why 
You hated Manuel, I urg d my husband | 
To this invaſion; where he late was loſt, 
Where all is loft, and I am made aflave. | 
Look on me now, from empire fall'n ro {lavery; 
Think on my ſuff rings firſt, then look on me 
Think on the cauſe of all, then view thy ſelftf? 
Reflect on Oſmyn, and then look on Zara, 


; 
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The fall'n; the loft, andnow the captive ö 
And now abandon'd —— ſay, what then' 60e ? 
Of. A fatal wretchom—_— huge n 8 
That tumbling on its prop, cruſh'dall beneath, 5 
And bore contiguous palaces to earth, |, et 
Zara, Yet thus, thusfall'n, thuslevell'd with the del, 
If I have gain 'd thy love, tis glorious ruin; 
Ruin! tis ſtill to reign, and to be more | Es 
Aqueen; for what are riches, em cape, . power, 5 3 
But larger means to gratifie the wi „ JF 
The ſteps on which we'tread,: to ne, a 
Our wiſh; and that obtained, down with. the eafolsi 
Of ſcepters, crowyns, and thrones; they've ſerv d their 
And are, like lumber, to be lett and ſcorn'd. (end, 
Oſm. Why was I made the inſtrument, to throw 
In bonds the frame of this exalted mind? 145 55 t 
« Zara. We may be free; the conqueror. 1s mine; Th | 
In chains unſeen I hold him by the or ol havin gti” | 
And can unwind'or ſtrain him asT pl | TIP. 
Give me thy love, I'll give thee erty. - 5 
Oſm. In vain you offer, and in vain require . 
What neither ean deſtow. Set free your ſelf,, _ . 
And leave a flaye the wretch that would be ſo. 5 3 
Zara. Thou canſt not mean ſo Poorly as thou talk. 1 3 
Oſin. Alas, you how me not. | ky, | 
Zara, Not who thou art: „ edu | | 
But what, this laſt ingraticude TOY 11 1 | ; 
This groveling baſeneſs thou Hay'ſt nue, I bod 
Thee not, for what thou art yet wants a name: 
By 1 uoworth An do Vile, . 
That to have lov'd ther ma 105 me yet more lol. 
Than all the malice of my other fate. LEE 
Traitor, monſter, meter eren, e 
A {lave; not daring to be free! 2 * | pity bogs 
To love abdve him, for tis danger : 


*Tis that, 1 know ; for th 15 115 withexes 
Sparkling deſire ee e loo | 


I know my charms have op Fee 5 i n 
And thrill d thee th hrough with Artec Tee: but thou. & 
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Doſt fear fo much, thou dar ſt not wiſh. The king! 
Tn there's the dreadful Ty, the king s thy rival! 
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Sel. Madan” the King is here, and entring now. 
Zara. ne Wi KWE heav* n 1 % be. xevengid, | 
ve Igget 
Zara, ofa Schlim, 111 Kin . eg 2 1 
_ King. Why does the faireſt Tg 1 1 d vrithdras 
Her ſhining trom the day, to 55 's. Scent; a7 - ns 
Of deathand night? Ha! what diſorder's this? 
Somewhat I heard of king and rival Wee d. 
What's he that dares be riyal to the . 
Or litt his eyes to like, where [ adore [2x2] 
Zara, There, he; your priſoner, and that w was m yi 


. 
King. 1 better than 7 hopes? Does the 885 
him (Ade. 


Zara. Am cen ſo low by my captivity, 
Anddo your arms ſo leſſen what they eonquer, 
That Zara muſt be made the ſport ot ſlaves ? 
And ſhallthe wretch, whom yeſter ſun n n on 
Waiting my nod, the creature. of my pow'r, 
Prelume to day to plead audacious eam 
And build bold hopes on my dejected fate: 
Kings Better for him to tempt the rage of heay ON 
And wrench the bolt red- hiſſing from 24 hand * 50 
Of him that thunders, than but think that inſolence, 
Tis daring for a god. Hence, to the wheel | 
With that Lxion, who aſpires to hold _ _ 
Divinity embrac d; to whips and priſons - ; | 
- Drag him with ſpecd, and rid me of his face. f 
(Gmarde + Zize bonn, yo, 
Zara. Compaſſion led me to bemoan h is bk 46 
Whoſe former faith had merited much. more: t ei :o wal 
And through my hopes in you, 1 undertooc 5 
He ſhould be ſet at large; thence ſprung his inſolence, 
And what was charity, he conſtru'd Ne. K 
King. Enough; his puniſhment be what you pleaſe. . 
But let me lead you trom this: laceof ſorrow: i Jail: 2: 
To one, where young delights attend; and 1 Ee 
Yet new, unhorn./#nl blooming i in the bud, Fi wap + 1 1 
Which wa: to be full-blown at your appro ch. 
And ſpread like roſes on the morning un: 0 1191 Rot! 
Where en ry hour ſhall roll? in a circling} Jos, Pn e 


And 
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And love ſhall wing the tedious-waſting day. 

Life without love is load; and time ſtands E 
What we refuſe to him, to death we give; 
And then, then only, when we love, we live. 


ve 
ACT II. SCENE 12 


4 Priſon., 
| Ofinyn alone with a n 


UT: now, and I was clos'd within the . 
That holds m y father'saſhes; and but now, 
Where he was pris ner I am too impriſon d. 
Sure tis the hand of heav'n that leads me thus, 
And for ſome purpoſe points out theſe remembrances; ; 
Ina dark corner of my cell I found 6 i 
This paper, what it is this light will ſhew. © | 

my Alphonſo Ha! | (Reading 
If my 8 live, reſtore him, heavn; | 
Give me more weight, cruſh my declining years 
With bolts, with chains, im priſonment and want; 
But bleſs my fon, viſit not him for me. +> 
It is his hand; this was his pray*r — yet more: 
Let evi hair, which ſorrow by the roots Reading. 
Tears ſrom my hoary and devoted head. 
Be doubled in thy mercies to my ſon: 

Not for my ſelf, but him ; hear me, all gracious — 

Tis wanting what ſhou'd follow — Heav'n ſhou'd follow, 
But 'tis torn off Why ſhou'd that word dene 5 
Be torn from his petition? 'twas to heav n, ; 
But heat 'n was deaf, heav'n heard him not; but Ant.” BE 
Thus as the name of heav'n from this is torn, | 
So did it tear the ears of mercy ttom | 
His voice, Aatting the ates of pray r againſt him: 


It piety be thus d acceſs * 
On high, and of Jo men the very beſt 2 WES 
Is ſingled out to bleed and bear the ſcourge, - 


Whatis reward? or What is puniſhment? | 


** 
* 8 * 
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Which Manuel to his ovyn uſe and avarice 


The 4ourning Bride. 
But who ſhall dare to tax eternal juſtice! x 


: „ 


Yet! may think I may, I muſt; for thought 
Precedes the will to think, and error lives 

E er reaſon can be born. Reaſon, the power 

To gueſs at right and wrong ; the twinkling lamp 

Of wand' ring life, that winks and wakes by turns, 
Fooling the tollower, betwixt ſhade and ſhining. _ 
What noiſe! who's there? my friend! how cam'ſt thou 


hither ? | 
SCENE I. 
| Oſmyn, Heli. on 

Heli. The time's too precious to be ſpent in telling; 
The captain, influenc'd-by Almeria s power, | 
Cave order to the guards for my admittance. | 

Ofm. How does Almeria? but I know, ſhe is, 
AsIam. Tel! me, may! hope to ſee her? FEY 
Heli. You may; anon, at midnight when the king 
Is gone to reſt, and Garcia is retir d. N 
Who takes the privilege to viſit late, : 
Preſuming on a bridegroom's right) ſhell come. 

Oſin. She'll come / tis what 1 wiſh, yet what! fear. 
She'll come; but whither, and to whom? O heav'n! 
Toa vile priſon, and a captive wrete n 
To one, whom had ſhe never known ſhe hade 
Been happy: why, why was that heay'nly creature 
Abandon'd o'er to love what heav n forſakes ? 17 
Why does ſne follow, with unwearied ſteps, 

One, who has tir d misfortune with purſujng ? 
One, driv'n about the world like blaſted leaves 
And chaff, the ſport of adverſe winds; till late 
At length, impriſon d in ſomecleft of rock, _ 
Or earth, it reſts, and rots to ſilent duſt. 

Heli. Have hopes, and hear the voice of better fate. 
I've learn d there afe diſorders ripe for mutiny .. - 
Among the troops, who thought to ſhare the plunder, 
Converts.” This news has reach'd Valentia's frontiers ; 
W here many of your ſubjects, long oppreſs dd 
With tyranny and grievous impoſitions, 5 
Are riſen in arme, and call for chiefs to head 


And lead em, to regain their rights and liberty, im, 


— 
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Of. By heav'n thou'ſt rous d me from my lethargy, | 
The ſpirit which was deaf tomy own wrongs, 6 
And the loud cries of my dead father's blood; | | 
Deaf to revenge nay, Which refus'd to hear „ 
The piercing ſighs and murmurs of my lorre 
. Yet unenjoy d; what not Almeria could LES 34 4% 
Revive, or raiſe, my people's voice has waken dd. 
O my Antonio, I am all on fire, EE * 00 
My ſoul is up in arms, ready to charge- 3 
And bear amidſt the foe, with conqu ring troops. 
I hear em call to lead em on to liberty, - 
Te victory; their ſhouts and.clamours rend ; 
My ears, and reach the heav'ns; where is the king ?. : 
Where is Alphonſo? ha! where? where indeed? 
Ol could tear and burſt the firings of life, 0/7 6 IRE 
To break thoſe chains. Off, off, ye ſtains of royale. 
Off, ſlavery. Ocurſe! that I alone . 
Can beat and flutter in my cage, when I 
Would ſoar and ſtoop at victory beneath. | 
Heli. Our poſture of affairs, and ſcanty time, 1 
My lord, require you ſhould compoſe your ſelf, 
And think on what we may reduce to practice. 
Zara, the cauſe of your reſtraint, may be 
The means of liberty reſtor d. That gain d, | 
Occaſion will not fail to point out wayns + 
For your eſcape. Meantime, I'verhoughtalready 13 
With ſpeed and ſafety, to convey ſalt i i 
Where not far off ſome male contents hold council 
Nightly; who hate this tyrant; ſome, vrho love 
Anſelmo's memory, and will, for certain, 
When they ſhall know you live, aſſiſt your cauſe, 
Oſm. My friend and counſellor, as thou thiak'ſ fit, 
So do, I will with patience wait my fortune. 
Heli. When Zara comes, abate of your averſion.” 
Ofm. I hate her not, nor can I diſſemble love: 
But as I may, [Il do. I have a paper 
Which I would ſhew thee, friend, but that the fight | 
Would hold thee here, and clog thy expedition, iT 
Within I found it, by my father's hand A 
Twas writ; a pray 'r for me, wherein appears 
Paternal love prevailing o er his ſorrows; VF 
RS C 3 Such 
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Such ſanity, ſuch tenderneſs, ſo mix d 


With grief, as wou'd draw tears from inhumanity. 
Heli. The care of providence ſure left it there, 


To arm your mind with hope. Such piety 
Was never heard in vain: heav'n has in ſtore 


For you, theſe bleſſings it with- held from him, 


In that aſſurance live; which time, I hope, 
And our next meeting will confirm. 
Oſin. Fare wel, 


My friend; the good thou doſt deſerve attend thee; 


_ $SCENE: III. 
Oſmyn alone. 


L' ve been to blame, and queſtion'd with impiety 
The care of heav'n. Not ſo my father bore 


More anxious grief. This ſhould have better taught me: 


This leſſon, in ſome hour of inſpiration, 


By him ſet down; when his pure thoughts were 


Like fumes of ſacred incenſe o'er the clouds, 


And wafted thence, on angel's wings, thro' ways 
Ol light, to the bright ſource of all. For there 


He in the book of preſcience ſaw this day; 

And waking to the world and mortal ſenſe, 

Left this example of his reſignation, 

This his laſt legacy to me, which, here, 

Il treaſure, as more worth than diadems, 

Gr all extended rule of regal pow'r. 

1 SCENE IV. 

Oſmyn, Zara veil d. 


Oſin. What brightneſs breaks upon me thus through | 


ſhades, . = 
And promiſes a day to this dark dwelling ? 
Itis my love? | ; 


born, 


. 


Zara. O that thy heart had taught (Lifting her Veil. 


f Thy tongue that ſaying. 760 
Oſm. Zara! lam Reap 2 
By my ſurpriſe. | : 


Zara. What, does my face diſpleaſe thee ? 
That having ſeen it, thou doſt turn thy eyes 


Away, as ery deformity and horror. 
If fo, this fable curtain ſhall again 


Be drawn, and I will ſtand before thee ſeeing, | 


—— 
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O no, thou cant not, for thou feeſt me bebt al e 


/ 
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And unſeen, Js f it my love? ask again ek | 
That queſtion, ſpeak again im that ſoft voice, . 
And look again With wiſnes in thy ene 


As ſhe whole ſavage breaſt has been the cauſe e 
Of theſe thy wyrongs; as ſhe, Whole birbarous Lok 


Has loadenthee with chains and-vallivg re 155 - 
Well doſt thou ſcorn me, and upbraid my kelleneſs BOY 
Could one who lov'd, thus torture whom ſhe loyd „ 
No, no, it muſt be hatred, dire revenge oo 


And deteſtation, that cou'd uſe thee thus, © 
So thou doſt think; then do but tell me hwy! wett an A 
Tellme; and thou ſhalt ſee how IU revenge {I De 5 
Thee on this falſe one, how Pl ſtab and ter 
This heart of flitit till it fall bl 3 and tho 4 2 
Shalt weep for mine, forgerting? ow miſeries. at 
Oſm. You wrong me, beauteous Zara, tobjlieve | Si 


I bear my fortune with ſo low a mind, 1e 


Have caſt me do wyn to this lo-] beinis: 66,0003 272 oF 
_ Granting you had, from you I have deſery'd: it; 


As ſtil] to meditate revenge onall E 
Whom chance, or fate working by ſever enules, Dt 
Has made perfereè fubſervietitto thateng® 0 2s 
The heav'nly pow s allot me; no, f ver poug 

But deſtiny and inauſpirieus ſtars 


— 


Zara. Canſt thou forgive me then? wilt chow believe 


| - kindly of my fault, to call it madneſs? 


* 


22 that madneſs yet a milder name, * 

And call it paſſion; then, be ſtill more — 

And call that paſſion love. ; : 
Oſm. Give it a name, MEM DE TOW £006 1 

Or being as you pleaſe; ſuch Iwill think it. 
Zara. 0 e wound me more with this ay good 


Than Cer 5 coulcb'ſt with bittereſt — K 


4 
£ 


Thy anger could not pierce thus to my dnn. 
Ofm. Let I could win 
Zara. Haſte me to know it: what? 19 7 1 
Oſm. That at this time 1 had not _ this ng. 1 
Zara. What thing? 12110 nb 13.16 36 TR 
_ Of, This flave.- * bond 1 es is Zen 


0 | WS | Zara. 


— 


* F . 
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Zara. O bear n my fears interpret © 
This thy filence; ſomewhat of high concern, . | 
Long faſhioning within thy labouring mind, : 6: 
And now juſt xſpe for birth, my rage has ruin 4. 
Have I done this? tell me. aui ſocurs'd? 
wi dn eh eg fated hour to come, 
ch wing'd wit e eee bud 2368 
Gn a 5 
Zara. Swift as oecaſion, 1 | 
My ſelt will fly; and earlier than the morn 
Wake thee to freedom. Now tis late; and et 
Some news few minutes paſt arriv d, e Ws 4701 
To ſhake the temper of the king I ho knows 
What racking cares diſeaſea monarchsbed? ö 
Or love, that late at night. ſtill lights er- 5 ci T 
And ſtrikes his raysthro' dusk and folded lids, WE 
Forbiddingreſt, may ftretch his eyes awake, 
a force their balleabroed at this dead. dur. 5 
11 try. ; MEH 3A 
Oſm, I have not W 0 lege l aa * 


Nor, ſhou d mij ſeerat purpoſe tkeeffect, .- u b 20d 
Can I — as you require, ſuch benefits, + * 
Zara. Thou canſt not owWe me more, nor bare Lore ; 
Io give, than Yve already loſt. Butnow, -: wall 

So does the furm of our engagement reſt. 


Thou haſt the wrong; till redeem thee hences - 
That done, I leavetby: ee return 

My love. Adieu. 1 97779 
| SEN E Ver liq nile Th 


Oſmyn alone. Gifho4 Ia le 1 
This woman has a ſoul en 11710 


of god-like mould, vr? rn commanding, . 5 4 0 
And challenges, in ſpight of me, my beſt 


Eſteem; to this ſhe's fair, few more can boaſt 1 


Of perſonal charms, or with leſs vanity - > meth 7? 
Might hope to captivate the hearts of kings. on yi Tt 
But ſhe has paſſions which out- ſtrip Hex." * Xe 3 
And tear her virtues up, as tempeſts; rost. 


The ſea; 1 fear when ſhe ſfall know che reurki; 


Some ſwift and dire event of her blind age 
. —— ſne come 


— 
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For whom l fear; to ſhield me from my fears, 1 4. 
The nen, u my boding heart. 
N baun SCENE N 
Almeria, Oſm _—_ 
Oſm. My life, my health, my li my al 125 
ow ſhall welcome thee to this ſad Ay oo 
ow ſpeak to thee the words of joy and tranſport 2 
How run into thy arms with held d fetters;-- | 
Or take thee into mine, while lm smanacled. 
And pinion d like a thief or — 2 | 
Shall I not hurt and bruiſe thy tender body, 
And ſtain thy boſom with che ruſt of -thefe: | 
Redo muſt I meet thee thus, — 2 
Alm. Thus, thus; we parted, thus to meet again. 
Thou told'ft me thou wrould'ſt thin how vye might meet 
To part no more now we will part no more; 
For theſe thy chains, or death, ſhall: join us ever. 
Oſin. Hard means to ratifie that word. O cruelty! 
That ever I ſhould think beholding then 
A torture l. yet, ſuch is the bleeding anguiſh 
Of my;heart, to ſee thy luſfcringgs+—O bean 
That | eguld almoſt turn my eyes aways 97 
Or wiſh thee from m ſight. F 
Alm. O!] ſay not ſo? M2415 ters Þ dT FILE 
Tho' *tis becauſe thou lov ſt me: Janorfiy\ - | 
On any terms, that thou doſt wiſhme from hee, 
No, no, tis better thus, that we together 
Feed on each other's heart, devour our woes 


With mutual appetite; and mingling in 
One cup the common ſtream ot both our eyes; 

Drink bitter draughts, with never r e 
Thus better, than for any cauſe to 

What doſt thou think? Look not ſotenderly 

Upon me peak, and take me in thy arms — 
Thou canſt not! thy poor arms are bound, 1 
In vain with the remorſeleis chains, which „ 
And eat into thy fleſh, eres - e 8 
With rankling ruſt, 210 1 .. 
17 . Oh! 6” IR. Se do dee ee dat 
2 * Give me that ſigb. - 
Bey doſt a and Rifle in thy oriets = 


EL 
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And beds of eaſe, to thinking — = 
| | i Oft. | 


, : , 
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Thy heart will burſt; thy eyes look red and ſtart 3 
Give thy ſoul way, and tell me thy dark thought. 


| Of, For this world's rule, 1 would not wound thy 


breaft 
With ſuch a dagger 28 then ſtuck my heart. 


Alm. Why? we BK to know it; cannot wound me 


more, 
Than knowing thou haſt felt it: tell it me 


3 hou mo me pain with two much 8 b 


Ofm. And ve love diſtracts myſenſe! 
O wou dſt thou b leſs killing, ſoft or kind, 
Grief cou'd not double thus his darts againſt me. 


Alm. — doſt me — * 72 robs ay 
If there he — other malt; 


Thy ſecond ſelt ſhou dſt feel each other 8 

And woe ſhou'd: be in equal portions dealt. 5 

Iam thy wife 
O/m. O thou haſt ſearch'd too deep: 

There, there I bleed; there pull the cruel ls 


That ſtrain my cracking nerves ; engines and wheels, 


That piece-meal grind are beds of drags and. ns. 

To that ſoul-racking thougat. _ 3 
Alm, Then Jam curs'd . e A > | 

Indeed, it that be ſo; if I'm thy r e Q#- 

Kill me; then kill me, dafh me with thy —.— ; 

Tread on me; what, am I the boſom-ſnake, _ 

That ſucks thy warm lite-blood, and gnaws thy heart ' 

O that thy words had force to break thoſe bonds 

As they have ſtrength to tear this: heart in . 

So ſhou'dſt thou be at large from all 1 —— 


Am I, am Iof allthy vroes the worſt? oe 5 


O/m. My allof bliſs, 2 — 


Soul of my foul, and end of all my wiſkes 


Why doſt thou thus unman me with thy , 


And melt me doven to mingle with thy weepin 
Why doſt thou ask? whydoſt thou talk thus e, 


Thy forrows have diſturb d thy peace of mind, Si 


And thou doſt ſpeak of miſeries impoſſible. : tale 
Alm. Didſt thou not ſay that racks and wheel were 


* 


ä * _ — — - 


Ws. SEE $I 


Break on the flinty floor my throbbing breaſt, _ 
And grovel with gaſh'd hands to ſcratch a grave. | 
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Oſm. No, no; nor ſhou d the ſubtleſt pains that hell, 
Or hell- born malice can invent, extort „ e 27 


A viſn or thought from me, to have thee other. +4 
But thou wilt know what harrows up my heart: 
Thou art my wife — nay, thouart yet my bride, 


The ſacred union of connubial love 

Yet unaccompliſh'd ; his myſteriousrites 

Delay d; nor has our hymeneal toren 

Yet lighted up his laſt molt grateful ſacrifice; 

But daſh'd with rain from eyes, and ſwail'd with ſights, 


Burns dim and glimmers with expiring light. 


Is this dark cell a temple for that god? 

Or this vile earth an altar for ſuch off rings? 

This den for ſlaves, this dungeon damp'd with woes 
Is this our marriage-bed! are theſe our joys! 
Is this to callthee mine? O hold my heart! 

To call theemine? yes; thus, ev'n thus, to call _ 


Thee mine, were comfort, joy, extreameſt ecſtaſic, 


But O] thou art not mine, not ev'n in miſery z 

And tis deny'd to me to be ſo bleſs d, 2 

As to be wretced with thee, 
Alm. No; not that 1 | 

Th' extreameſt malice of our fate can hinder :. 

That {till is left us, and on that we'll feed, 

As on the leavings of calamity. © 

There we will feaſt and ſmile on paſt diſtreſs, 

And hug, in ſcorn of it, our mutual rum. 
Of. O thou doſt talk, my love, as ene reſolv d. 

Becauſe not knowing danger. But look forward; 


4 


Fhink on to-morrow, when thou ſhalt be torn 


From thele weak, ſtruggling, unextended amo; 2 
Think how my heart will heave, and eyes will trainz. / 


To graſp and reach what is deny d my hands: 
Think how the blood will ſtart. and tears will guſn 


To follow thee. my ſeparating ſoul, 1 
Think how I am, when thou ſhalt wed with Garcia; 


Then will 1 ſmear theſe walls with blood, disfigure | 
And daſh my face, and rive my clotted hair. 


— 
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Tuff pins my nails to tear this pavement up. 


Aim. Heart- breaking horror! 


Oſm. Then Garcia — panting on thy boſom, 


Luxurious, reyelling amidſt thy charms; + | 
And thou perforce muſt yield, and aid his tranſport. 
Hell! hell! have I not cauſe to rage and rave? . 
What are all 1acks, and wheels, and whips to this? 
Are they not ſoothing ſoftneſs, ſinking eaſe, 

And wafting air to this? O my Almeria 


What do the damn'd endure, but to deſpair, 


But knowing heav n, to know it loſt for ever? _ 
Alm. O, Iam truck; thy words are bolts of ice; 


Which ſhot ints my breaſt; now melt and chill me. 


Ichatter, ſhake, and faint with thrilling fears. 
No, hold me not -O, let us not ſupport, 
But fink each other, deeper yet, down, down, 
Where levelld low, no more we'll lift our eyes, 
But prone, and dumb, rot the firm face of earth 
With rivers of inceſſant ſcalding rain. 
SCENE VII. | 
Zara, Perez, Selym, Oſmyn, Almeria. 
Zara. Somewhat of weight to me requires his fre- 


| m. | 
Dare you diſpute the king's command? behold 


The royal ſignet. | 
Per. I obey; yet beg 
Your majeſty one moment to-defer 
Your entriag, till the princeſs is return d 
From viſiting the noble priſoner. * 
Zara. Ha! | 8 


What ſay'ſt thou? 


Oſim. We are lost! undone? diſcorer d! 
Retire, my life, with ſpeed alas, we're ſeen: 


Speak of compaſſion, let her hear you ſpeak 
Of interceeding for me with the king; 


— 


Say ſomewyhat quickly to conceal our loves, * 
Pra Bhs | 2 5 


It po — 
im. Let me 5 


Fo 
* 


£ 


Confuſion in his face, and in hers! 


Perdition ci em both, and ruin part em. 


' Your pardon, Sir — miſtake me not; you think 
I'm angry; you're deceiv'd. Icameto ſet 


And will indulge it now. W hat miſcries? 


The Mourning Bride. 37 


Conduct you forth, as not perceiving her, . 
But till we s gone; then bleſs me thu 1 
Zara Tembligg and weeping as he leads her wie "iy 


'Tis plain, I've been abusꝭd death and deſtruction} 
How ſhalll 4 into this myſtery! ? 
The blueſt blaſt of peſtilential air 


Strike, damp, deaden her charms, * kill hiseyes; a 


— 


Oſm. This charity to oneunknown, and thus 
Co to Almeria as 0 out. 
Diftreſs'd, heav'n will repay; all thanks are 
S CE 1 N E VIII. 
Zara, Selim, Oſmyn, 2 
Zara. Dama'd, damn d diſſembler ! yet I will be cim 14 
Choak in my rage, and know the utmoſt depth —_. "4 
Ot this deceiver. you ſeem much ſurpriʒ d. 
Of. At your return ſo ſoon and unexpected! | 
Zara. And ſo unwiſh'd, unwanted too it ſeems. _ 
Confuſion! yet I will contain my ſelf. 
You're grown a favourite ſince laſt we parted; 
Perhaps I'm fawcy and iutruding —— 
Oſm. Madam 
Zara. I did not know the princeſs s favourite; 


Lou free; but ſhall return much better pleas d, 
To find you have an intereſt ſuperior. 


Of, Lou do not come to mock my miſeries? a 
Zara. I do. ; 


Of, I could at this time ſpare your mirth. 
Zara, I know thou cou'dſt; but I'm not often pleas'd, 


Who wou'd not be thus happily . 
To be the care of weeping majeſty ? 
To have contending queens at dea of ni ht. | 
Forſake their down, to wake with Watt eyes, 1 
And wateh like tapers o er your hours of: ok. 5 
O curſe! I cannot hold —<= en © 

oſin. Come, *tis too much, | Ins Ee) 

Zara Villain! 4 _ re | 
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Zara. Thou ſhalt die. 

Oy. I thank you. FF 

Zara. Thou ly'&t ; for now I know for whom thou dt 

5 me. :- Ps ue 

Oſmn. Then you may know for whom I'd die. 

Zara, Hell! hell! 1 | | 
Yet I'll be calm dark and unknown betrayer? 
But now the dawn begins, and the ſlow hand 
Of fate is ſtretch d to draw the veil, and leave 


bee bare, the naked mark of publick view. 


Ofm. You may be ſtill deceiv'd, tis in my pow'r. 
Zara. Who waits there? as you'll anſwer it, look, this 
ſlave = {To the Guard, 


Attempt no means to make himſelf away. 
I've been deceiv d. The publick ſafety now 
Requires he ſnou d be more confin d, and none, 
No, not the princeſs, ſuffer d or to ſee, 


Or ſpeak with him. L quit you to the king. 


Vile and ingrate! too late thou ſhalt repent 
The baſe injuſtice thou haſt done my love: 

Yes, thou ſhalt know, ſpire of thy paſt diſtreſs, 
And all thoſe ills which thou ſo long haſt mourn d; 
Heav'n has no rage, like love to hatred turn'd, 
Nor hella tury, like a woman ſcorn'd.” 


CC 
* ACT . SCENE 1. 


A Room of State. 
Zara, Selim. | 
Zara. Hou haſt already rac 8 f me with thy ſtay; 
| Therefore require me not to ask thee twice: 
Reply at once to all. What is concluded ? 922 
Sel, Vour accuſation highly has incens d 
The king, and were alone enough to urge 


2 


The 
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The fate of Oſinyn; but to that, freſh news | 
Is fincearriv'd, of more revolted troops. 
*Tis certain Heli too is fled, and with him 
(Which breeds amazement and diſtraction) ſome 
Who bore high offices ot weight and truſt, 
Both in the ſtate and ny This confirms _ .- 
The king in full belief of all you told him 
Concerning Oſz2yn, and his correſpondence 
With them who firſt began the mutinxx. 
Whereforga warrant for his death is fign'd; 1 70. 
And order r given? for publick execution 
Zara. Ha! haſte thee! fly, preventhis dee aden 8 
Find out the king, tell him Ibave af wei | 
More than his crow t' impart e'er 4 1 45 
Sel. It needs not, for the king will 122 be . 
And as to your revenge, not his own Int reſt. 


Pretend to facrifice the life of o 


Zara. Wbat ſhall Iſay? invent, contrive, Avid n 
Somewhat to blind the king, and ſave his life bc 
In whom I live. Spite ot my rage and re 
Iam a woman and aloyer 
Ol "tis more grief but to ſuppole (EA death, 
Than ſtill to meet the rigour of his {corn, SME 454 
From my deſpair my anger had its ſource; | 
W hen he is dead I muſtdeſpair for ever, 
For ever! that's def Sf eee was diſtruſt _ 
Before ; diſtruſt willever be in love, oy eng, 2 
And anger is diſtruſt, both ſhort-liv'd pains. 4 8 308 
But in deſpair, and eyer- during death, FF" EET b N 
No term, no bound, but infinite of — 5 05 | 


O torment, but to think! what then tobear ?- oy Fs ih 


Not to be born deviſe the means to ſhun i it, 


Quick; org by heav'n, this dagger drinks chy oed. 


Sel, My life is yours, nor wiſh I to preſerve i it. 9 065 
But to ſerve you. Thavealready thought, 
Zara. Forgive my rage; I know thy love pd truth. 

But ſay, what's to be done; or when, or how. 
Shall prevent: or ſtoꝑ th approaching dan * 
Sel. You muſt ſtill leem m oſt reſolute a0 et 
On ann e z. 199 wick a change for mercy, 
—— 
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Mig breed ſuſpicion of the cauſe, ' Adviſe, © © 

That exeeution may bedonein private.” | 990) 2] 
Zara. On what pretence? | TED 
Sel. Your own requeſt s enough. cone = 

However, foun colour, tell him, on el: 

Have cauſe to fear his guards may be corrupted, 


And ſome of them bought oft to Omyn's int rel, 
Who, at the place of execution, will 
Attempt to force his way for an eſcape. 
The ſtate of things will countenaniceditfuſpic 
Then offer to the king to have him Da 
In ſecret by your mutes; and get an order, | 
That none but mutes may have admittance to him, 
I - no more, the king eee Obtain iter "Y 
This grant and Ill ac uaint you wit! r 
eise NE II. 
5 King, Gonſalez, Perez, Zara „Selim. 
King. Rear to the dungeon choſe revelions r 8 
©. 21 ney curs, that yelp to fill the cry, | 
And ſpend their moythsin bark ing tyranny, 
But for agrees leaders, Sancoand _ 
Let ay waar mea rnb 1 1 
Perez, ſee it per form d. 5 OED aw | 
Gonſ. Might I preſume, 5 | mW 
Their execution better were deferr'd, | 
| Till on die. Mean time we wel learn more b 
5 Of this conſpiracy. 4 
EXE ling. Then be it ſo. 
Stay, ſoldier; they — the Moor. 9 55 
Are none return d of thoſe who follow'd Heli? | 
| * Gonſ. 3 Sir. Some papers haue been ſi ince diſco- 
= Me Sn v er 755 | 
35 8. In Roderj os houſe, who fled with "A 
5K Which 150 


LY , * 3 


cem to intimate, as if Alphonſo 5 
Were ſtill alive, and arming in Valentia, Te 8 
Which wears indeed this colour of atruth, © © 


They who are fled bave that way bent tl 
Of the ſame nature divers notes have be 


eTF3I 6G 2436 l 56 
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Diſpers'd, t amuſe the people; Mberenpo nn. 5 
Some ready of beliet dave asd en; . 
That being ſav d upon the coaſt of Africk. | 


O heav'n ! a thouſand things occur at once 


The Avwabg ieule.. - 


He there diſclos d himſelf to Albnracim, 
And by a ſecret compact made with him, 
en'd and urg'd the way to this invaſion; 
While he himſelf, returning to Valentia 
In private, undertook to raiſe this tumult, | 
Zara. Ha! hear'ſt thou that? Is Oſyn then Alphonſo! 


To my remembrance novv, that make it plain, 
O certain death for him, as ſure deſpair | 
For me, if it be known If not, what hope 


Have 1? Vet twere the loweſt baſeneſs, now _ 
No, I will ſtil! eonceal him, 


To yield him up . 
And try the — of yet more obligations. | | - 
: _ "Tis not impoſſible, Yet, it may be FEES 
That ſome impoſtor has uſurp d his name. : | 
Your beauteous captive Zara can inform, 
If ſuch a one, ſo ſcaping, was receiv'd, | 
At any time, in Albucacims court, 
King. Pardon, fair excellence, this long neglect: 
An wt. iis cg unwelcome hour of buſineſs, 
Has thruſt between us, and our while of love; 
But wearing now apace with ebbing ſand, 
Will quickly waſte, and give again the day. 
Zara. You're too ſecure: thedangeris more imminent 
Than your high courage ſuffers you to ſee , 28 4 
While Oſinyn lives, you are not fate. . 
King. His doom 5 a 
Is paſs d; if you revoke it not, he dies. 3 
Zara. Tis well. By what I heard upon your entrance, 
I find I can unfold what yet concerns 25 2 
Fou more. One who did call himſelf Alb honſo 
Was upon my coaſt, as is reported, 
And oft had private conference with the king; 
To what effect I knew not then. But he, 
Alphonſo, ſecretly departed, juſt 
About the time our arms embark'd for San. 
What I know more is that a tripple league 
Of ſtricteſt friendſhip, was profeſs d between 
Alphonſo, Heli, and the traytor Ohnyn. 8 | 
King. Publick report is ratity'd in this. - 


| Zara. And Oſmn'sdeath requir'd of ſtrong neceſſity. 
8 Ring. 
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King. Give order ſtrait that all the pris'ners die. 
Zara. Forbzara moment; ſomewhat more] have 
Worthy your private ear, and this your miniſter. * 

King. Let all except Gonſalex leave the room. 

pw STE ME I 
| King, Gonſalez, Zara, Selim. 

Zara. I am your captive, and you've us dme nobly; 
And in return sf that, tho other wiſe 
Your enemy, I have diſcover'd O/myn 
His private practice and conſpiracy 
Againſt your ſtate: and fully to diſcharge 
My ſelf of what I've undertaken, now 
I think it fit to tell you, that your guards 
Are tainted; ſome among em have reſolv'd' 


To reſcue Oſinyn at the place of death, 


King. Is treaſon then ſo near us as our guards? 
Zara, Moſt certain; tho* my knowledge is not yet 
So ripe to point at the particular men, ee 
" King. What's to be done? 
Zara. That too Iwill adviſe. | A. ö 

J have remaining in my train ſome mutes, 3D 

A preſent once from the Sultana Queen, ; ; 

In the Grand Signior's court. Theſe, from their infancy 

Are practis d in the trade ot death; and ſhall _ 

(As there the cuſtom is) in private ſtrangle Ohnyn. | . 
Gonſ. My lord, the Queen adviſes well. | 
King. What off ring, or what recompence remains f 

In me, that can be worthy ſo great ſervices? RIOT 

To caſt beneath your feet the crown you've ſav d, 

Tho' on the head that wears it, were too little. 

Zara. Of that hereafter ; but, mean time, tis fit 

You give ſtri& charge, that none may be admitted 

To ſee the pris ner, but ſuch mutes as .. 

Shall ſend. . Py 
King. Who waits there? 

|  $CENE IV. 
King, Gonſalez, Zara, Selim, Perez. 
King. On your lite take heed, 
That only Zara's mutes, or ſuch who bring 
Her warrant, have admittance to the Moor. 


Fd 


Zara. 
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Zara. They and: na other, not the ae ſelf. 
Perex. Your miazeſty we W. 
ay: Retire, - $4 Jon 
King. Gonſaler, Zara, Selim. 
Gonſ. That interdiction ſo particular, 
Pronounc d with vehemence againſt the prince ſs, 
Shou d have more meaning thawappear barefac d. 
The king is blinded by his love, and heeds 
It not Vour majeſty ſure might have far d 
The laſt reſtraint; you hardly can ſuſpect 
The princefs is confederate with the Moor. 
Zara. Iv'e heard, her charity did once extend 
So far, to viſit him, att hisce que. . 
Gonſ. Ha! 
King. How ? ſhe viſt Ofmyn ! what, my 0545 wi LY 
Sel, Madam, take heed; or you have ruin 4 all. 
Zara. And after diegdlicie Johan his: : ns” 
Behalt— 
King. Never. You have been mil intorm d. 
Zara, Indeed? then twas a whiſper, ſpread. by ſome, 
Who wiſh'd it ſo; a common art in courts. 
Iwill retire, and inſtantly prepare | 
Inſtruction for my-miniſters of death. 
S. CE NE. VI. King, + he roog | 
SGonſ There” s ſomewhat yer of myſtery in this; = 
Her words ang actions are opſcure and double, 
Sometimes concur, and damned. eee 
I like it not. 6 
King. What doſt tbe think, Gonſales's! 
Are we not much indebted to this fair one? 
Gonſ. Iam a little low of credit, Sir, 
In the ſincerity of women's act ions, 
Methin ks this lady's hat red to the Mar 
Diſquiets her too much; which makes i it ſeem 


As if ſhe'd rather that ſhe did hot hate him. r © 58 
I wiſn her mutes are meant tobe imploy d 5 
As ſhe pretends. I doubt it now: your - guards 


Corrupted; how? by whom? who told her ſo? 
Ttth' c vening Oſnyn was to die; at midnight | 


dhe wess e the royal ſignet to releaſe him; | 
_ 1 
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th” morning he muſt dicagainy e er noon”! 

Her mutes alone muſt ſtrangle him, orbe'll | * 

Eſcape, | This put together ſuits not well. 
King. Yet, that there's truth in what ſhe hath diſcover db 

Is manifeſt from every circumſtance. 

This tumult, and the lords who fled with Heli, 

Are confirmation - that A iphonſo ves, | 

Agrees expreſly too with her report 1005 


Gonſ. 1 grant it, Sir; and doubt not, but i in rage a 


Of jealouſie, the has diſcover'd what 8275 
She now repents. It may be l'm deceiv dq. 
But why that needleſs caution of the — TY 2 
What it. ſhe had ſeen ©/myn? the? twere ſtrange. 
But if the had, what was't to her? unleſs ' | 
She fear'd her ſtron ger. charms . cauſe yo Moor" - 
Affection to revolt. LS WTO A 
King. I thank thee, friedd. dar: ft old l 
There's reaſon in thy doubt, eee wo 
But think*ſt thou that my daughter ſaw this — 
Gonſ. If Oſmp be, as Zara has related, *' | 
Alphonſo's friend; tis not impoſſible, - - 
But ſhe might wifhon his account to ſee n. 5 
King. 8a) ſt thou? by heaven thou haſt rouʒ d athoughts 
That like a ſudden earthquake ſhakes my frame. 
Confuſion! then my Daughter's anaecomplice, 
And plots in private with this helliſy At. 
Gonſ. That were too bard a thought. but iſee the comes. 
Nere not amiſs to queſtion her a little,” - 
And try howe'er, if I've divin'd aright. 
If what I fear be true, ſhell be e incernꝰd BOL 
For Oſinyn's death; as he's Aphonſo's friend, 15 
Urge that, to try it ſhe'Il ſollicit for bim. e 
SCENE VII. N | 
7 King, Gonſalez, Almeria, Leonora. ] | 
King. Your-coming: g bas prevented ey N W. 
I had determ ind to have ſent for you. N 
Aeby our 3 diſwils'd); * "TY 5 
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Nor ſhall the guilty horrors ef t 1 v t e 


NHenceforth are equal; ned 2 death; 


Of all thy race. Hear me, thou common parent; | 


And ſtep between me and the curſe of him, 
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To talk with you. Come near; why doſt thou ſhake? 
What mean theſe ſfwoll'n and redfleck'd eyes, that look 
As they had wept in blood, and worn the night 4 
In waking anguiſh? why this, on the day 
Which was deſign dto celebrate thy nuptials: 
But that the beams of light are to be ſtain d 
Wich reeking gore, from traytors on the rack? 
Wherefore | have deferr d the 1 


Prophane that Jubilee. bt 1 E 
Alm. All days to me bie 


To morrow, a the next, and each cartollows, 
Will undiſtinguifh'd roll, and but prolong 
Onehatedline of more extended woe. 

King. Whence is thy grief? giro me to ktow i 
And look 2 = 50 fl truth; for Know, | 
I am not acquamted w od. 
Why art thou mute? baſe aud degenerate maid! E 1-4 

Gonſ. Dear madam, ſpeak, or you'll incenſe the king: 

Alm. What is tto ſpeak ? or wherefore ſnou'd Iſpeak? 
W hat mean theſe tears. but griet unutterable? 

King. They are the dumb confeſſion of thy mind; 
They mean thy guilt; and ſay thou wert confed rate 
With damn d conſpirators totake my life. ͤ 
O impious paricide! now canſt thou ſpeak ? 

Alm. O earth, behold, I keel upon thy boſom; © K. 
And bend my flowing eyes, to ſtream upon 
Thy face, imploring thee that thou wilt yield; * + 
Op: n thy bowels of compaſſion, take 
Into thy womb the laſt and moſt forlorn 


Il have no parent elſe be thou a mother, 


Who was who was, but is no more a father, 

But brands my innocence with horrid crimes; 235 

And for the tender names of child and daughter 

Now calls me murderer and paricide. N 
King. Riſe, I command thee riſe di g 
._ wcu'dſt Fr. BAS? 

Ly thy ſelf of thoſe deteſted names, 


And 


4 
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Swear thou haſt never ſeen that foreign dog, 
Now doom dd te die, that moſt aecurſed Oſmyn,. 

Alm. Never, but as with innocence I might, 
And free of all bad purpoſes. So heav'n's 1210 
My witneſs... 

King. Vile equivocating wretcht | 
With items ar O patience ! 8 owns TIT 
Confeſſes it! by heavn I'll have him rack'd, 

Torn, mangled, flay d, impal d. —all painsand tortures” 

That wit of mam and dire revenge can think, 978 

Shall he accumulated under- bear. A \-- 46 
Alm. Oh, Iamloſt there fate baging to veountl. | 
Ring. Hear me; then, if thou canſt, 1 _ | 

traitreſs, | 

I'm not tolearn that curs d 4 Iphonſo 3 35 

Nor am 1 ignorant what Oſmyn i ia an 16. 

Alm. Thenall ended, and we both muſt die. 

Since thou'rt reveald, alone thou ſhalt not die. a 
And yet alone wou'd I have dy d, heav'n/knows,”. 

| Repeated deaths, rather than have revaibd the. "2 

Yes, all my father's wounding wrath, tho' each”. | 

Reproach cuts deeper than the keeneſt ſword, 

And cleaves my heart; I wou d have born it vi 

Nay, all the pains thatare-prepar'd for thee : 

Io the remorſeleſs rack I wou'd have givin  . 

This weak and tender fleſh; to have bern brus' d. 

And torn, rather than have reveal d thy being. 

King. Hell, hell! do Ihear this, and yet — © 

W hat, dar'ftthou to my face avow thy guilt? _ 

Hence, e er I curſe.— fly my juſt rage with ſpeed; 

Leſt I forget us both, and ſpurn thee fromme. 

Al. And yet a father! think 1 am your child. 

Turn not your eyes away lock on me — ; 
Now curſe —_ you:can, now ſpurn me off. 

Did ever father curſe his kneeling child! 

Never: for always bleſſings cron that pour. 0 50 

Nature inclines, and half-way meets that duty. '4 
Stooping to raiſe from earth the ffilial rever:nce; « | 

For bended knees returning folding aim. 

With: prey rs, and n and e love,” 
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O hear me then, thus crawling on the eart . 
Ning. Be thus advis d, and let me go, while yet 
The light impreſſion thou haſt made remains. 
Alm. No, never will I riſe, nor looſe this hold, 
Till you are mov d, and grant that he may live. 
King. Ha! who may live? take heed, no more of chat; 
For on my ſoul he dies, tho' thou, and I, 
And all ſhou'd follow ade bis doom. 
Away, off, let me 80. Call her attendants⸗ 2 
(Eeonora and women l " 
Alm. Drag me; kar te earth with my bare boſom, 
Ill not let go till you have ſpar'dmy Husband. 
King. Ha! what fay'it thou 2 * hnoband 1 [- husband / 


» VT 


damnation! 

What husband? which? who? | | et 
Alm. He, he is my husband. 20 20 
King. Poiſon and daggers! who?* vat baA 
Alm. O- (raue A 


Gonſ. Help, 1 upport her, 

Alm. Let me go, ler me fall, wege ru 4 
1'1l dig a grave, and tear up death; I will; 7 
Fl] ſcrape till I collect his rotten bones, > 48 
And cloath their nakedneſs with my own fleſh; . 

Yes, I will ſtrip off life, andwe will change: 
I will be death; then tho? you kill my husband 
He ſhall be mine, ſtill and for ever mine. | 

King. What husband? who? whoradoſtchoumean? | 

Gonſ. She raves! 

_ O that I did. Oſnyn, heis my husband. 

g. Oſmyn 

5 Not Of2yn, but Alphonſo is my dear 
And wedded husband=——heav'n; and air, and ſeas, 

Ye windsand waves, I call ye all to witneſs: 

King. Wilder than winds or waves thy ſelt doſt rave. 
Shou'd I hear more, I too ſhou'd catch thy madneſs. | 
Vet ſomew lat ſhemuſt mean of dire import, 

Which FI not hear, till am more at peace. 
Watch her returning ſenſe, and bring me word: 
4 ee ſhe attempt not on her life, 
SCENE VIII 
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Almeria, Gonſalez, Leonora, Attendants, 
Alm. O (tay, yet ſtay; hear me, I am not mad. 
I wou d to heaven I were He's gone. 
Gonſ. Have comfort. 


An. Curs d be that tongue, that bids. mebe of com- 


fort; JC 
Curs'd my own tongue, that cou'd not move his pity; 


Curs d theſe weak hands that could not hold him here; 
For he is gone to doom Alphonſo's death. 5 
Gonſ. Your too exceſſive griet works on your fancy, 
And deludes your ſenſe, Alphonſo, it living, | 
Is far from hence, beyond your father's pow'r. | 
Alm. Hence, thou deteſted, il|-tim'd flatterer; 
Source of my woes: theu and thy race be curs'd;. 
But doubly thou, who cou dſt alone have policy 
And fraud, to find the fatal ſecret out, we 
And know that Ofmyn was Alphonſo. 
Gonſ. Ha? e 1 
Alm. Why doſt thou ftart ? what doſt thou ſe: or hear # 
Was it the doleful bell, tolling for death? . 
Or dying —_ from my Alphonſo's breaſt ? 
See, ſee, look vonder! where a grizzled, pale, 
And gaſtiy head glares by, all ſmear d with blood, 
Gaſping as it would ſpeak; and after, ſee 
Behold a damp, dead hand as dropp'd a dagger: 
I'll: catch iti Hark! a voice cries murder: ah! 
My father's voice! hollow it ſounds and calls | 
Me from the tomb I'll follow it; for there 
I ſhall again behold my dear Alphonſo. | 
* 8 CRN E IX. 
of | Gonſalez alone. 
She's greatly griev d; nor am ] leſs ſurpriz d. 
Oſmyn Alponſo! no; ſhne over- rates | 
My policy: I ne er ſuſpected it: 
Nor now had knownit, but from her miſtake, 
Her husband too ! ha! where is Garcia then? 
And where the crown that ſhou'd deſcend on him, 


To grace the line of my poſterity # Fe 
Hold, let me thtnk if 1 ſhou'd tell the king 
Things come to this extremity ? his daughter 
Wedded a'ready what if he ſhou'd yield? 
Knowing no remedy for what is paſt; ; By 
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The Mourning Bride. 40. 
And urg'd by nature pleading for his child, 
With which he ſeems to be already ſhaken. 

And tho' I know he hates beyond the grave 
Anſelmo's race; yet i. hat if concludes me. 
To doubt, when 1 may be aſſur d, is folly. 

But how prevent the captive queen, Who means 
To ſet him free? ay, now tis plain; O well 
'Invented tale! he was Alphonſo's friend. 

This ſubtile woman will amuſe the wn, 

It I delay —'twill do or better ſo. 
One to my wiſh. Alone, thou art welcome. 
. „ e 

Sonſalez, Alonzo. 

Alon. The king expects your lordſhip. 

Gonſ. Tis no matte. 1 | 
I'm not i'th* way at preſent, good Alonzo. _ 
Alon. if tpleaſe your lordſhip, -1'll return, and fay 
I have not ſeen you. % 

Gonſ. Do, my beſt Alonzo, : 


| Jet ſtay, I would——but go; anon will ferve=—— 


Vet I have that requires thy ſpeedy help, -. 
I think thou wou dl not 5 85 do me ſervice. 
Alon. I am your creature i 
Gonſ. Say thou art my friend. 
I've ſeen thy ſword do noble execution. 
Alon. All that it can your lordſhip ſhall convaatnd, 
Gon. Thanks; and I take thee at thy word Ne 
Among the followers of the captive queegg 
Dumb men, who make their weaning known: by 
Afton." Ie io a 
Gonſ. Cou'd thou procure, with ſpeed _ 
And privacy, the wearing garb of one 
Of thoſe, tho' purehas d by his death/1'd giye. 
Thee ſuch reward, as ſhou'd exceed thy walth, 
| Alan. Conclude it done. Where ſhalll waityourlordſkip? 
Gonſ, At my apartment. Uſe thy utmoſt - diligence; 
And ſay I've not been ſeen— haſte, good Alunac. 
So, this can hardly fail. Alphonſo ſlain, „ 
The greateſt obſtacle is then remov d. 
Almeria widow'd, yet again may wed; 
Amd1 yet fix the crown on Garcia s head. 
A E | 1 
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She might remove the centre of this earth, 


King. *Tis well.( A mute apt ears. and feeing the king retives. 
Ha! ſtop and ſeize that mute; Alonzo, follow him, 


Frighred, and fumb.ing one hand in his boſom, 
As ĩo conceal th* Importance of: his errand. _ 


The morſe! down his throat. I ca*ch'd his arm, 


"Twill quit me of my promiſe to 1 mari 


King. Hence, flave! how dar't thov *bide? to Watch 
: x ? 7 Into 


The Mourning Bride, 
ACT v. SC EN Ea. 
3 Room of State. | 


King, Perez, Alonzo, 


* N OT to be found? in an ill hour he's abſent. 


None, ſay you, none? what, not thefav'rite 
Nor ſhe ker ſelf, nor any of her mutes, (cuouch ? 


Have yetrequir'd admittance? \— 


Per. None, my lord. 
Ting. Is Oſinyn ſo diſpos'd as I commanded? 
Per, Faſt bound in double chains, and at full length 


- 


Helyes ſupine on earth; with as much eaſe 


As looſe the rivets of his bonds. 


Ent'ring he met my eyes, and ſtarted, back, 


(Alonzo fellows him, and returns with a paper. 
Alon, O bloody proof of obſtinate fidelity! 5 
King, What doſt thou mean? 
Alon. Soon as I ſeiz'd the man, 58 8 
He ſnatch'd from out his boſom this — and ſtrove 
With raſh and greedy haſte, at once to cram 


And hardly wrench'd his hand to wring it from him; 

Whichdone, he drew his ponyard from his fide, 

And on the inſtant plung'd it in his breaſt, 98 
King. Remove the body thence e er Zara ſee it. 5 
Alon. I'll be ſo bold to borrow his attire. | 


| SCENE H. King, Perez. | > | 
Per. Whar'er it is, the king's complexion turns, 
King. How's this? my mortal foe beneath my roo{j 
jc a ( Having read the Letter. 
O, give me patience, all ye powers! oh, rather ot 
Give me new rage, implacable revenge, 
And trebledfury .ha! who's there: 


Per. My lord. 
and pr 


| 


4 . 


The Aourning Bride. 51 
Jato how poora thing a king deſcends; 5 5 
How like thy felt, when paſſion treads him-down ? 
Ha! ſtir not, on thy life: for thou wert fix d 
And planted here to ſee me gorge this bait, 
And laſh againſt the hoox by heav'n, you're al 
Rank traitors; thou art with the reſt Combin'd; 
Thou krew'ſt that Ofmyn was Alphonſo, knew'lt | 
My daughter privately with him con ferr'd; 
And wert the ſpy. and pander to their meeting. 
Per. By all that's holyy I'm amaz d- 
Ning. Thou lyſt. 5 
Thou art accomplice too with Zara; here 
Mhere ſhe ſets down Still will I ſet thee jree¶ Reading. 
That ſomewhere is repeated I have power 
O'er them that are thy guards Mark that, thou traytor. 
Per. It was your majeſty's com mand, I ſhould - 
Obey her order . | 
King. (Reading.) ———— Andftlwill Tet l 
Thee fan Le os ' ee curs 4 151% Ay 
Falſe and perfidious Zara! ſtrumpet daughter! ST 
Away, be gone, thou feeble boy, fond love, | 
All nature, ſoftneſs,-pity and compaſſion, 
This hour I throw ye off, and entertaia 
Fell hate within my breaft, revenge and gall. | 
Byaheav'n I'll meet, and counter- work his treachery... 
Hark thee, villain, traitar anſwer. me, flave. : 
Per. My ſervice has not merited thoſe titles. | 
Xing,.. Dar'ſt thou reply? take that thy ſervice? ' 
| 1 . . (Sirikes him. 
What's thy who'elife, thy ſoul, thy all, to my. 3 
One moment'scaſe ? hear my command; and laok + 
That thou obey, or horror on thy head, \ 
Drenclrme thy dagger in Alphonſo's heart. 

Why doſt thou ſtart? reſolve, or . 
Per. Sir, I will, : 1 . 
EKing. Tis well. that when ſhe comes to ſet him free, 
His teeth may grin, and mock at her remorſe.(Perez gaing. 

Stay thee. l've farther. thought I ll add to this, 
And give her yes yet greater diſappointment. | 
W hen thou haſt ended him, bring me his robe; 
And let the cell where ſhe Il expect to ſee him 
Be darken d, ſo as to amuſe the ſight. E 2 14 
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Fü been dated thither- mark me wel 
There with his turbant, and hin robe array % 
And laid along as he now lies ſupine, 
I ſhall convict her to her face of faiſhood. 
When for Alphonſo's ſhe ſhall take my hand, 
And breath her: ſighs upon my lips for his, 
Sudden I'll tart, and daſh her with her guilt, _ 
Bur ſee, ſhe, comes; lil ſhun th encounter; thous: 
Follow me, and give heed too my direction. 
S CE NE II. Zara, Selim. 
Zara. The mute not yet return d! ha, twas che king! | 
The king that parted hence! frowning he went 
His eyes like meteors roli'd, then darted down 
Their red and angry beams; as if his fight _ 
Would like the raging dog-ſtar, ſcorch the earths. 
And kindle ruin in its courſe, Doſt think "5: 
He ſaw me? | 
_ Sel. Yes: But then, as if 5 thay She. 
His eyes had err'd he haſtily recali'd - 
Th' imperfect look, and ſternly wren away. | 
Zara. Shun me when ſeen?! I fear thou haſt undone me; 2 
Thy ſhallow artifice begets ſuſpicion, es 
And, like a cobweb-vel, but thinly ſhades 
The face of th y deſign 3 alone diſguiſing 
What ſhould have ne er been ſeen; Impertes och . 
Thoulike the adder, venomous and deaf, 
Haſt ſtung the traveller; and, after, hear'ſt 
Not his purſuing voice; ev'n where thou think'ſt 
To hide, the 3 leaves and bended graſs 
Confeſs, and point the path which thou haſt crept.. 
O fate of fools! officious in contriving ; ; ke 
In executing puzzled, lame and loſt. | 
 _ Sel. Avert it, heav'n, that you ſhould ever wer 
For my defect: or that the means which ! 
Devis d to ſerve ſhould ruin your deſignꝰ 
Preſcience is heav'ns alone, not giv'n to man 
I Thavefail'd in what has been man, 
Enveds muſt fail; impute not as a crime 
My nature's Want. but puniſh nature in me: 
I plead not for a par rdon and to live, 
But to be puniſh'd and forgiv'n. Here, ſtrike; 


1 bare my breaſt to meet you juſt revenge. Zara... 
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Zara. L have not leiſure nov to take 55 poor 5 
A forfeit as thy life: ſomewhar of high 
And more important tate requires m e Ke 
When Le concluded -n my ſelf, iI ©: Nh 
Think fit; ll leave thee my command todie. ae 
| Regard me well; anddarenorzoreply 
To what I give in charge; for I'm 7 TRI e 
Give order, that the two remaining mutes * 
Attend me inſtantly, with eacha'bowl* : 
Of ſuch ingredients mix d, as will with „ „ 
Benumn the living faculties,” and gige HT 
NN INN 4 1 0 22 00 10 75 7 5 
Yes, O{myn; yes Ofmyn'or A don, Nn 5 182% 1 
I'll then . — if thou dar ſt be free: 17 
Such liberty as] embracemy ii 1h 
Thou ſhalt partake. - Since fates no-more afford; 
Ican but die with thee to keep my word. 124 711 
| ene £ * Otis 975 
332340 | open. ſhews the riſon; - . © 
Gonfalez alone, dies tee Mute, b an 7 
GSGonſ. Nor centinel, nor guard! nne doors nt 
And all as ſtil, as at the noon of night Rl 
Sure deathalready has been buſie here:. 2 
There lies my way, that door too is ada: 12 Looks in; 
Ha! ſure he ſleeps —<-—all's dark within, ſave what 
Alamp, that feebly lifrsa iickly m—_— 
By fits reveals -L<his face ſeenisturn'd, to favour... 
Th' attempt: I'll fteal;*and'do it uaperceit d. 2 . & - 
What noiſe ! Tome body conving? i9'ty: Alonο , 
No' body? fare he M Without Heu 
Twere done f crawvl; and ſting him ta the heart, N 
rben cat: thy ckingndleaveir there to: ag wer it. ( Go Ts. 
SCE NE. V. Garcia;: M bnæë od * 
Gar. M Here Where, Alonzo here's m Aicher! 
The king? contuſion! all is on the rout '-- ee 
All's loſt, all ruin d by ſurpriſe and trœaeher y. 
Where, where is he 5 011 doſt thou thus miſdlead me? 
Alon. My lbrd: he entet d but a moment fiuce, 
And cou d not piſs me afiperceiv'd —.what hoa ?: 
My lord, TY Wbär bon my lord Gone! 
. DIL 3 «© OR AF? SG n oO 'E 
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1 4 | The Mourning Bride:- - 
. | SCENE. EM 1 
| _ Garcia, Alonzo,  Gonſfalez bleeds... 
| | Ton. Perdition choak your anden benen thi this 
| Garcia! (udeneles 
Gar. Perdition, ales anddeath. 
Are entring now. our doors, where is the king 
„ What means this blood? and why this face of horror? 
| Gonſ. No n Art to know the cauſe .. 
. Of theſe your raſn and ill-tim'd 'exclamations. .Þ . 
I} Gar. The eaſtern gate is to the foe betray d. FRY 
j W ho, but for heapsof ſlain, that choak the ben. 
Had enter'd long e er now, and born dovvn all 
Before em, to the palace walls, unleſs . 
2 The —_ in perſon animate our men. 
Granada s loſt; and to confirm this fear, 
R The traytor Perez, and the captive Moor, 
1 Are thro' a poſtern fled, and join the foes _ 

\ Gonſ. Would all were falſe as that; for whomoucal. f 
Þ The Moeor,:is dead. That Oſmyn. was Alphouſoz.. * 
In whoſe heart's blond this ponyard yet is warm. 

Gar. Impoſſible; for © myn was, while flying, 
Pronounc i aloud by Perex for. Alphonſo. | 
Gonſ. Enter that chamber, and convince your eyes,.. 
| Howe much rtepoxt has wrong'd your caſte faith. 
| (Garcia goes in. 
Alan. My:lord; fon certain truth Perea is fled; N e 
| And has declat d the cauſe of his:reyolt, | - 
. Wes to revenge a blow xhe King had giv in him. (. returning. 
| Gar. Ruiꝶ and horror! O heart; wounding igt? 
Gonſ. What ſays my ſon what ruin? ha? what horror? = 
Gar. Blaſted my. eyes, and ſpeechleſs be my tongues, . 

Rather than or to ſee, or to relate 
| Thisdcede—r—y—=>Qdire mite Ofualblow!; 4 

Theking- 2 1716 Offa: T 

\  Gonf. Alon. The kieg k Eat! vd By 
SGan. Dead, welt'ring, drown'd.in 76 lp FO 

Se: ſee, attir'dlike Qfuyn, Where he lies. re being. 5 

O.xwhence, or how, or wherefore was this done Bo 5h 
B what imports the manner, or the cauſe? _. 

Notbing remains to do, er tp require. 8 

But that we all ſhould turn our ſwords again: is 

Our ſelves, angexpiate with our own his blond. SN 


* 
c * 
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5 The Ahe Bride: 5 5 
Gonſ O wretch! O curs'd, and raſh, deluded Bat: 


— 


Ty On me, on me, turn your avenging {word. 
80 I, who have ſpilt my royal maſter's blood. 


28 Shou'd make atonement by adeathas 9 
£ And fall beneath the hand of my own ſon. _. 

Gar. Ha] whit?, atone this murder with a greater! 
The horror of that thought has damp” d rb rage. 
The earth already groans to bear this deed 

Oppreſs her not, nor think to ſtain ber face. / 
With more unnatural blood, Murder ay ker 
Better with this to rip my,own bowels, 
And bathe it to the hilt, in far leſs damnable 
Self. murder. 
Gon. O my ſon! trom the blind dotage - 
Of a father's fondneſs thele ills aroſe; _ 
For thee I've been ambitious, bafe and © ang : 
| Forthee Ive plung d into this ſea of ſin; 4 
Sremming the tide with only one weak hand, 5 5 — 
While t'other borg the crown, (to wreath PIG ra 1 
Whoſe weight has ſugk me e er I reach'd the ſhore. 
Gar. Fatal ambition! hark! the foe is we mob CY 7 
The ſhrillneſs of that ſhout ſpeaks em at hand. ; 
We haye no time to {earch into the cauſe >. 
Ot this ſarpriziggand moſt fatal error- 
7 What's to be done? the King's death known, will luke 
by  Thefew remaining ſoldiers with deſpair, 6 | | 
”_ And make 'em yieid to mercy of the conqu'ror; - | 
* Alon. My lord, I've thought how to — 5 
uv pro me not ta tell the means, till done, 
Leſt you forbid Wbatthen you may approve. goes in ſont. 
Gonſ. They ſhout again! hate er he ineans to do, 
"Twere fit the ſoldiers were amus d with hopes? 
| And in the mean time fed with expectation 
8 To ſee the king in perſon at their head. CA | 
a | Gar. Were it a truth, I fear tis now too hre. 5 | 
Bur l liomit nocare, nor haſte, and try... ; [ 
Or to repel their force, or bravely die. | | 
SCENE VII. Gonfalez, Alon 
Gonſ. What halt thou done, Alonzo? EO } 
| Alon. Such a deed F „ 4 
Agbut an hour ago ld not have one, | Pa 4 
# * tor the crownof univerſal empire. Put | 
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Bur what are kin 0 85 reduc'd to ee mmon clay 7 


They chance to find it. 


Thandeath? 
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Or who can woùnd the dead? 1 ve from the body 
Sever'd the head, and in an obſcure corner T7 2 
Diſpos'd it, muffled in the mute n £0700 obe . 5 


Leaving to view of them that enter next, 
Alone the undiſtinguiſhable trunk, 
Which may be Riſf miſtaken by the guards 
For Oſinyn, 42 in ſeeking for the on; 


* 
0 


Gonf. Twas ah act of ho orror; Ace 
And of a piece with this day 's dire wilde. FOLEY 
But 'tis no-time to ponder. or Teen: r 
Haſte thee, Hlonxo, haſte thee hence with ſpeed, 

To aid my ſon, I'll follow with the laſt 
Reſerve, tore - inforee his har atleaſt, v : 
I ſhall make good, and ſhelter his retreat, 1 
SE. N F g | 
Zara, followed by Selim, and two mutes bearing the bowls." 4 
Zara, Silence and folitude are ev'ry . | 
Thro' all the gloomy ways and iron doors 
That hither lead, nor human face nor Wiese 
Is ſeen or heard. A dreadful din was wont | 
To grate the ſenſe; when enter d here; from groans | ; 
And howls of flaves condemn'd, from clink of chains, 
And craſh of ruſty bars and creeking hi inges: 5 f f 
And ever and anon the ſight was daſh'd: e cat : 


Mat 


With frigh-ttul faces, and the meagre looks e IS > N 
Ot, grim and | ghaſtly ti oe Oe oma 
Yet more this ſtilneſs terrifies my ſoull. | 
Than did that ſenſe of complica; ed 8 ee ag 
It may be, that the cauſe of th's my errand DO 0s BO 


And purpoſe, being chang d from lite ro Sao; 
Has alſo wroughtthis chilling-change of enen 
Or does my heart bode more:? bat can; it more 


1 > Fl 


Let'em ſet down the bowls, and n Alphory 0 5 
That L am here ſo You return and find (Mute: going # in, 
The king; tell him, what he r ir'd, e done, 1 


And wait his coming to approve the deed. 
SCENE IS. Zara, and Mutes. 


| Zara. What have you ſeen? ha! wherefore ſtare vou 
thus, (The mutes return and laoꝶ . 5 . * With 
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Wich haggar'd eyes ? why are your arms acroſs? 

Jour heavy and deſponding heads hung down ? 
Why is't you more than peak in theſe ſad ſi ſigns ? * 
. Give me more ample knowledge of this mourning. 
| (They go to the fcene, which o ming ſhepercerves the body 
— e bloody! headleſs! . m Fn. 

OOſimn! © Alphonſo! cruel fate! 

Cruel, cruel, O more than killing object! 
I came prepar d to die, and ſee thee die 
Nay, came prepar d my ſelf to give thee — | 
But cannot bear to find thee thus, my m . nn_ 
O this accurs'd, this baſe, this treach'rous ing! 

| - SCE NK Zara, Selim, 
Sel. I've ſought in nike, for no where can the king- 


Be found 


His helliſh rage had wanted means to act, 
But for thy fatal and pernicious counſel. 5 
Sal. You thought it better ths I'm is; 
The mute you ſent, by ſome miſchance was ſeen, = 
And forc'dto yield your letter with his life : - 
I tound the dead and bloady body. ſtripp d. fi 755 
My tongue faulters and my voice fails—1 fink % 


Drink not the poiſon for Aiphonſois- | 
Zara. As thou art now. And I ſhall quickly! be, 


is not that he is dead; for 'twasdecreed - 
We both ſhould die. Nor ãs't that . uin 
Ihave a certain remedy for that. 


But oh, he dy d unknowing in my nat 
He knew Hov'd, but knew not to what hei eight; - 


Nor that I meant to fall before his eyes, 
A martyranda victim to my vows: . * 
Inſenſible of this laſt proof he's gone, 
Yet fate alone can rob his mortal part 
Of ſenſe: his ſoul ſtill ſees, and — ach Pepetz 
And fix d event of my perſiſting faith. 
Then, whereforedo I pauſe 3 me the bowl. 


(A mute kneels and wy ves one of the 125 | 


Hover a moment, yet, thou gentle ſpirit, 
Soul of my love, and I will wait thy flight. 


This to our mutual bliſs when join'd above, - | ( Drinks. 
Qfriendly draught, already i in * heart. Cold, 


Zara. Get thee to hell, and ſeek him there. (Sabi him. 


— 


— . [ 


* 


— 
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Cold, cold; my veins are icicles and froſt. 

I'll creep into his boſom, lay me there; 

Cover us cloſe.— or 1 ſhall chill his breaſt, . 

And fright him from my arms ſee, ſee, he ſlides 

Still further from me; look, he hides his face, 

I cannot feel it quite beyond my-reacb. - 3 

Qnow he's gone, and all is dax (Dies. 
. he mutes kneel and mourn over har. 
S C E. NE. XI. Almeria, Leonora, Mutes, cc. 

' Alm. O let me ſeek him in this horrid cell; 

For in the tomb, or priſon, I alone. | 

Muſt hope to find him. 2 

Leo. Heav'ns! what diſmal ſcene + 


Ot death is this? the eunuch Selim ſlain! 


Alm. Shew me, tor Jam come in ſearch of death; 
But want a guide; for tears have dimn'd my ſig t. 
Leo. Alas, a little farther, and behold _. 
Zara all pale and dead! two frighttul men, 
Who ſeem the murderers, knee! weeping by. 
Feeling remorſe too late for what they've done, 


But O forbear lift up your eyes no more; 


But haſte away, fly from. this fatal place, 


Where miſeries are multiply d return. 


Return and look not on; for there's a dagger 

Ready to ſtab the ſight, and make your eyes 

Rain blood 8 . | 
Alm. OI foreknow, foreſcethat object. 

Is it at laſt then ſo; is he then dead? 


W hat dead at laſt, quite, quite, for ever dead! 


There, there I ſee him; there he lies, the blood 
Yet bubbling from his wounds O more than {avaye! - 
Had they, or hearts, or eyes, that did this deed ?-- 


Could eyes endure to guide ſuch cruel hands? 


Are not my eyes guilty alike with theirs, 
That thus can gaze, and yet not turn to ſtone ? 


= I do not weep! the iprings of tears are dry d; A 


And of aſuddenIam calm, as if | | | 
All things were well; and yet my husband's murder'd1. 


— 


Yes, yes, I know to mourn! I'll ſluice this heart, 

The ſource of woe, and let the torrent looſe. 
——Thoſe men have left to weep !. they look on mei 
Thope they murder all on whom they look... -- Fo 


. » 
Fs - 
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| Behold me well; your bloody hands have err d, 8 ö 
And wrongfully have ſlain thoſe innocent? ; 
I am the ſaerifice deſign d to bleed; 3 5 | | 
And come prepar'd to yield my throat— they ſhake 
Their heads, in ſign of grief and innocence !: EN 
; (They point at the bowl on the ground, Nm 
And point! what mean they ? ha! a cup. O well 
I underſtand what med cine © hon been here. 
O noble thirſt! yet greedy, to drink all \ 
bh for another draught of death What mean 
they? / (They point at the other cup. ; 
Ha! point again? ? *tis there, and full, I hope. 8 
Thanks to the liberal hand that fill'd thee thus; 
Til drink my glad acknourledgment — 
Leo. O hold 
For mercy's ſake; u re my knee Ib | 
Alm. With thee the kneelir wo) ou'd bat in van; 
Seeſt thou not there? behold w rel lyes, 
And pleads againſt thee? who ſhall then prevail 1 
Jet I will take a cold and parting leave, | 
From his pale tips; I'll kiſs him, e're ! drink, 
Leſt the rank juice ſhould bliſter on my mou r, 
And ſtain the colour of my laſt adieu, | 
Horror !. a headleſs trunk! nor lips nor face, 
(Coming nearer the body, ſtarts, and oo * e ö 
But ſpouting veins, and ma ngled fleſh! O, ho! | 
S CE NIE -thelafe. ö 
Almeria, Leonora, Alphonſo, Heli, Perez, with cee 1 Tb 
priſoner, guards and attendants. ASKS 
Alph. any y, ſtandoff, whereis ſhe? let me fly, 
Save her from death and ſnatch her to my heart. 
Alm. Oh! 
Alph. Forbear, myarms alone ſhall hold ber un 
'Wacm her to life, and wake her into gladneſs. 
O let me talk to thy revenging ſenſe, 0 
The words ot joy and peace; warm thy cold beauties, - 8 
With the new fluſhing ardour of my cheekx ' 
Into thy lips pour the ſoft trickling balm - 
Of cordial ſighs; and re- inſpire thy boſom _ 
With the breath of love. Shine, awake, Almeria, 
Give anew birth to thy long-ſhaded eyes, 
Then double on the day * light. Alm, 


Aim. ren heav'n! What does this dream in- 
Alpb. O may'lt thou never dreatn of leſs delight, 
Nor ever wake to leſs ſubſtantial joys. - | 
Alm. Giv'n me again from death! O-all ye powers, 
Confirm this miracle! can I believe f 
My ſight, againſt my fight? and ſhall I truſt 
That ſenſe, which in one inſtant ſhews him dead 
And living? Ves, Iwill; Pve been abus d 
With apparitions, andaffrighting fantoms. 
This is my lord, mytlife, my only husband; 
have him now, and we no more more will part. 
My father too ſhall have compaſſion 
Alph. O my heart's comfort; tis not givn to this 
Frail lite, to be entirely bleſs'd. Even now, 
In this extreameſt joy my ſoul can taſte, 
Yet am I daſh d to think that thou muſt weep ; 
Thy father fell, where he deſign'd my death. 
 Gojalez and Alonzo, both of wounds 
_ Expiring have with their laſt breath confeſs'd 
The juſt decrees of heav'n, whichon themſelves 
Has turn d their own moſt bloody purpoſes. 
Nay, I muſt grant, tis fit you ſhou'd be thus 65 
ö a 5 | [She wel pe. 
'Let em remove the body from her fight. Xx 35 * 
Ill-fated Zara Ha! acup? alas! i 
Thy error then is plain; but I were flint 
Not to w erſlow in tribute to thy memory, - 
O Garcia -.. 5 
Whoſe virtue has renounc d thy father's crimes, 
Seeſt thou, how juſt the hand of heav'n has been 
Let us who through our innocence ſurvive, 
Still inthe paths of honour perſevere, 
And not, from paſt or preſent ills deſpair: 
For bleſſings ever walt on virtuous deeds; | 
2404 244 » (Extantomith 
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Huic equidem Confilio palmam do : hic me magnifice effero,- 
qui * tantam in me & poteſtatem habeam zante aſtu- 
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Mackwel, A Villain; DA, Fried * 1 
0 ' in Love with Cynthia. 


Lord Touchwood, Uncle to Melle ont, 
Mellefont, Red: to, indi in ore with _ 15 


Careleſs, his Friend. 
Lord Froth, A Solemn Coxcomb. | 5 


Brisk, A pert Coxcombd. by 
Sir Paul.Plyant, An Uxorious, Pod ola Knight ; "Bros 


n tber to Lady Touchwood, and father to Cynthia. 


ee eee HE PI - 1 ts Ty n Z——B— 0+ ee He Si a0; 3 


WOMEN. 


1 - Ls 


Lady Touchwoood, in Love with Mellefont. * 5 
_ Cynthia, Daughter to * Paul 'by a former Wife, promi "led 


to Mellefont. | 
Lady Froth, a great Coquet Pretender to Poetry, Wit, 


and Learning. 
Lady Plyant, Inſolent to her Husband, and eaſie to any 


Freer 
N Chaplain, 50 Fuotwen, and Attendants, 9278 


8 N 
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The S C E N E, a Gallery ; in the Lord 
Touchwapd's Monde, with N ad- 


| rms cf 


* * 


becbens Nonſenſe better. 


Double-D ealer. 
eka 
A 2 T I. 8 8 1 N E I. 


A Gallery in the Lord Touchwood's Houſe,» with Chambers 
adjoining. 


Enter Careleſs erofſ ng the Stage, with his Hat, Gloves, 
and Sword in his Hands, as juſt riſen from Table : 
Mellefont following him. 


THR. MELLEFONT. 
5 7 E D, Ned, whither ſo faſt ? What, | 


- 


turn d Flincher! Why, you wo” not 
leave us? 

Care. Where are the Nomen? 
I'm weary of guzzling, and begin 
to think them the better Company. 
Mell. Then thy Reaſon ſtaggers, 
and hoe! rtalmoſt drank, © 
Care. No Faith, but your Fools grow noiſie- 
and it a Man muſt endure the Noiſe of Words = 
Senſe, I think the women have more Muſical Voices, and 


1 Mel. 


4 | The Double-Dealer. 


Mel, Why, they are at the end of the Gallery, retir'd 3 


to their Tea, and Scandal; according to their ancient 
Cuſtom, after Dinner. — But I made a Pretence to 
follow you, becauſe I had ſomething to ſay to you in pri- 


vate, and I am not like to have many Opportunities this 


Evening. | RE : | | | 
Care. And here's this Coxcomb molt critically come to 
interrupt you. „ 
SCENE II.; 
(To them) Brisk. 
Brisk. Boys, Boys, Lads, where are you? What, do 
you giye ground ? Mortgage for a Bottle, ha? Careleſs, 
this is your Trick; you're always ſpoiling Company by 
leaving it. | | 
Care. And thou art always ſpoiling Company by co- 
ming into't. 5 F 
Brisk. Pooh, ha, ha, ha, I know you envy me. Spite. 
0 cney Spite, by the Gods ! and burning Envy Tl 
be judg d by Mellefont here, who gives and takes R allesy 
better than youor I; Pſhaw, Man, when I ſay you ſpoil 
Company by leaving it, I mean you leave no body tor the 
Company to laugh at. Ithink there I was with you ha? 
Mellefont. 


% 


Mel. O' my Word, Brisk, that was a home Thruſt; 


you Have ſilenc d him. . 

Brisk. Oh, my Dear Melleſont, let me periſh if thou 
art not the Soul of Convei ſation, the very Eſſence of Wit 
and Spirit ot Wine The Duce take me if there 
were three good Things ſaid, or one underſtood, ſince thy 
Amputation from the Body of our Society. He! 
I think that's pretty metaphorical enough : I Gad I could 
not have ſaid it out of thy Company Careleſi, ha? 

Care, Hum, ay, what is't ? 7 RES: 


Brisk. O, Mon Cœur! What is't! Nay gad Il pu- 


niſh you for want of Apprehenſion: The Duce take me if 
J tell you. | 


Mel. No, no, hang him, be has no Taſte,— But, | 


: dear Brist, excule me, I have a little Buſineſs. 85 Aer 1 
Care. Pr'ythee get thee gone; thou ſee ſt we are ſeri- 
. | 1 3 


* ** 


7 


— 
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| „ Mel. Well come immediately, if you'll but go in, and 
keep up good Humqur and Senſe in the Company: Pry- 
thee do, they Il fall aſleep elſe. | 
Brisk. I gad ſo rhey wil — Well 1 will, I will, gad 
ou ſhall command me from the Zenith to the Nadir. 
ut the Deuce take me if I ſay a good thing tiil you come. 
hut pr ythce, dear Rogue, make haſte, pr'ythee 
make haſte, I ſhall burſt elſe And yonder's your 
Uncle, my Lord Towchwood, {wears he'lIl diſinherit you, 
| and Sir Paul Plyant threatens to diſclaim you for a Son-in- 
Law, and my Lord Froth won't dance at your Wedding 
8 to-morrow ; nor the Deuce take me, I won't write 
0 your Epithalamium--and ſee What a Condition you're like 
to be brought to. 2 8 | 
Nel. Well I'll ipeak but three Words, and follow you. 
Brisk, Enough, enough; Careleſi, bring your Appre- 
henſion along with you. | 
SCENE III. 
Melle 5 Careleſs, | 
Care. Pert Coxcomb / | | . 
Mel. Faith 'tis a good- natur d Coxcomb, and ka very 
| entertaining Follies You muſt be more human 
to him; at this Juncture, it will do me Service. m—_— - 
Fl tell you, I would have Mirth continued this Day at any 
rate; tho Patience purchaſe Folly, and Attention be paid - 
with Noiſe : There are times when Senſe may be unreaſon- 
able, as well as Truth. Pr'ythee do thou wear none to Day; 
2 "nin Brisk to have Wit, that thou may'ft ſeem a 
oo]. | 
N Why, how now, why this extrvagant Propo- 
ion? 5 
| Mel. O, I would have no room for ſerious Deſign; for 
I am jealous of a Plot. I would have Noiſe and Imper- 
tinence keep my Lady Touchwood's Head from- working: 
For Hell is not more buſie than her Brain, nor contains 
more Devils, than ber Imaginations. | 
Care. 1 thought your fear ot her had been over: 
Is not to-Morrow appointed for your Marriage with Cyn- 
thia, and her Father, Sir Paul Plyant, come to ſettle tbe 


Writings this Day, on purpoſe? | 
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* Mel, True; but you ſhall judge whether I have not 
Reaſon to be allarm d. None beſides you, and Maskwe!!, 
are acquainted with the Secret of my Aunt Tonchwood's 
violent Paſſion for me. IE 

Since my firſt Refuſalof her Addreſſes, ſhe has endea- 
vour'd todo me all ill Offices with my Uncle; yet has 
managed 'em with that Subtility, that to him they have 
born the Face of Kindneſs; while her Malice, likea dark 
Lanthorn, only ſhone upon me, where it was directcd. 
Still it gave me leſs Perplexity to prevent the Succels of 


her Diſpleaſure, than to avoid the Importunities of her 


Love; and ot two Evils, I thought my ſelf favour'd in 
ber Averſion: But whether urg'd by her Deſpair, and the 

| ſhort Proſpect of Time ſhe ſaw, to accompliſh her De- 
ſigns; whether the Hopes of Revenge, or ot her Love, 
terminated in the Yiew of this my Marriage with Cyn- 
thia, I know not; but this Morning ſhe ſurpriz d me in 


my Bed | | 
Care. Was there ever ſucha Fury! tis well Nature has 
not put it into her Sex's Power to raviſh Well, bleis 


us! proceed. What follow'd : 


Mel, What at firſt amaz'd me; for I look'd to have 


ſeen her in all the Tranſports of a ſlighted and revengeful 
Woman: But when expected Thunder from her Voice, 

and Lightning in her Eyes; l ſaw her melted into Tears, and 
huſh'd into a Sigh. It was long before either of us ſpoke?. 
Paſſion had ty'd her Tongue, and amazement mine 
In ſhort the Conſequence was thus, ſhe omittednorhing 


that the moſt violent Love could urge, or tender Words 


expreſs; which when ſhe ſaw had no effect, but ſtill I 
pleaded Honour and Nearneſs of Blood to my Uncle, then 
came the Stotm I fear d at firſt: For ſtarting from m 
Bed- ſide like a Fury, ſhe flew to my Sword, and wit 
much ado I prevented her doing me or her ſelf a Miſchief : 


Having difarm'd her, in a Guſt of Paſſion fhe left me, 


and in a Reſolution, confirm'd by a thouſand Curſes, not 
to cloſe her Eyes, till they had ſeen my Ruin. : 
Care. Exquiſite Woman! But what the Devil, does 
ſhe think thou haſt no more Senſe, than to get an Heir up- 
on her Body to diſinherit thy ſelf: For, as I take it, this 
Settlement upon you, is with a Proviſe, that your Uncle 
 haveno Children, | Met. 


| 


: = 
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Mel. It is ſo. Well, the Service you are to do me, 
will be a Pleaſure to your ſelf? I muſt get you to engage 
my Lady Plyant all this Evening, that my pious-Aunt may 
not work her to her Intereſt. And if you chance to ſe- 
cure her to your ſelf, you may incline her to mine. She's 
handſome, and knows it; is very filly, and thinks ſhe 
has Senſe; and kasanold fond Husbane. 
Care. I conteſs a very fair Foundation, for a Lover to 
build upon. „ 5 
Mel. For my Lord Froth, he and his Wife will be ſuf- 
ficiently taken up, with admiring one another, and Brisk's - 
Gallantry, as they call it. I'll obſerve my Uncle my ſelf ; 
and Jack Maskwell has promiſed me, to watch my Aynt 
narrowly, and give me notice upon any Suſpicion. As 
for Sir Paul, my wiſe Father. in- Law that is to be, my 
dear Cynthia has ſuch a ſhare in his Fatherly Fondneſs, he 


would ſcarce make her a Moment uneaſie, to have her 


happy hereafte. reve Hs 
Care. So, you have mann'd your Works: But I wiſh 
you may not have the weakeſt Guard, where the Enemy 
is ſtrongeſt, B om hue 416) 28 40485 
Mel. Maskwell, you mean; pr'ythee why ſhould you 


ſuſpect him: 


Care. Faith I cannot help it, you know I never lid 
him; I ama little ſuperſtitious in Phiũognomy. d 
Mel. He has Obligations of Gratitude, to bind him to 


me; his Dependance upon my Uncle is through my 


eans. | 

Care, Upon your Aunt, you mean, 

Mel. My Aunt. | ny ef of. tis 

Mel. Pm miſtaken if there be nota Familiarity. be- 
tween them, you do net ſuſpect; Notwithſtanding her 
Paſſion for yo. Light 07 

Mel. Pooh, Pooh, nothing in the World but his De- 
ſign to do me Service; and he endeayours to be well in 
her Eſteem, that he may be able to effect it. 

Care. Well, I ſhall be glad to be miſtaken; but your 


on 


Aunt's Averſion in her Revenge, cannot be any way ſo 


effectually ſhown, as in bringing forth a Child to diſin- 
herit you. She is handſome and cunning, and naturally 
wanton, Maskwell is mo and Blood at beſt, and Op- 
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portunities between them are frequent. His Affection 
to you, you have confeſſed, is grounded upon his Inte- 
reſt; that you have tranſplanted; and ſhould it take Root 
in my Lady; Idon't ſee what yo can 06, 5908 me, 
Fruit. 

Mel. 1 confeſs. the Conſezuence is viſible, were your 
Suſpicions juſt. — Zut ſee, the Company i is F up, 


let's meet m. 
8 CEN E IV. 
(7 hem) Lord Touchwood, Lord Froth, Sir paul 
Plyant; and Brisk. —— c 
ee Touchwood, | 
Out upon't, Nephe w) Leave your Fathervin- 
5 and me, to wann our Ground __ young 
eop e. 8 
Mel. I beg your Lotdſhig' Pardon=—=We were juſt 
returning 
Sir P. Were you, Son? Gadsbud much betet ms it is 
Good, ftranige ! 1 ſwear Iam almoſt tipſie —— 
doch Bottle would have been too powerful tor me. 
as ſure as can be it would We wanted your Compa- 
But Mr. Brisk. Where is he? I ſwear and vow, 
he' sa molt facetious Perſoni— and the beſt Company 
And, my Lord Froth, Jour Lordfhip is ſo merry. a Man, 


he, he, he. 


Lord Froth. O foy, Sir paul, what do you mean? 
Merry! O barbarous! Pd as lieve you call'd me Fool. 
Sir P. Nay, I proteſt and vow be: tis true; when 
Mr. Bris k jokes, your Lordſhip' en become 
you, he, he, he. | 
Lord Froth. Ridiculons ! Sir Paul, you're ſtrangely 


miſtaken, I find Champagne is powerful. I aſfure you, 
Sir Paul, I laugh at no bodies jeſt but my ow, ors Li 5; 


I aſſure you, Sir Paul. 
Brist. How ? how, my Lord? what, affront my Wit! 
Lets N periſh, do ] never ſay fone, worthy to be 

ugh” 

Tord Froth. O oy, don't mifapprehend me; I don't 
fay ſo, for I often ſmile at your Conceptiomsl But there 
is nothing more unbecominga Mam of Quality, than to 
laugh; 3 tis ſuch a vulgar W ts the-Paſſion ? eve- - 
| * 
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ry Body can laugh. Then eſpecially to laugh at the jeſt 
of au inferior Perſon, or when any body elie of the tame 
Quality does not laugh with one; ridiculous! To be 
pleaſed with what pleaſes the Croud! Now when 1 
laugh, I always laugh alone. 

Brisk. 1 ſuppoſe that's becauſe you laugh At your own 
Jeſs, * ha, ha, ha. 

Lord Eroth. He, he, 1 Gwear cho, your Rallery pro- 
vokes me to aSmile. | 

Brisk, AY, my Lord, it's a Genl bir yon in the Teeth, 
if you ſhow em. 

Lord Froth. He, he, he, I ſwear that's o very pretty, 
I can't forbear. 


Care. I find a Quibble bears more ſway i in your Lord- 


ſhip's Face, than a Jeſt, 


Lord Tuuch. Sir Paul, if you pleaſe we'll retire to the 


Ladies, and drink a diſh of Tea, to ſettle our Heads. 
Sir P. With all my Heart. — Mr. Brist, you'll come to 
us. or call me when you joke, Vibe as VE in- 


a 
SCENE. V. 6 
Mellefont, Careleſs, LordFroth, Brisk, | 
Mel. But does your Lordſhip never ſee Comedies? 25 
Lord F-oth. O yes, ſometimes, —But I never laughs 
Mel. No? 
Lord Froth. Oh; no, Never Jaugh lade 7 Sir. 
Care. No! vhy what d'ye go there tor? 
Lord Froth. To iſingurſh my elf from the Commo- 


nalty, and mortifie the Poets; the Fellows grow ſo con- 


ceited, when any of their fooliſn Wit prevails upon the 
Side-Boxes.—I ſwear, he, he, be, I have often con- 
ſtrain'd my [nclinations to laugh. to avoid giving them 
Encouragement, 

Mel. You are cruel to yourſelf, my Lord, as well as 
malicious to them. 
Lord Froth. 1 confeſs l did my ſelf ſome Violence at 
firſt, but now I think I have conquer'd it. 

Brisk. Let me periſh, my Lord, butthere viemeching 


very particular in the Humour, tis true, it makes againſt 


Wit, aad I'm ſorry for ſome Friends of mine that write 
but — gad, I love to be malicious, —Nay, deuce take 


Ar- me 
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10 The Double- Dealer. | 
me there's Wit in't too And Wit muſt be foil'd by Wit j 
cut a Diamond witha Diamond; no other way I gad. 
Lord Froth. Oh, I thought you would not be long, be- 
fore you found out the W- it. : 


Care. Wit! In what? Where the Devil's the Wit, in 


not laughing when a Man has a Mind tot? 

Brisk. O Lord, why, can't yoy find it out ? 
Why there tis, in the not lau hing Don't you ap- 
prehend me? My Lord, Careleſs is a very honeſt 
Fellow, but harkee, w—— you. underſtand me, ſome- 


what heavy, a little ſhallow, or ſo Why TI tell 


you now: Suppoſe now you came up to me Nay, 
pr*ythee Careleſs be inſtructed. Suppoſe, as I was ſaying, 
you come up to me holding your Sides, and laughing, as 


if you would — Well — look grave, and ask the Cauſe 
of this immoderate Mirth Fou laugh on ſtill, and are 


2 "hg to tell me Still I. look grave, not ſo much as 
e. | | 
Care. Smile, no,. what the Devil ſhould. you ſmile at; 
when you ſuppoſe I can't tell you! | | | 
Brisk. Pſhaw, pſhaw, pr'ythee don't interrupt me. 
But I tell you, you ſhall tell me atlaſt— But it ſhall be 
a great. while firſt, 115 „„ 
Care. Well, but pr'ythee don't let it be a great while. 
becauſe I lang to have it over. 1 


Brisk. Well then, you tell me ſome good Jeſt, or very 


witty Thing, laughing all the while as it you were ready 
to die. and I hear it, and look thus. Would not you be 
diſappointed? | | 


Care. No; for if it were a witty Thing, I ſhould ot.. 


expect you to underſtand it. 
Lord Froth. O foy, Mr. Careleſs, all the Wcrld allows; 
Mr. Brisk. to have Wit; my Wife ſays, he has a great deal. 
J hope you think her a Judge. : 

| Brick, Pooh, my Lord, his Voice goes for nothing. 


I-can't, tell ho to make him apprehend. Take it to- 


ther Way. Suppoſe | ſay a witty Thing to you. 
Care. Then I ſhall be diſappointed indeed. 


Mel. Let him alone, Brisk, he is obſtinately bent not to- 


ah rd Froth. O. fob she 
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Brisk. I'm ſorry for him, the Deuce take me. 


Mel. Shall we go to the Ladies, my Lord ? ' 
Lord Froth. With, all * Heart, methinks we are a 


Solitude without em. 


Mel, Or, what ſay you, to another Bottle of Cham- 


e Univerſe, not a Drop more 1 
beſeech you, Oh intemperate.! I haye a fluſhing in my 
Face already. 


Brist. Let me ſee, let me fee, my, Lord, I broke my 
Glaſs that was in the Lid of my Snuff- Box. Hum ! Deuce 


take me, I have encourag'd a Pimple here too. | 
(Takes the Glaſs and looks, 


Lord Froth, Then you muſt mortifie him with a Patch; 


my Wite ſhall ſupply you. Come, Gentlemen, allows, ? 


here is Company coming. 
| $S.CEMNE. VI. 
Lady Touchwood, and Maskwell. 
Lady Touchwood. 

TIlhear no more. are falſe and ungrateful; come, 
I know you falſe. | 

Mask. I have been frail, 1 confeſs, Madam, for your 
Ladyſhips Service. 


Lady Touch. That 1 ſhould traſt a Man, whom I had 


known betra ay his Friend! 

Mas E. W 

Lady Towch, Your fond oa: me to me; 
can you deny it? 

Mask. Ido not. | | 

Lady Touch. Have you not wrong'd my Lord, who 
has been a Father to you in your wants, and given you 
Being? Have you not vrong d him in the 8 Man- 
der in his bed? 

Mask. With your Ladyſhip's 5 help, and for. your 3 
8 as I told you before. I can't deny that neither. 
Any thing more, Madam; 

Lady Touch, More! Audacious, Villain. O, what's 
more, is moſt my Shame, —Jc you not difhon- 
our d me * 

: M ash, 


(Takes out 4 Pocket-Glaſs, and looks init, 


at Friend have Ibetray d? or to IR oe . 


i 
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Mask. No, that Ideny; fot” Inever told in all my 
Life; So that Accuſation's/anfwera; on to the next. 
Lady Toxeh. Death, de you daly with my Paſfion ? in- 
folent Devil! But have a care, — Provoke me not; 
for, by the Eternal Five, you fſiall not ſcape my Venge- 
ance, Calm Villain! How unconcern d he ftands, 
confeſſing Pi Is 
Tore black!..— GI have Excuſes, thoufands for my 
Faults ; Fire in my Temper. Paſſions in my Soul, apt to 
every Prevocatien; oppreſſed at once with Love, and 
with Deſpair. But a ſedate, à thinking Villain whoſe 
e blood runs temperately bad, what Excuſe can 
Fi . : r 

Maſk. Will you be in Temper, Madam? I would not 
talk not to be heard. I have been (She walks about diſ- 
erder d) a very great Rogue for your fake, and you re. 
proach me with it; Iam ready to be a Rogue ftiil, to do 
you Serviee; and you are flinging Conſcience and Hon- 
our in my Face, to rebate my. Inclnations. How am J. 
to bebave my ſelf? You know Iam your Creature, wy 
Lifeand Fortune in your Power; todifoblige you, brings 
me certain Ruin. Allow it, I would betray you; I would. 
not be a Traitor to my ſelf: I don't pretend to Honeſty, 
becauſe you know Iam a Raſcal; But I would convince 
you, from the Neceffiry of my being firm to you. 
Lady Touch. Neceſſity, Impudente! Can no Grati- 
tude incline you, no Obligations touch you? Have not 
my Fortune, and my Perlen ſon, been ſubjected to your 
Pleaſure? Were you not in the nature of a Servant, and 
have not I in effect made you Lord of all, of me, and of 


my Lord? Where is that humble Love, the 1 109%; | 


that Adoration, which once was paid me, and ever] 
V 1 
Mask. Fixt, rooted in my Heart, whence nothing 
ean remove em, yet you - 
Lady Touch. Vet, what yet? . 
Mask, Nay, miſconceive me not, Madam, when I 
gay I have had a generous anda faithful Paſſion, Which. 


1 


you had never favour'd; but through Revenge and Policy. 


Lady Touch. Hal 


TFreachery, and Ingratitude! Is there a vice 


Iss. Look you, Madam, woe are abe, rey 
| romtain your ſeit, 2 ee kaow 7 you — 
| our Nephew, When | POWS 
N Bundes an Argument — ye Res Lp 
| ou veil'd your Paſſion, twas i le to all but jea- 
„ ous Eyes. 'This Diſcovery made me bold; I confeñ ĩt 3 
4 for. by it, I thought you i my Power, YourN 
[ Scorn of you, to my Hopes; I watch'd the Ora. 
| ſion, and _ you, juſt — by him, warm at ones 
| with Love and Indignation; your Diſpoſition, my Ar- 
| uments, and PP? 7 — accompliſh'd my De- 
Tens 1 preſi the yielding Minute, and was bleſt. How 
1 have lov'd you ſince, n have not ſhown, then 
how ſhou!d Words 
Lady Touab. Well, molliffing Devil And havel 
not met your Love with — Tire? 
Mak. Tour Teal J grant wasardent, but miiſpiac d: 
there was Revenge in view; that Woman's Idol had de- 


Mock-Worſnip.— A Son and Heir would have edgd 


none but you to catch at for Prevention- 

| Lady Touch, Again, provoke me! Do you waged me- 
like a Larum, only ee _ ere "Soul for your 
Diverſion ? -Confuſions: 


What needs this? Iſaꝝ nothing but what you your felf, 
- in open Hours ot Love, have told me. Why ſhould) you 


ſent Heat owing to the fame Fire? Do you not love him 
ſtill? How have I this Day offended you, but in not break- 
ing off this Match with Cynthia? Which pre to-morrow 
| fhuall be done, had you but Patience. © 

- Lady Touch. How, what ſaid you, Maszkwell, — An- 
other Caprice to unwind my Temper ?- 

Mack. By Heav'n, no; I am your Slave, the Slave of 
all your Pleaſures; and will not reſt till I have giv'n you 
Peace, would you ſuffer me. 

Lady Touch. O, Mastwell, in vain do I disguiſe me 


* 


| * aud Receſſes of my Soul. Oh Melleſons: 1 
| burn; 
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| fd the "Temple of the God, and Love was made 2 
| young Mellefont upon the Brink ot Ruin, and left N | 


f 
| 
; Mask, Nay, Madam, Ti m gone, if you rape. | 
| 
| 


deny it? Nay, how can you deny it? Is not all this pre- 


| from thee, thou know'lt me, know'ſt the very inmoſt 


14 The Double-Deale. 
burtt; married: to- Morrow Deſpair. ſtrikes me. Yet 
my Soul knows I hate him too: Let him but once be mine, 
and next immediate Ruin ſeize him. 

Mask. Compo ſe your ſelf, you ſhall poſſeſs and ruin 
him too, Will that pleaſe you? 

Lady Touch. How, how ? Thou dear, thou. precious 
Villain, how 2 | 
h _ Lou have already been tampering with my Lady. 
Plyant. 

Lady Tuch. 1 have : She is ready for: any Impreſſion 1 
think fit. 

Mack, She muſt be thorough! y perſuaded, that Mellefout 
loves her. 

Lady Touch. She is ſo credulous that way naturally, and. 
likes him-fo well, that ſhe will believeit faſter than I can 

ſuade her. But I don't ſee what you can propoſe from, 
ſucha trifling Deſign ;. for her firſt converſing: with Mel- 
| lefont, willconvinceher.of the contrary. | 
Mask. I know it. I don't depend: upon 1 
But it will prepare ſomething elſe; and gain us leiſure to 
lay a ſtronger Plot: If I 1 little Time, I ſhall not. 
want Contrivance.. | | 


One Mynute, gives Invention to deftroy;. | 
BN to Wb l a e . _ 


FF 
. She e 8 C EN E b 
Lady Froth and Cynthia, 
and ea: urbia. 


\ 


'N DEE D, Madam? Is it poſſible your - Lady tip: 
could have been ſo much in Love? 

Lady Froth, I could not 1 one Wink for chree Weeks 
together. 


2 2 


8 » 
— 


never write. ? 


from t 


>. 
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On. Ptodigious! 1 wonder, want of fleep, and ſe 
much Love, and ſo much Wit as your Ladyſhip has, did 
not turn your Brain. | 


Lady Froth. O my dear Cynthia, you muſt not rally 


your Friend —-ghutreally, as you ſay, I wondee 
00, a But then 1 had a y For between 


you and I, Lhad whimfies and Vapours, but I gave them 
Vent. | 7 3 
Cyn. How pray, Madam; 
Lady Froth. O I writ, writ abundantly,———Do you 


Cyn, Write, what? . 

Lady Froth. Songs, Elegies, Satires, Encomiums,. 
Panegyricks, Lampoons, Plays, or Heroick Poems, 

Cyn. O Lord, not I, Madam; Im content to be a. 
courteous Reader. ES, 

Lady Froth. O Inconſiſtent! In Love, and not write! 
If my Lord and I had been both of your Temper, we 
had never come together. O bleſs me! What a 
{ad thing would that have been, it. my Lord and I ſhould 
never met! F< w_ 7 > 408 

Cyn. Then neither my Lord nor you would ever have 
met with your Match, on my Conſcience, - 


/ 


Lady Froth. O' my Conſcience. no more we ſhould ; 


thou fay'ſt right for ſure my Lord Frgth is as fins 


a Gentleman, and as much a Man of. Quality! Ah! No- 


thing at all of the Common Air. I think I may ſay he 
wants nothing, but a blue Ribbon and a Star, to make 


him ſhine the very Phoſphorus of our Hemiſphere, Do 


you underſtand thoſe two hard Words. 
If you don't, Lllexplain em to you. 

. Cyn. Yes, yes, Madam, I'm not ſo ignorant. 
At leaſt Ll won't own it, to be troubled: with your Inſtruc- 
tions; + 4s ((. Aid. 
| Lady Froth, Nay, Il bes your Pardon; but being deriy'd 

e Greek, IL thought you. might have eſcap'd the 
Etymology. But I'm the more amaz d, to find 
you a Woman of Letters, and not write / Bleſs me! how 


can Mellefont believe you love him? 


Cyn. Why Faith, Madam, he that won't take my 
Word, ſhallnever have it under my Hand. | 


Lady 
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Lady Froth. I vow Melleſont'sa pretty Gentleman, | 


but methinks he wants a Manner, 
Syn. A Manner! what's that, Madam? | 

Lady Frorh, Some diſtinguiſhing Quality, as for ex- 
aniple, the bel air or Brillant of Mr. Brist; the Solem- 


nity, yet Complaiſanee of m Lord, or iy. of 
—— look a litti Yonge; 


too much a Mediocrity, inmy Mind. 
Qu. He does not indeed affect either Pertneſe or For- 
; for which I like him: Here he comes. 
Lady Froth. And my Lord with him: pray obſerve 


the Difference. 
SCENE 11. 


(To them.) Lord Froth, Mellefont, and Brisk. | 
Cys, Impertinent creature! I could almoſt be angry 
with her now. (4 
Lady Froth. My Lord, I have been telling ce 
how much have been in love with you; IIwear I have; 
I'm not aſnam d toown it now; Ah] it makes my Heart 
leap, Ivewlfigh when I think on't: My dear Lord! 
Ha ha, ha, do you remember, my Lord: 


» 


(Squeezes bim by the Hand, looks kindly on him, 7 hs and ; 


then laughs out. © 
Lord Froth. Plealant Creature! perfectiy well: ah! 
that look, ay, there it is; who could reſiſt! twas ſo my 


Heart was made a Ca ivefirſt, and ever ſince t has been 


in love vvith happ 


lady Froth. O that Tongue, that dear deceitful 
Tongue! that charming Softneſs in your Mien and your 


Expreſſion, and then your Bow! Good my Lord, bow 


as you did when I gave you my Picture; here, ſuppoſe 
this my Picture (Gives him @ Pocket-Glaſs. 
Pray mind my Lord; ah! he bows charmingly; nay, 


my Lord, you ſhan'tkiſsit ſo much; I ſnall grow ſo jea» 
lous, I vow now. 


(He bows profoundly low, then kiſſes the Glaſs. 
Lord Froth. I a wy ſelf en and kiis d it for your 


fake. 
Lady Froth. Ah! Gallantry to the laſt Degree Mr; 


Brist, you'rea Judge; was ever any 2 ſo well bred as 


m Lord? 
| i . | „ Brisks 


S 
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gel Never any thing; but your Lady ſhip, let me 
peri 

| Lady Froth. Oprettily turn'd again; let me die but 
you have a great deal of Wit. 1. Mellgfont, don't you | 


think Mr. Brisk has a World of Wi f ? 
Mel. O, yes, Madam. 
Brisk. O dear, Madam — 
Lady Froth. An infinite deal! 
Brisk. © Heav'ns! Madam _ 
Lady Froth. More Wit than any Body. 


Brisk. I'm everlaſtingly your bumble Servant, deucs 
take me, Madam. 


Lord Froth. Don't you think us a happy Couple? N 
Cyn. I vow, my Lord, I think you the happieſt Cou- 


ple in the World; for you re not — happy in one ano- 
ther, and when you are together, but happy in your ſelves, 


and by vour ſelves. 


Lord Froth. I hope Mellefont will make a good Hus- 


band too. 

Cyn. "Tis my Intereſt to believe he will, my Lord. 
Lord Froth. D'ye think he'll love * as well as l do 
my Wife? 1 m afraid not. 

Cyn. I believe hell love me better. 
Lord Froth, Heav'ns! that can des but 157 40 
you think ſo? 

. Cyn. Becauſe he has not fo much reaſon to be fond of 
hmſelt. 

Lord Froth. O your kamble Servant for that, dear Ma- 
dam; well Mens ou'll bea happy Creature. 


Alel. Ay, m , 1. ſball have the ſame Reaſon for 
my Happineſs t. 1 5 ee L ſhall r 


felt happy. 9 2 
Lord t. 10 that's all. 5 2 wbt, 
. Jn (To pm Your Lady ſhip s in er 
— ID9 I'm wholly turn'd into Sat ire. 1 _—_ write 
ſeldom, but when I do— keen Inmbicks, l'gad ea 
= Lord was telling me, your e made an 
lay toward an Heroick Poem. 
Lady Froth. Did my Lord tell you? 42 Yes 1 vow, and 


the Subject is my Lord's ee gg And what do you 
| think Icall it? I dare [wear you; won W 


2 


Gub, ha, ha, ha. 


— 
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Brisk. Becauſe my Lord's Title's Froth, I'gad, ha, ha, 
ha, deuce take me very a Propos and ſurpriz ing, ha, ha, ha. 
Lady Froth. He, ay, is not it And then I call 
my _ Spumoſo; and my felf, what d'ye think Icall | 
my ſelf . e 
Brisk. Lactilla, may be, gad I cannot tell. 
Lady Froth. Biddy, that's all; juſt my own' Name. 
Brisk. Biddy! I'gad very pretty Deuce take me if 
your Lady ſnip has not the Art of ſurprizing the moſt na- 
turally in the World hope you'll make me happy in 
communicating the Poem. | | 
Lady Froth. O, you muſt be my Confident, I muſt ask 
your Advice, 5 | 8 
Brick, Im your humble Servant, let me periſn— I pre- 
ſume — Ladyſhip has read Boſſia? f 
Lady Froth. O yes, and Rapine, and Dacier, upon Ari- 
ftotle and Horace. My Lord, you muſt not be jealous, 
Im communicating, all to Mr. Brisk. | 5 
Lord Froth, No, no, I'll allow Mr. Brisk; have you 
nothing about you to ſnew him, my Dear ? mb. 
Lady Froth. Yes, 1 believe I have. Mr. Brisk, 
come, will you go into the next Room? and there IJ 
ſhew you what I have. ONS” 


Lo od Froth. Tllwalk a Turn in the Garden, and come 


to you. : | 
SCENE III. 
EE” . Mellefont, Cynthia. 

Mel. You're thoughtful, Cynthia: 

Cn. lm thinking, tho' Marriage makes Man and 
Wife one Fleſh, it leaves em ſtill two Fools; and they 
become more conſpicuous by ſetting off one another. *' 

Mel. That's only when two Fools meet, and their 


Follies oppos d. 


Cyn. Nay, I have known when two Wits meet, by the 
oppoſition of their Wit, render themſelves as ridiculous as 
Fools. Tis an odd Game wie are going to play at: What 
think you of drawing Stakes, and a giving over in Time? 

Mel. No, hang't, that's not endeavouring to win, be- 
cauſe it's poſſible we may loſe; ſince we have ſhuffled and 
cut, let's e en turn up Trump no. 

Then I find it's like Cards, if either of us ow 


good Hand'tis an Accident of Fortune. 
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Mel, No, Marriage is rather lixe a Game at Bowls, 
Fortune indeed makes the Match, and the two neareſt, 
and ſometimes the two fartheſt are together, but the 
Game depends intirely upon Judgment. 3 3 
 Cyn. Still it isa Game, and conſequently one of us 
muſt be a Loſer. 35 3 
Mel. Not at all; only a friendly Trial of Skill, and the 
Winnings to be laid out in an Entertainment. what's 
here, the Muſick ? Oh, my Lord has promiſed 
the Company a new Song, we'll get em to give it us by 
the way. (Muſicians croſſing the Stage) Pray let us have 
the Favour of you, to practiſe the Song, before the Com- 


pany hear it. 


SONG. 
I: 


(on froꝛuns when e er I woe her, 

rei ſhe's vex ti Igive over; | 
Much ſhe fears T ſhould undo her, 4 
Put much more to loſe her Lover: ; 
Thus, in doubtmg, ſhe 7 ; Fe 
And not winning, thus ſhe loſes.  _ f 


. 


Pr'ythee Cynthia look behind you, 
Age and Wrinkles willoertake you; 
Then too late Deſire will find you, 
When the Power mult forſal os: 
Think, O think o'th' ſad Condition, 


To be paſt, yet wiſh Frudition. ge BT 3 th 
Mel, You ſhall have my thanks below. / 
e (To the Muſick, they go ont. 


# #4 
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eee 5 
(To them] Sir Paul Plyant and Lady Plyant. 
Sir P. Gads but! I am provok d into a Fermentatton, 
may Levy Froth ſays; was ever the like read of in 
Lady P. Sir Paul have Patience, let me alone to rattle 
m up. 5 beg no 
Sir P. Pray your Ladyfhip give me leave to be angry 
— PI rattle him up I warrant you, Till firk him with 
a Certoyart, | | ; 
Lady p. Youfirk him! P'll firk him my felt ? pray 
Sir Paul hold you contented,  _ | | 
On. Bleſs me, what makes my Father in ſucha Paſſi- 
on! never ſaw him thus before, 
Sir P. Hold your ſelf contented, my Lady Plyant, — 
I find Paſſion coming upon me by Inflation, and I can- 
not ſubmitas formerly, therefore give way. | 
rw P. How now ! will — Ba pleaſed to retire, 
Sir P. No marry will I not be pleaſed, I am pleaſed to 
be angry, that's my Pleaſure at this time 
Mel. What can this mean}  —© | 
Lady p. Gads my Life, the Man's diſtracted; why 
how now, who are you? What am I? Slidikins, can't 
I govern you? Whatdid Imarry you for? Am I not to 
be abſolute and uncontrolable ? Is it fit a Woman of my 
Spirit, and Conduct, ſhould be contradicted in a Matter 
of this Concern ? | ; = 
Sir P. It concerns me, and only me —Beſides, I'm 
not to be govern d at all Times. When Iam in Tranquil- 
lity, my Lady Plyant ſhall command Sir Paul; but when 
Iam provok to Fury, I cannot incorporate with Pati- 
ence and Reaſon, as ſoon may Tygers match with Ty- 
gers, Lambs with Lambs, and every Creature couple 
with its Foe, as the Poet ſays.— 
Lady P. He's hot-headed ſtill! Tis in vain to talk to 
you; but remember I have a Curtain-Lecture for you, 
you diſobedient, headſtrong Brute. 
Sir P. No, tis becauſe I won't be a Brute, and have 
my Head fortify'd, that am thus exaſperated, But I 
will protect my Honour, and yonder is the Violater of 
my Fame. N Lady 


— 
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Lady P. Tis my Honour that is concern'd, and the 

Violation was intended to me! Your Honour! You have 
none but whatis in my keeping, and I can diſpoſe of * 

when I pleaſe therefore don t proroke me. 
Sir P. Hum, gads-bud ſhe ſays true Well, my Lady, 

march on, I willfight under you then: I am convin- 4. 

as far as i permit. 

4 Plyant and Sir Paul come up to Mellefont. 


Lady P.! ne and treacherous— 2 
Sir P. Thou Serpent and firſt Tempter of woman; 


cn, Bleſs me! Sir ; Madam; what mean you? 

Sir P. Thy, Thy Thy, come away 225 
hither Girl, go not near him, there's nothing but Peceir 
about him; Snakes are in his Peruke, and the Crocodile 
of Nilus is in his Belly; he will eatthee up alive. © 

Lady P. Diſhonourable, impudent Creature! 

Mel, For nne fake, Madam, to whom do youdi- 
rect this Language ! 

Lady P. Have I been my ſelf with all the Decorum 
and Nicety, befitting the "Polonot Sir Paul's Wife? 
Have I preſery'd my mono as it were in a Snow-houſe 
for theſe three 2 aſt? Have I been white and unſul- 
yd even by Sir Paul himſeltf? 

Sir P. Nay, ſhe has been an invincible Wife, eyen to 
me, that's the Truth on't.. 

Lady P. Have I, lay, W my ſelf, likea fair | 
Sheetof Paper, for you to make a Blot upon? 
Sir P. And The ſhall make a Si ile e Woman 
in England. 7 | 

Auel I am ſo amaz d, Tknow not batt 9 fũ 

Sir P. Do you think my Daughter, this pretty en 
ture! gads · bud ſhe's a Wife for a Cherubin! Do yeuthinł 
her fit for nothing but to be a ſtalking Horſe, to be. 
fore you, while you take aim at = Wife ? .gads-bud. I 
was never angry before in wy Life, 55 PII neyer be * 
eas d again. 

Mel. Hell and Damnation ! This is my Avot; ſuch Ma- 
| lier can be engendred no where elſe. de. 

Lady P. Sir Paul, take GCynthiafrom his Sight; leave 
me to ſtrike him with the Remorſe of his intended 
Crime. Cyn. 
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Cyn. Pray, Sir, ſtay, hear him, I dare affirm he's In. 
gocent, 2 | 5 
Sir P. Innocent! Why  hark'ye, come hither Thy, 
| hark'ye, I had it from his Aunt, my Siſter To#chwood, 
— 2 he does not care a Farthing for any thing 
of thee, but thy Portion, why he's in Tore with my 
Wife; he would have tantaliz'd thee, and made a Cuck- 
old of thy poor Father, and that would certain- 
ly have broke my Heart I 'm ſureif ever I ſhould 
have Horns, they wyould kill me; they would never come 
kindly, I ſhould die of em, like a Child that was cutting: 
his Teeth II ſnould indeed, Thy therefore come 
away; but Providence has prevented all, therefore come 
away, when I bid you. 5 
Cn. I muſt obey. Z 
SCENE V. 
* Ban LadyPlyant, Mellefont: : 
Lady P. O, ſuch a thing! theImpiety of it ſtartles me 
to vrong ſo good, fo fair a Creature, and one that 
loves you tende 5 tis a Barbarity of Barbarities, 
and nothing could be guilty of it. — 
Mel. But the greateſt Villain b e can form, I 
grant it; and next to the Villany of ſuch a Fact, is the 
Villany of aſperſing me with the Guilt. How ? which ö 
way was I to wrong her? For yet I underſtand you not. a | 
Lady P. Why, gads my Life, Couſin Melleſont, you 
cannot be ſo peremptory as to deny it; when tax you 
with it to your Face; for now Sir Paul's gone, you are 
Corum Nobus. OO e 


Mel. By Heav'n, Tlove her more than Life, or ; 
Lady P. Fiddle, faddle, don't tell me of this and that, 
and ev'ry Thing in the World, but give me Mathemacu- : 

lar Demonſtration, anſwer me directly But I have 

not Patience Oh! the Impiety of it, as I was ſay- 
ing, and the unparellell'd Wickedneſs! Merciful Father / | 4 
How could you think to reverie Nature ſo, to make the i i 
Daughter the Means of procuring the Mother? 1 
Mel. The Daughter to procure the Mother! | * 
Lady P. Ay, for tho I not am Cynthia s own Mother, ie 


Iam bir Father's Wife ; and that's near enough to make it 
Inceſt, N | #2 = 
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' Mel, Inceſt: O my precious Aunt, and the Devil in 
Conjunctianm. | 3 
Lady p. O reflect on the Horror of that, and then the 
Guilt of deceiving every Body; marrying the Daughter, 
only to 5 wo 1 the — and then — u- 
cing me, debauching my Purity, and perverting me from 
dhe Road of Virtus, in which 1 have trod thus long, and 
never made one Trip, not one faux pas; O conſider it, 
what would you have to anſwer for if you ſhould pro- 
voke me to Frailty? Alas! Humanity is feeble, Heav'n 
knows! very feeble; and unable to ſupport it ſelff. 
4 Mel. Wheream I 2. Is it Day? and am Jawake? Ma- 
diy En 99 Foo i rnd 2 Er ryeenrt> Ho 22 
Lady P. And no Body knows how Circumſtances may 
happen together. To my thinking, now I could reſiſt 
the ſtrongeſt Temptation, — But yet I know, tis im- 
poſſible for me to know- whether I could or noc, there's 
no'certainty in the Things of this Life. 
: 1 Madam, pray give me leave to ask you one Queſ- 
Lady P. O Lord, ask me the Queſtion / II ſwear III 
refuſe it; I ſwear I'll deny it therefore don't ask me, 
- Nay you ſhan't ask me, I ſwear I'Udeny it. O Gemini, you 
have brought all the Blood into my Face; I warrant I am as- 
red as a Turky-Cock;O fie, Couſin Mellefont! 

Mel. Nay, Madam, hear me; Imean— 
Lady P. Hear you? no, no; il deny you firſt, and 
hear you afterward, For one does not know how ones 
Mind may change upon hearing. Hearing is one of the 
Senſes, and all the Senſes are fallible; I won't truſt my 
Honour, 1afſure you; my Honour is infallible and un- 

comatible. - ES | 

Mel. For Heav'n's fake, Madam, 

Lady P. O name it no more— Bleſs me, how 
can you talk of Heay'n! and have ſo much Wickedneſs 
in your Heart? May be you don't think it a Sin 
They ſay ſome of you Gentlemen don't think ita Sin — 
May be it is no Sin to them that don't think it ſo; indeed- 
if Ldid not think it a Sin. But ſtill my Honour, if it 
wer e no Sin, — But then, to marry my Daughter, for 
the Conveniency of frequent Opportunities, —1'l] ne- 
ver conſent to that, as ſure as can be, I'll break the 


- 


. 
4 


— 
— 4 


— 


- aſide all Thoughts of the Mai 
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. Death and Amusement, Madam, ee : 


: my Knees — 


Lady P. Nay; nay; riſe up; come you ſhall ſee x my 
. ore: * — ee 71 — Body can 
is Paſſion: 16 not your Fa nor it is no 
mine. How can I help it, if I Aba Amy ; 
And how can you help Fay? you are 2 Cap- 
tive? I ſwenar it is pity it ſhould be a Fault... But 
my Elongur,.—.—- fl. but your Honour too -- " but 
here's ſome Bod coming. I dare not ſtay. Wel you 


muſt conſider of your Crime, and ſtrive as much as can 


be againſt it, ſtrive be ſure But don't be melancho- 


| lick, don't deſpair. But never think that Pl grant 


youan thing; O Lord, 0 hut be ſure you lay 
, for tho I know you 


don't love Cynthia, only as a Bli for your Paſſion to me; 
yet it will make me — 0 Lord, what: wi 
Tay? Jealous! no, no, I can't be jealous, for [ by 

not love YOu, == therefore don't hope, 


don't 4 neither. —0, they're commg Tn 


fl 
2 SCENE, vl. 
Mellefont alone. 
Muellefont (after a Pauſe.) 
ebene my Care and Foreſight, I am 


caught in my Security, — Yet this was but a 
— unworthy of my Matchiavilian Aunt: 
There muſtbe more behind, this is but the firſt. Flaſh, the 


of her Engine; Deſtruction follows hard, if if not 


maoſt preſently prevented. 


s CEN E vn. 
(To bim Maskwell. 


- Mall. Maskwell, welcome. thy Preſence is a view. of 


Land; pearingto my ſhipwrack'd Hopes: The Witch 
has dais the Storm, ms the Miutfters have done their 


Work; you {ce the EIN ; 


— — 


that's ſinking; tho' ne er ſo far off. 
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Mak. Iknowit; I met Sir Paul towing a way Cyn- 
. thia: Come, trouble not your Head, III join you together 
ere to-morrow Morning, or drown between you in the 
Attempt. 20 
Mell. There's Comfort in a Hand ſiretch'd out, to one 


Mask. No ſinking, nor no Danger, Come, 
Cheer up; why you don't know, that while I plead for 
vou, your Aunt has given me a retaining Fee 
Nay, Iam your greateit:Enemy, and ſhe does but Journey- 
Mork under me. | > | 

Mell. Ha! How's this? 

Mas. What do you think of my being employ'd in the 
Execution of all her Plots? Ha, ha, ha, by Heav'n its true, 

I have undertaken to break the Match, I have undertaken 
to make your Uncle diſinherit you, to get you turn'd out 

of Doors; and to to Ha, ha, ha, I 

can't tell you for Laughing, Olrſhe has open'd her 
Heart to me - lam to turn you a grazing, and to 

— Ha, ha, ha, marry Cynthia my ſelf; there's a 

Plot for you. | | 

Mell. Ha! O ſee, I fee my riſing Suu! Light breaks 

thro'Clouds upon me, and I ſhall live in Day 0 
my Mastwell! How ſhall I thank or praiſe thee; thou haſt 

-Out-Witted Wonen. But tell me, how could'ſt 

thou thus get into her Confidence ? Ha! How? 
But was it her Contrivance to perſwade my Lady Plyane. 

to this extravagant Belief? | . 

Mask. It was, and to tell you the Truth, I encouragd 
it for your Diverſion: Tho? it made you a little uneaſie for 

the preſent, yet the Reflection of it muſt be entertaining 
w— warrant ſhe was very violent at firſt. 

, Aell. Ha, ha, ha, ay, ay, a very Fury; but I was 
moſt afraid of her Violence at laſt, — If you had not come 
as you did; I don't know what ſhe might haveattempred. 

Mask. Ha, ha, ha, I know her temper. Well 


you muſt know then, that all my Contrivances were bur 
Bubbles; till at laſt I paetended to have been long ſecretly 
in love with Cynthia; that did my Buſineſs; that convinc'd = 
your Aunt, I might be truſted; ſince it was as much my 
Intereſt as hers to break the Match: Then, ſhe thought my 
„„ B h Jea.ouke 
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Jealouſie might qualifie me to aſſiſt her in her Revenge. 
And in ſhort, in that Belief, told me the Secrets of her 
Heart. At length we made this Agreement, if I accom- 
pliſn her Deſigns (as I told you be fore) ſhe has ingag'd to 
put Cynthia with all her Fortune into my Power. 
Mell. She is moſt gracious in her Favour. — Well, 
and dear Fack, how haſt thou contrived? 
Mask. T would not bave you ſtay to hear me now; for 
I den't know, but ſhe may come this Way; l am to meet 
her anon; after that, I'Il tell you the whole Matter; be 
here in this Gallery an Hour hence, by that time I imagine. 
our Conſultation may be over. | | : 
Meli. I will; till then Succeſs attend thee, 
SCENE VIIE | 
. Maskwell alone. 3 
Mask. Till then, Succeſs will attend me; for when 1 
meet you, I meet the only Obſtacle to my Fortune. Cyn- 
thia, let thy Beauty gild my Crimes; and whatſoever I 
commit of Treachery or Deceit ſhall be imputed to me as 
a Merit Treachery ! what Treachery ? Love can- 
cels all the Bonds of Friendſhip, and ſets Men right upon 
their firſt Foundations. | FEES 3, 
Duty to Kings, Piety to Parents, Gratitude to Bene- 
factors, and Fidelity to Friends, are different and particu- 
lar Ties: But the Name of Rival cuts em all aſunder, and 
is a general Acquittance— Rival is equal, and Love 
like Death an univerſal Leveller of Mankind. Ha! But is 
there not ſuch a Thing as Honeſty? Yes, and hoſoever 
has it about him, bears an Enemy in his Breaſt: For your 
honeſt Man, as Itake it, is that nice, ſcrupulous, conſcientious 
Perſon, who will cheat no Body, but himſelf; ſuch ano- 
ther Coxcomb, as your wiſe Man, who is too hard for all 
the World, and will be made a Fool of by no Body but him- 
fe'f: Ha, ha, ha. Well for Wiſdom and Honeſty, give me Cun- 
ning and Hy pocriſie; oh, *tis ſuch a Pleaſure, to angle for 
Hair tac d Fools! Then that hungry Gudgeon Credulity, 
will bite at any Thing W hy, let me ſee, I havethe fame. 
Face, the fame Words and Accents, when I ſpeak. what I 
fo think; and when I ſpeak what I do not think — | 
the very ſame and dear Diſſimulazion is the 


only Art, not to be known from Nature, 
ES 5 5 | Why 
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My will Mankiud be Fools, and bᷣe deceid d? 
And why are Friends and Lovers Oaths believꝰd? 
When, each, who ſearches ſtrictly his own. Mind, 
May ſo much Fraud and Power of Baſeneſs find. 


CCC. ͤ 
Acer m. nnn 
Lind Touchwood, ab Lady Touchwood. 
Lady Touchwood. 


M* Lord, can you blame my Brother Phyant, if he 
; refuſe his Daughter upon this Provocation? The 
Contract's void by this unheardof Impiety, 

Lord Touch. I don't believe it true; he has better Prin- 
Ciples ——— Pho, tis Nonſenſe. Come, come, I know 
= Lady Plyant has a large Eye, and wou d centre every 
Thing in her own Circle; tis not the firſt time ſhe has mi- 
ſtaken Reſpect for Love, and made Sir Paul jealous of the 
Ciivility of an undeſigning Perſon, the better to beſpeak 
his Security in her unfeigned Pleaſures. 

Lady Touch. You cenſure hardly, my Lord; my Si- 
ſter's Honour is very well known. | 

Lord Touch. Yes, I believe I know ſome that have been 
familiarly acquainted with it. This is a little Trick 
wrought by ſome pitiful Contriver, envious of my Ne- 
phew's Merit. 8 ; | 5 

3 Touch. Nay, my Lord, it may be ſo, and I hope 
it will be found ſo: But that will require ſome time; for in 
ſuch a Caſe as this, Demonſtration is neceflary, = _ 

Lord Touch. There ſhould have been Demonſtration of 
the contrary too, before it had been believ/ — — 

Lady Touch. So I ſuppoſe there was. 
Lord Touch. How ? Where? when? = 

Lady Touch. That I can't tell; nay I don't fay there was 

- I am willing to believe as tavourable of my Ne- 
phew as I can. 3 


_ Lord Touch. I don't know that. © [Half aſides 


> Þ 
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Lady Touch. How? Don't you believe that, ſay you; 
my Lord | Fs | 
Lord Touch. No, I don't fay fo mT confefsI 
am troubled to find you ſo cold in his Defence. 

Lady Touch. Nis Defence! Bleſs me, wou'd you have 

me defend an ill Thing? 
Lord Touch. You believe it then? 

Lady Touch. 1 don't kuow; I am very unwilling to 
ſpeak my Thoughts in any thing that may be to my Cou- 
ſin's Diſadvantage; beſides, I find, my Lord, you are 
prepar d to receive an ill Impreſſion from any Opinion of 
mine which is not conſenting with your own: But ſince 
I am like to be ſuſpected in the End, and tis a Pain any 
longer to diflemble, I own it to you; in ſhort do be- 
lieve it, nay, and can believeany thing worſe, if it were 
laid to his Charge Don't ask me my Reaſons, my 
Lord, for they are not fit to be told you. 

Lord Touch. I'm amaz'd, here muſt be ſomethin 

more than ordinary in this. (Aſde.) Not fit to be told 
me, Madam? You can have no Intereſts, wherein Iam 
not concern'd, and conſequent!y the ſame Reaſons ought 
to be convincing to me, which create you Satisfaction 
„„ on. 3 

Lady Touch. But thoſe which cauſe my Diſquiet, I am 
willing to have remote from your hearing. Good my 
Lord, don't preſs me. | | 

Lord Touch. Don't oblige me to preſs you. 

Lady Touch. Whatever it was, tis paſt : And that is 
better to be unknown which cannot be prevented; there- 
fore let me beg you to re{t{atisfy'd - 

Lord Touch, When you have told me, Iwill 
Lady Touch, You won't. | 
Lord Touch. By my Life, my Dear, I will. 

Lady Touch, What if you can t. . 

Lord Touch, How? Then I muſt know, nay I will: 

No more trifling I charge you tell me By 


all our mutual Peace to come; upon your Put 
Lady Touch. Nay, my Lord, you need ſay no more, 
to make me lay my Heart before you, but don't be thus 
tranſported; compole your ſelf: It is not of Concern, 
to make you loſe one Minute's Temper, Tis not indeed, 
. : -wy 
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my Dear. Nay, by this Kiſs you ſhan't be angry. O 


Lord, I wiſh I had not told you any thing Indeec » 
my Lord, you have frighted me, _ look en * 


tell you. 


Lord Toxch. Weil, well. 
Lady Touch. Nay, but will you be calm indeed i it's 
nothing bu. 
Lord Tuuch. But what ? | 
Lady Touch. But will you promiſe me not to be angr 
Nay you muſt- Not to be angry _ 
Kcellefont [ dare {wear he's ns and were it 
to do again, would not 
Lord Touch. Sorry, for what? Death, you rack me 
with Delay. 
Toxch. Nay, no great Matter; only Well 
I have your Promiſe, Pho, why nothing, only 
your Nephew had a mind to amuſe himſelf ſometimes 
with a little gallantry towards me. Nay, I can't think 
he meant any thing ſcriouſly, but methought it Jod 


Lord Touch. Confuſion and Hell, what do I hear! 

Lady Touch. Or, may be, he thought he was not 
enough a-kin to me, upon your Account, and had a 
mind to create a nearer Relation on his own; a Lover 
you know, my Lord. Ha, ha, ha. Well but 
that's all. Now- you have. itz wel, remember 
yy Promiſe, my Lord, and don't take any Notice of it 
to him. | 

Lord Tuch. No, no, no Damnation! 

Lady Touch. Nay, I ſwear you muſt not -a lit- 
tle harmleſs Mirth Only miſplac'd, that's Fe” 
But if it were more, tis over now, and all's well. For 
my Part, I have forgot it; and jo has he, I hope, for I. 
have not heard any thing from him theſe two Days. 
Lord Touch. Theſe two Days! Isit ſo freſh ? Unnatu- 
ral Villain! Death, I'll have him ſtripp d and turn'd naked 
dodut of my Doors this Moment, and let him rot and pe- 

riſh, inceſtuous Brute 

Lady Touch, O for Heaven's fake, my Lord, yeuthrus 
in me, if you take ſuch publick Notice of it, it will be - 
Town:talk : . | 

3 Nay, 


80 


Lady Touch. I follow inſtantly 


Help 


— — —— 3 — — I IEEE 
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nay, I told you, you would not be ſatisſied when you 


knew it. 


Lord Touch. Before I've done, I will be ſatisfyd. Un- 
grateful Monſter! how long ? | | 
Lady Toxch. Lord, I don't know: I wiſh my Lips had 
grown together when I told you - Almoſt aTwelve- 
month -..--..... Nay, I won't tell you any more, till you 
are your ſelf, Pray, my Lord, don't let the Company ſee 
you in this Diſorder Vet I confeſs, I can't blame 
ou; for I think I was never ſoſurpriz'd in my Life 
Who would have thought my Nephew could ſo have miſ- 
conſtrued my Kindneſs hut will you go into 3; our 
Cloſet and recover your Temper ? make an Excuſe of 
ſudden Buſineſs to the Company, and come to you. 
Pray, good dear my Lord, let me beg you do now: I'll 


come immediately, and tell you all; will you, my Lord? 


Lord Touch. I will I am mute with Wonder. 
Lady Touch, Well, but go now, here's ſome body co- 
ming. | : | | 
Lord Touch. Well, I go 
would hear more of this. 


k ; 


You won't ſtay, for. 


So. 


FFF 
Lady Touchwood, Maskwell. . 
Mask. Tnis was a Maſter- piece, and did not need my 
tho' I ſtood ready for a Cue to come in and 
confirm all, had there been occaſion. 
Lady Touch. Have you ſeen Mellefont ? | 

Mask. Ihave; and am to meet him here about this 
time. | 3% 
Lady Touch. How does he bear his diſappointment ?- 
Mask. Secure in my Aſſiſtance, he ſeem'd not much 
afflicted, but rather laugh'd at the ſhallow. Artifice, which 
ſo little time muſt of neceſſity diſcover. Yethe is appre- 
henfive of ſome farther Defign of yours, and has enga- 


ged me to watch you. I believe he will hardly be able to 


revent your Plot, yet I would have you uſe Caution and 
Expedition. e | 

Lady Tauch. Expedition indeed; for all we do, muſt 

be perform d in the remaining Part of this Ev'ning, and 


before the Company break upz. leaſt my Lord ſhould rol. 


4 
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and have an opportunity to talk with him privately 
My Lord muſt not ſee him: gain. EE 
Mask. hy no means; therefore you muſt aggravate my 
Lord's Diſpleaſure to a Degree that will admit of no Con- 
ference with him. What thick you of mentioning 
me? | 
Lady Touch. Hew ? . =_ | 
Mask. To my Lord, as having been privy to Meileſont's 
Detign upon you, but ſtill uſing my utmoſt Endcavours 
to diſſuade him: Tho' my Friendſhip and Love to him has 
made me conceal it; yet you may ſay, Ithreatned the next 
time he attempted any thing of that kind, to diſcover it 
to my Lord. | 
Lady Touch. To what end is this? 5 
Mash It will confirm my Lord's Opinion of my Ho- 
nour and Honeſty, and create in him a ne Confidence in 
me, which (ſhould this Deſign miſcarry) will be nect ſſa- 
ry to the forming another Plot that I have in my Bead 
To you, as well as the reſt. | 1 
Lady Touch. I'll doit — I'll tell him you hindred him 
once from forcing me. | 
Mask. Excellent! Your Ladyſhip.has a moſt improv- 
ing Fancy, You had beſt go to my Lord, keep him as 
long as you can in h's Cloſet, and I doubt no: but you will 
mould him to what you pleaſe; your Gueſts are ſo enga- 
ged in their own Follies and Intrigues, they'll miſs neither 
of you. | 


Lady Touch. When ſhall we meet? At eight this 
Evening in my Chamber; there rejoice at our Succeſs,and 
tdy away an Hour in Mirth, 8 | 


Mask. I-will not fail. 
. SCENE III. 
; Maskvrell alone. Pg 
I know what ſhe means by toying away an Hour well 
enough. Pox I have loſt all Appetite to her; yet ſhe's a 
fine Woman, and I lov'd her once. But l don't know, ' 
fince I have been in a great meaſure kept by her, the Caſe 
is alter d; what was my Pleaſure is become my Duty: 
And 1 have as little Stomach to her now as it I were her 
Husband, Should ſhe ſmoak my Deſign upon Cynthia, 
Iwere in- a fine pickle. She has a damn'd penetrating. 
* BA Head, - 
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Head, and knows how to interpret a Coldneſs the right 
Way; therefore I muſt diſſemble Ardour and Ecſtacy. 
that's reſolv'd : How eaſily and pleaſantly is that diſſembled 
before Fruition ! Pox on't that a Man can't drink without 
quenching his Thirſt, Ha! yonder comes Mellefont 
thoughtful. Let me think: Meet her at Eight 
hum ha! By Heav'n I have it 


If I car. 


| ſpeak to my Lord betore — Was it my Brain or Pro- 


videnee? no matter which I will deceive 'em all, 


and yet ſecure my ſelf: Twas a lucky. Thought! Well, 


Eris Double-Dealing is a Jewel. Here he comes: now 
for me | | | | 
(Maskwell pretending not to ſce him, walks by him, 
aud jpeaks as it were to himſelf. 
STENE IV. 
- (To him) Mellefon: muſing. | 

Mask, Mercy on us! what will the Wickedneſs ot 
this World come 10 | 

Mell. How now, Jack? What, fo fullof Contemp'a- 
non ttat you run over! 

Mask, I'm glad you're come, for I could not contain 
my ſelt any longer: And was juſt going to give vent to a 
Secret, vhich no body but you ought to drink down. 
Your Aunt's juſt gone from hence. 

Mell. And having truſted thee with the Secrets of her: 
4 ra thou art villainouſly bent to diſcover em all ro me. 

a? Og 
© Mak. I'm afraid my Frailty leans that way 
_ I don't know whether I can. in Honour diſcover them 
all, . 
Mell. All, all, Man: What, you may in Honour be- 
tray her, as far as the betrays her (elf. No tragical deſign 


upon my Perſon, I hope? 


Mask. No, but it's a comical Deſigaupon mine. 
Mell, What doſtthou mean? Sg 15 
Mast. Liſten and be dumb; we have been bargaining 
about the Rate of your Ruin —- 
Mell. 13 any two Guardians to an. Orphan Heireſs . 
— Wwe s : | 
Mask. And whereas Pleaſure is generally paid with Miſ- 


chief, what Miſchicf, I do is to be paid with _— = 
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Nell. So when you've {wallow'd the Potion, you ſweer- 
en your Mouth with a Plumb. 5 

Mask, You are merry, Sir, but I ſhall probe your 
Conſtitution. In ſhort, the Price of your Baniſhment is 


to be paid with the Perſon of | 
| Aell, Of Cynthia, and her Fortune hy you 


forget you told me this before. 


Mask. No, no———So far you are right; and I am, 
as an earneſt of that Bargain, to have full and free Poſſeili- 
on of the Perſon of your Aunt. 

Mell. Ha! Pho, you trifle. 3 3 

Mask. By this Light, I'm ſerious; all Rallery apart - 


I knew twould ſtun you: This Evening at Eight, ſhe will 
receive me in her Chamber. | 


Mell. Helland the Devil! is ſheabandon'd of all Grace 
hy the Woman is poſſeſs'd 

Mast. Well, will you goin my ſtead? : 

Mell. By Heav'n into a bot Furnace ſooner. : 

Mask. No, you would not —-It would not be ſo 


convenient, as I can order Matters. 


Nell. What d' ye mean! | . 

Mask. Mean? not to diſappoint the Lady, I aſſure you 
Hs, ha, ha, how gravely he looks Com: 
come, I wont perplex you. Tis the only Thing that 
Providence bave contriv d to make me capable ot 
Sg you, either to my Inclination or your own Ne- 
— 1 25556 YL BEN 

Mell. How, how, for Heay'n's fake, dear Maskweli? 

Mast. Why thus I'll go according to appointment; 
you ſhall have Notice at the critical Minute to come and 
ſurpriſe your Aunt and me together: Counterfeit a Rage 
againſt me, and 1'll make my Eſcape through the private 
Paſſage trom her Ch amber, which I'll take care to leave 
open: Twill be hard, if then you can't bring her to any 
Conditions. For this Diſcovery will diſarm her of all 


Defence, and leave her entirely at your Mercy: Nay, ſhe 


muſt ever after be in awe of you. 05 
Mell. Let me adore thee, my better Genius / By heav'n 

I think it is not in the. Power of Fate to diſappoint my 
Hopes M/ Hopes! my Certaiaty. GAIT 
Bs. Mack. 
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eight, and give you Notice. | 

Mell. Good fortune ever go along with thee. 
F r 5 
Melle font, Careleſs. 


coming, and I ſhall ne ver ſucceed while thou art in Sight 


— 


great while to no purpoſe. | 
Mell. Why what's the matter: She's convinc'd that I 
don't care for her. . 

Care. I can't get an Anſwer from her, that does not be- 
Bin with her Honour, or her Virtue, her pgs 47 ſome 
Nights together upon the Stairs; before her Chamber 
a Piece of an old Scarlet Petticoat for a Stomacher; which 
of Gallantry, converted into a Night- Cap, and wears it 
Night. 


belonging: For on that Night he creeps in at the 
Bed's Feet like a gull'd Baſſa that has marry'd a Relation 


Times, that is I ſuppoſe when ſhe appreliends being with 
Child, he never has the privilege of uſing the Familiarity 
of a Husband with a Wife. He was once given to ſcramb- 
ling with his Hands and ſprawyling in his Sleep; and ever 


and Feet {wath'd down; and ſo put to Bed; and there he 
lies with a great Beard like a Ruſſian Bear upon a Drift of 


never told you his Grievances ; he will, I warrant you. 


me moſt Hopes of her, is her telling me of the many 
Temptations ſhe has refiſted;. 33 1 


N 5 
* 


Mask. Well, ILUmeet you here, within a Quarter of 


* * Care. Mellefont, get out o' th' Way; my Lady Plyant's 
——Tho' ſhe begins to tack about; but I made Love a 


ſuch Cant. Then ſhe has told me the whole Hiſtory of. 
Sr Paul's nine YearsCourtſhip ; how he has laid for whole 


Door; and that the firſt Favour he receiv'd from her, was 
ſince the Day of his Marriage, he has, out of a Piece 
ſtill with much Solemnity on his Aniverſary Wedding 
Mell. That I have ſeen, with the Ceremony thereunto 

of the Grand Signior, and that Night he has his Arms av. 


Liberty. Dld not ſhe tell you at what a diſtance ſhe keeps 
him? He has confeſs d to me that but at ſome certain 


ſince ſhe has him ſwadled up in Blankets, and his Hands 


Snow. You are very. great with him, I wonder he 


Gare. Exceſſively fooliſn. . but that which gives 


3 hd 
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to her. 


The Double-Deater. 37 


Mell. Nay, then you have her; for a Womans bragg+ 
ing to a Man that ſhe has overcome Temptations, is an Ar- 
gument that they were weakly offer d, and a Challenge 
to him to engage her more irrcliſtibly, Tis only an in- 
hancing the Price of the Commodity, by telling you how 
many Cuſtomers have underbid her. | 


Care. Nay, I don't deſpair But til] ſhe has a 
grudging to-you 
Lor 


l taik'd to her t'other Night at my 
Froth's Maſquerade, when I'm fatisty'd ſhe knew 
me, and I had no Reaſon to complain of my Reception; 
but I find Women are not the ſamebare-fac'd and in Masks, 
and a Vizor diſguiſes their Inclinations as much 


as their Faces. | 


All. Tis a Miſtake; for Women may moſt properly be 


{aid to be unmask'd when they wear Vizors; for that ſe- 


cures them from bluſhing, and being out of Countenance, 
and next to being in the Dark, oralone, they are moſt tru- 
ly themſelves in a Vizor Mask. Here they come, III 
leave you. Ply her cloſe, and by and by clap a Billet doux 
into her Hand: For a Woman never thinks a Man truly im 
love with her, till he has been Fool enough to think of 
Ber out of her Sight, and to loſe ſo much time as to write 


SCENE VL — 
Careleſs, Sir Paul Plyant, and Lady Plyant. 
Sir P. Shan't we diſturb your Meditation, Mr. Carele/* ? 
You wou'd be private. „„ i 
Care. You bring that along with you, Sir Paul, tliit 


all be always welcome to my Privacy. | 


Sir P. O, ſweet Sir, you load your humble Servants, 
both me and my Wife, with continual Favours. 
Lady P. Sir Paul. what a Phraſe was there? You will 


be making Anſwers, and taking that upon you, which 


ought to lie upon me: That you ſhould have ſo little Breed- 


ing to think Mr. Careleſs did not apply himſelf to me. 
Pray what have you to entertain any Bodies Privacy? 1 


ſwear and declare in the Face ot the World, I'm read y to 

bluſh for your ignorance. „ 

Sir P. Iacquieſce, my Lady; but don't ſnub ſo loud. 
| | ( Aſide ra her. 


/ 


Lady 


+ The Double-Deakr. 
- © TadyP, Mr. Careleſs, if a Perſon that is wholly fllite- 


rate, might be ſuppoſed to be capable vg. being quality'd_ 
to bes ſuitable Retnrn to ole benin, Wich i ' 
are p eas d to conter upon one, that is wholly incapable 
ot being qualify'd in al thoſe Cireumſtances, 'm ture I 
ſhou'd rather attempt it than any thing in the World, 


Ercourtſies) for I'm ſure, there's nothing in the World that 


would rather. (courtſies) But I know Mr. Careleſs is fo 
eat a Critick and ſo fine a Gentleman, that it is impoffi - 
e for me | | 
Care... O.Heav'ris! Madam, you confound me. 
Sir P. Gads-bud, ſhe's a fine Perſon. 82"-e)* © 


Lady P. O Lord! Sir, pardon me, we Women have 
nod thoſe: Advantages : I know my own imperteCtions . 
But at the fame time you muſt give me leave to 


declare in the Face of the World, that no body is more 
ſenſibleof Favours and Things; for with the Reſerve of 
my Honour, I aſſure you, Mr. Careleſs,” I don't know -- 


any Thing in the World, I would refuſe to a Perſon ſo . 
meritorious . You'll pardon. my want of Expreſſion. 
Care. O. your Ladyſhip is abounding in all excellence, .. 


particularly that of Phraſ. 
Lady P. You are ſo obliging, Sir. 
Care, Your Ladyſhip is ſo charming. 
Sir P. So, now, now; now, my Lady. 
Lady P. So well breed. | 
Care. So ſurprizing. | 
Lady P. So well dreſt, fo bone mine, fo eloquent, ſo 
| — ſo eaſie, ſo free, ſo particular, ſo agreea- 
e 8 | 
Sir. P. Ay, ſoy ſo, there. | 
Care. O Lord, I beſeech you, Madam, don't : 
Lady P. $0 gay, ſo graceful, fo good Teeth, fo fine 


Shape, ſo fine Limbs; ſo fine: Linnen, and I don't doubt 


but you have a very good Skin, Sir. 
_ Care, Foc Heav'ns ſake, Madam 


of Countenance. | 
Sir FP. And my Lady's quite out of Breath; or elſe you 


_ hear —— ad's bud, you may talk of my Lady 
Fr 4H. N ” 
; Care. 


I'm quite out 


| 
| 
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Care. O fie, fie, not to be named of a Day My 
Lady Froth is very well in her Accompliſhments — 
But it is when my Lady Plant is not thought of —If- 
that can ever be, | E I 
Lady P. O you overcome me that Is ſo ex- 


ceſſive. | 5 
Sir P. Nay, I ſwear and vow that was pretty. 


o 
* 


Care. O Sir Paul, you are the happieſt Man alive. Such " 


— 


a Lady! that is the Envy of her own Sex, and the Admi-. : 


ration of ours. 
Sir P. Your humble Servant. I am, I thank Heay'n; 


in a fine way of living, as I may ſay, peacefully and happi-- 


ly, and I think need not envy any of my Neighbours, bleſ- 
{ed be Providence Ay, truly, Mr. Careleſs, my Lady 
isa great Bleſſing, a fine, diſcreet,. well-ſpoken Woman 


as you ſhall ſee If it becomes me to e and we 
ittle 


live very comfortably together; ſhe is a little haſty fome- 
times, and ſo am I; but. mine's ſoon over, and then l'm 


ſo. ſorry — O Mr. Careloſs, if it were not for one 


: SCENE. VIE 
Careleſs, Sir Paul Plyant, Lady Plyant, Boy with a 
| Letter. 5 | 
Lady p. How often have you been told of that, you 
Jackanapes ? | RT 
my Lady, you ſhould have carry'd it to my Lady firſt. 
Boy. Tis directed to your Worſhip. : 


Sir P. Well, well, my Lady reads all Letters firſt 


Child do ſo no more; d' ye hear Time 


Boy. No, an't pleaſe you. 


SCENE WR 
Careleſs, Sir Paul Plyant, Lady Plyant. 

Sir P. A Humour of my Wife's, you know Women 
have little Fancies———— But as I was telling you, Mr. 
Careleſs, if it were not for one thing, I ſhould think my 
ſelf the happieſt Man in the World ? indeed that touches 
me near, very near. 1 2 

Care, What can that be, Sir Paul. | 

Sir P. Why, I have, I thank Heav'n, a very plentiful 
Fortune, a good Eſtate in the Country, ſome Houſes in 

Town, 


} 
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Town, and ſome Money, a pretty. tolerable perſonal 
Eſtate; and it is a great Grief to me, indeed it is, Mr. 
Careleſs, that I have nota Son to inherit this "Tis 
true, I have a Daughter, and a fine Dutiful Child ſhe is, 
though ] ſay it, bleſſed be Providence I may ſay; for in- 
deed, Mr, Careleſs, I am mightily beholden to Provi- 
dence A poor unworthy Sinner hut if 1 | 
kad-a Son, ah, that's my Affliction, and my only Afflic- 
tion; indeed I cannot refrain. Tears when-it comes in | 
my Mind, _ | | 
Care, Why; methinks that might. be eaſily remedied ' 1 
. my Lady's a fine likely Woman | | 
= SirP. Ob, a fine likely Woman as you ſhall ſee in a 
"I Summer's Day Indeed ſhe is, Mr. Careleſs, in all 
C | | Zh 
_ Care. And I ſhould not have taken you to have been ſo 
old — h 
Sir P. Alas, that's not it, Mr. Careleſs; ah! that's not 
it; no, no, you ſhoot wide of the Mark a mile; indeed 
yon do, that's not it, Mr. Carele/5; no, no! that's not it. 
Care. No, what can be the Matter then ? 

Sir P. .Yow'll ſ{garcely believe me, when I ſhall tell 
you my Lady is ſo nice It's very ſtrange, but 
itẽs true: Too true ſheꝰs ſo very nice, that I don't 
believe ſhe would touch a Man for the World Ar | 

| 


—— — r roy 
— 
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leaſt not above once a Year ; I'm-ſure IJ have found it ſo; 
and alas, what's once a Year. ta an- old Man, who would 
do good in his Generation? Indeed ; it's true; Mr. Care- 
les; it breaks my Heart I am her Husband, as I 1 

may ſay, tho' far unworthy of that Honour, yet I am 
her Husband ; but alas-a-day, I have no more Familiarity ö 
with her Perſon— as to that Matter than with my 
own Mother no indeed. ä | 
Care. Alas-a-day, this is a lamentable Story? my Lady 
muſt be told on't; ſhe muſt 'ifaith, Sir Pax: ; tis an In- 

jury to the World. | | 3 

Sir P. Ah! would to Heav'n you would, Mr. Care- . 
leſs ; you are mightily in her Favour. CESS | 
Care. I warrant you: what, we mult have a Son ſome | 
way or other. | i 
| | 


Sir P. In- 


| 
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Sir P. Indeed, I ſhould be mightily bound to you, if 
you could bring it about, Mr. Careleſs. 
Lady P. Here, Sir Paul, it's from your Steward, here's 
a Return of. 600 l. you may take 50 l. of it for the next 
half year. . (Gives him the Letter, 
C 8 i 
(To them.) Lord Froth, Cynthia. | 
Sir P. How does my Girl? come hither to thy: Father 
poor Lamb, thou art Melancholic. 0 EY 
Lord Froth. Heav'n, Sir Paul, you amaze me, of all 


things in the World You are never pleas'd but we 


are all upon the broad Grim; all Laugh and no Company; 
then ' tis ſuch a Sight to ſee ſome Teeth LM WETR 
Sure you're a great Admirer of my Lady Whifler, Mr, 
Sneer, and Sir Laurence Loud, and that Gang. 

Sir P. I vow and ſwear: ſhe's a very merry Woman, 


but I think ſhe laughs a little too much 


Lord Froth. Merry! O Lord, whata Character that is 
of a Woman of Quality. You have been at my 
Lady Vhifter's upon her Day, Madam? | 

Cyn, Yes, my Lord-—1I muſt humour this "Ta 
| 30s | EIS (Aſide 
Lord Froth: Well and how? hee! what is your Senſe 
of the Converſation ? | ef 

Czn. O moſt ridiculous, a perpetual Conſort of laugh 


ing without any Harmony; for ſure, my Lord, to laugh 


out of Time, is as diſagreeable as to ſing out of Time or 
, 5 55 nth | | | 
Lord Froth. Hee, hee, hee, right; and then, my La» 
dy Uh fler is ſo ready — ſſie alway comes in three Bars too 
ſoon And then what do they laugh at? For you 
know laughing without a Jeſt is as impertinent; hee / 
AS, 28 | 4 

Cyn. As dancing withouta Fiddle. 

Lord Froth. Juſt, ifaith: that was at my Tongue's 

f | 


end. | 


Cyn. But that cannot be properly ſaid of them, for I 
think they are all in good Nature with the World, and on- 
ly laughat one another; and you muſt allow they have all 


Jets in their Perſons, though they have none in their 


Converſation, 
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Lord Froth. True, as I'm a Perſon of 3 | 


For Heav ns fake let us facrifice em to Mirth a little. 
(Enter Boy and whiſpers Sir Paul. 


Sir P. Gads ſo Wife, Wife, my Lady Plyant, I have 


 aWord. 


Lady P. I'm buſie, Sir Paul ;1 wonder at your Im- 


5 pertinence 
Care. Sir Paul, harkye, Fancaouing the Matter you 


know; Madam, 
diſcourſe of this in the next Room. 


Sir P. O bo, I wifh you good Succeſs. I wiſh you 
Succeſf. Boy, tell my Lady, when ſhe has done, 


good 
Iwill ipcak with her below. 
SCENE X. 


Cynthia, Lord Froth, Lay Froth, Brisk. ö 
Lady Froth. Then you think that Epiſode between Fu. 


ſan, the Dairy-maid, and our Coach-Man is not amiſs; 


you know l may ſuppoſe the Dairy i in Town, as well as 


in the Country. + 
Brisk. Incomparable, letme periſh——But then being 


an Heraick Poem, had not you-better call him a Chario- 
teer Charioteer ſounds great; befides your 3 


Coach Man having a red Face, and you comparing him 


to the dun and you know the Sun is call'd Heav us 
Charioteer. 
Lady Froth. Oh, infinitely better; Im extentnily be- 


Melden to you for the Hint; ſtay, wel read orer thoſe 


half Score Lines again. (Pulls our a Paper) Let me ſee 
bere, you know what er mage 


fon you knorr. 
For as the Sun hrines ev'ry Day: 


So of our Coach Mila Tay fay. 


Brisk. I'm afraid that Simile won't go 1 in wet Weather 


— — Becauſe you ſay the Sun ſhines ev ry 


Lady Froth, No, for the Sun it wont, ut it ill do 
for the Coach-Man, for you know there's ; moſt Occafian- | 


for a Coach in wet Weather. 
Brisk. Right, right; that ſaves all. 


Lady Froth. Then I don't fay- the Sun ſhines all the 1 
Day, but that he peeps now and then, yet he does ſhine - 


all the Day too, you know, though we don't fee him. 


N ; 5 8 j * — * £ K 4 * 9 


if your Ladyſhip pleaſe, well - 


Brist. . 


* 
eee er, as FED 
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Brick, Right, but the Vulgar will never comprehend 


that. 
Lady Froth. Well, you ſhall hear Let me ſce. 
(Reads.) For as the Sun ſhines ev*ry Day, 
So, of our Coachman I may ſay, 
He ſhows his drunken fiery Face, 
Juſt as the Sun does more or leſs. | 
Brisk. That's right, all's well, all's well. More or teſse. 
Lady Froth. (Reads.) 5 
And ubhen at Night his Labour's done, 
Then too, like Heav'ns Charioteer the Sun: 
Ay, Charioteer does better. | 
Into the Dairy he deſcends, | 5 
And there his Whipping and his Driving ends; 
There he's ſecure from * of a Bilk, 
His Fare is paid him, and he ſets in Milk. 
For Suſan, you know, isThetisand fo— 
Brisk. Incomparable well and proper, I gad 
But I have one Exception to make Don't you think. 


| Bilk(I know it is good Rhime) but dow'c you think Bill. 


and Fare too like a Hackney Coach- man? 


Lady Froth, I ſwear and vow I'm afraid ſo?“h9 


And yet our Jehu was a Hackney Coach-man, when my 
Bord took him. oo 
Brist. Was he? I'm anſwer's, if Jabu was a Hack. 
ney Coach-man——You. may put that in the marginal. 


with a ſmall Aſteriſm, and ſay, = Jebu was former - 


ly a Hackney Coach- man. 
Lady Froth. I will; you'd oblige me extreamly to 


write Notes to the whole Poem. 


Brisk. With. all my Heart and Soul, and proud of the 
vaſt Honour, let me periſn. 


Lord Froth. Hee, hee, hee, my Dear, have you done 


8 join with us? we were laughing at my. 


Lady Whifler and Mr. Sneer. | 


Lady Froth, _— Ay my Dear Were you? Oh filthy 
Mr. Sneer; he's a nauſeous, Figure, a moſt fulſamick Fop,.. 
foh He ſpent two Days together in going about 


Covent-Garden to ſuit the Lining ot his Coach with his 
Lord. 


Complexion. 


4r 
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Tord. Frot h. O filly! yet his Aunt is as fond of him, as 
if ſhekad brought the Ape into the World her ſelf. - 
Brisk. Who, my Lady 7oorhleſs? O, ſhe's a mortify- 
ing Spectacle ; ſhe's always chewing the Cud like an old 
Yew. 8 | : | 
Cyn, Fie, Mr, Brisk! Eringo's for her Cough. 
Lady Froth. J have cen her take em half chew*d out of 
— mouth, to laugh, and then put em in again T: 
oh. 3 | l : 
Lord Froth. Foh. 8 
Lady Froth. Then ſhe's always ready to laugh when 
Sneer offers to ſpeak . ＋◻AͥAnd fits in expectation of his 
no Jeſt, with her Gums bare, and her Mouth open —— 
. Like an Oyſter at low Ebb, |'gad Ha, 
„ha. | 
Cyn. (Aſide.) Well, I find there are no Fools ſo incon- 
ſiderable in themſelves, but they can rendec other People 
contemptible by expoſing their Infirmitites, 
Lady Froth, Then that t'other great rapping Lady — 
I can't hit of her Name; the old fat Fool that paints ſo 
exorbitantly. 5 
Brisk. I know whom you mean hut deuce take 
me l can't hit of her Name neither... Paints, d'ye ſay ? 
hy ſhe lays it on with a Trowel . Then ſhe has a 
great beard that briſtles through it, and makes her look as 
1 ſhe were plaiſter d with Lime and Hair, let me periſh, | 
Lady Froth. Oh. you made a Song upon her, Mr. | 
Brisk. | ; oy 
Brisk. He? egad, ſo I did——— my Lord can ſing. 
Cyn, O my Lord let's hear it. | 1 
_ Brisk. [nA Song neither ——I;'s a Sort of an E- 1 


pigram, or rather an Epigramatick Sonnet, I don't know- 
what to call it, but it's Satire. Sing it, my Lord. 


1 
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Lord Froth, ſings. 
Ancient Phillis has young Graces,, . , 
*Tas a ſtrange thing, but atrueone; 

Shall I tell you how? 
She her ſelf makes her own Fares, 
And each mourning wears a new one; 
Where's the Wonder now? . 
Brist. Short, but there'sSalt int; my way of writing,. 


I gad. | 
18 SCENE XI. 
To them.) Footman. 
Lady Froth. How now? f 
Foot. Your Lady ſnhip's Chair is come. 
Lady Froth. Is Nurſe and the Child in it? 
Foot. Yes, Madam. | ; 
Lady Froth, O the dear Creature! let's goand ſee it. 
Lord Froth. 1 ſwear, my Dear, you'll ſpoil that Child, 
With ſending it to and again ſo often; this is the ſeventh 


time the Chair has gone for her to Day. 


Lady Froth. O law, I ſwear it's but the ſixth and 
L han't. ſeen her theſe two Hours The poor dear Crea- 
ture — I ſwear, my Lord, you don't love poor little Sa- 
pho—— Come, Dear Cynthia, Mr, Brisk, we li go ice Sa- 
pho, tho my Lord won't. a 
Cyn. I'll wait upon your Ladyſhip. 


Brisk. Pray, Madam, how old is Lady Sapho ? 


Lady Froth. Three Quarters, but I ſwear ſhe has a 


World of Wit, and can ng a Tune already. My Lord, 
won't you go? won't you? What, not to ſee Saph ? Pray, 
my Lord, come ſee little Saph, E knew: you cou'd net 


ſtay. | | 
| SCENE XII. 
Cynthia, alone. 


. *Fisnot fo hard to counterfeit Joy in the Depth of 

Affliction, as to diſſemble Mirth in Company of Fools... © 

Why ſhould I call 'em Fools? The World thinks better of 
em; for theſe have Quality and Education, Wit and fine 


Canverſation, are receiv'd and.admir'd by the World 
If not, they like and admire themſelves — And why is 


not that true Wiſdom, for tis Happineſs : And for ought 
I know, we have miſapply'd the Name all this while, and 
miſtaken the Thing: Since, 3 


"If 
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If Happineſs in Self. Content is par d. 
1he:W, ſe are — and Fools only Bleſs'd... 
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ACT Iv. SCENE I. 
Mellctont and Cynthia, 
| Cynthia, 


Tran him loud: as I came by hs Cloſet Door, ans my 
1 but the ſeem d to moderate his Pai-- 


IN Ay, Hell thank her, as gentle Breezes moderate a 


Fire; bur 1 ſhall counter-work her Spells, and ride the. 


Witch in her own Bridle. 


Gyn. It s impoſſible; ſhe'll caſt beyond you iu 


Hl lay my Life it will never be «Match. 
Mel. What? 
= Cyn. Between you and me. 
Mel. Why ſo? 


Cyza. My Mind gives me it won't becauſe we 


are both willing ; we each of us ſtrive to reach the Goal, 
and hinder one another in the Race; I ſwear i it never does 
well when the Parties are ſo agreed For when 
People walk Hand in Hand, there's neither overtak ing. 
nor meeting: We hunt in Couples where we both purſue 
the ſame Game, but forget one another, and 'tis becauſe 
ve are ſo near that we don't think of coming together. | 
Mel. Hum, gad I'believe there's ſometbing in't; 
Marriage is the Game that we hunt, and while we think 


that we only have it in view, I don't ſee but we have it in 


our Pöwer. 


cyn. Within reach; for Example, give 1 Hand; 


you have look d th rough the wro Rage Perſpec · 


tive ali this while; fornorhing has berveen us bur 
aur Fears 1 Mel. 
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Mel. I don't know why we ſhould not ſteal out of 


the Houſe this very Moment and marry one another, 
without Conſideration or the Fear of Repentance. For 


0 Fortune, Portion, Settlements and Joinrures. : 


Cyn. Ay, ay, what have we to do with em; you 
know we marry for Love, 
Loe Love, Love, down-right very villanous Love. 
And he that can't live upon Love, deſerves to die 


ich. Here then, I give you my Promiſe, in ſpighe 
ot Duty, any Temptation of Wealth, your ee | 


or my own Inclination to change 


Mel. To run moſt willfully and voreaſonably aer 
with me this Moment, and be 1 
n. Hold Never to marry any body elſe. 


Mel. That's but a kind of Negative Conſent . | 


Why, you wan we 4 aulk the Frojick ? | | 
*Cyn. If you not been ſo aſſured of yourawn Cons 
duct 1 wou 

- conſent to like a Man without the vile Conſideration of 


Money, he ſhould give mea very evident [Demonſtration 


ok his Wit: Therefore let me ſee you undermine my La- 
dy Touchwood, as you boaſted, and force her to give. her | 


Conſent, and then 
. Mel, I'll do't. 
.Cyn. And I'll doit. 


Mel. This very next enſuing Hour of eight a Clock 
45 the laſt 70 of her Reign, unleſs the Devil aſſiſt her 


in propria per 


Cyn. W if che Devil ſhould aſſiſt her and your 


Plot milcarry. 
Mel. Ay, what am I to truſt to then . 
Cyn. Why it you give mea very clear Demonſtration 


that it was the Devil, I'llallow for irreſiſtibꝭe Odds. But 


if I find it to be only Chance, or Deſtiny, or unlucky 


Stars, or any thing but the very Devil, Im inexorable: 
; Only ſtill I'll keep my Word, and live a Maid for your 


fake. 


there's Hope. 


Cyn. Here's my Mo: hier fades and Your Friend Care- 


7, 4405 I would not have em ſee us together yet. 


SCENE 


'not——But tis but reaſon that-fince & 


Mel. And you won't die one, for your own; ſo ſtill 


. 


5 
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SCENE II. LESS 
: Careleſs and LadyPlyant: | 
Lady. I ſwear, Mr. Careleſs, you are very alluring — 

And ſay ſo many fine things, and nothing is ſo moving te 

me as a fine Thing. Well, I muſt do you this juſtice, 

and declare in the Face of the World, never any bod 


gain' d ſo far upon me as your ſelt; with Bluſhes I mu 


oven it, you have ſhaken, as I may ſay, the very Foun- 
dation of my Honour . Well, ſure if Ieſcape your 
Importunities, I. ſnall value my felt as long as I live, I 
ſwear. | | 
Care. Anddeſpiſe me. (Cighing. 
Lady P. The laſt of any Man in the World, by my Pu- 
0 3 now you make me ſwear. O Gratitude for- 
bid, 


that l. ſhould ever be wanting in a reſpectful Acknow- 
ledgment of an entire Reſignation of all my beſt Wiſhes, - 
for the Perſon and Parts of ſo accompliſh'd a Perſon, 
whoſe Merit challenges much more, I'm ſure, than my 
illiterate Praiſes can deſcription; | | 
Care. (in a whining Tone.) Ah Heav'ns, Madam, you 
ruin me with Kindneſs; your charming Tongue purſues 
the victory of your Eyes, while at your Feet your poor 


' Adorerdies. 


Lady P. Ah / very fine. | | 
Care. (fill whining.) Ah why are you ſo Fair, ſo be- 
weitching fair? O let me grow to the Ground here, and 
Feaſt upon that Hand; O let me preſs it to my Heart, my 
trembling Heart, the nimble movement ſhall inſtruct 
your Pull. and teach it to alarm Deſire. Be 
(Zoons, I'm almoſt at the end of my Cant, if ſhe daes not 
yield quickly. © (Aſide. 
Lady P. G that's fo fine, I cannot hear it Iam 


not ſafe if I ſtay, and muſt leave you. | 
Care. And muſt you leave me! Rather let me languiſh 


out a wretched Life, and breath my Soul beneath your 
(1 muſt ſay the ſame Thing over again, and can't help it. 
Lady P. I ſwear I'm ready to languiſh too —0 
my Honour! whither is it going? I proteſt you have gi- 
ven me the Palpitation of the Heart. | 
Car e, Can you be ſo crue! —— 


Lady 
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— Why did you kneel ſo-long ? I ſwear I was ſo tran{- 


ported, I did not ſee it Well, to ſhew you how far 


you have gain'd upon me; I aſſure you if Sir Paul ſhould 


* 


cond Choice. 8 Ui | 
Care. O Heav'n! I can't out-live this Night without 


die, of alf Mankind there's none I'd ſooner make my ſe- 


your Favour. l feel my Spirits faint, a general Damp-" - 
neſs overſpreads my Face, a cold deadly Dew already 


ventsthroughall my Pores, and will to-Morrow waſh me 


me for ever from your Sight, and drown me in my 


Tomb. | 


Lady P. O you have conquer'd, ſweet, melting, mo- 
ving Sir, you have conquer d What Heart of 
Marble can refrain to weep, and yield to ſuch ſad Sayings, 


Care, I thank Heav'n. they are the ſaddeſt that I ever 


ſaid— Oh! (I hall never contain Laughter. (Aſide. 


Lady P. Oh, I yield my felt all up to your uncon- 


troulable Embraces Say, thou dear dying Man, when, ' 


where, and how.. Ah, there's Sir Paul. 


Care. 'Slife, yonder's Sir Paul; but it he were not 
come, I'm ſo tranſported I cannot ſpeak ——— This 
Note will inform you. (Gives ber a Note, 


SCENE IL * 
Lady Pliant, Sir Paul Plyant, Cynthia. 


Sir P. Thou art my tender Lambkin, and ſhalt do what 
thou wilt. But endeavour to forget this Melle 


font. | 


Cyn. I would obey you to my Power, Sir; but if I 


have not him, I have ſworn never to marry. 


Sir P. Never to marry ! Heav'ns forbid ; muſt I neither 


have Sons nor Grandſons? Muſt the Family of the Ply- 
ants be utterly extinct tor want of iſſue Male. Oh Impie- 


ty! But did you ſwear, did that ſweet Creature ſwear! 


ha > How durſt you ſwear without my Conſent, ah? 
Gads-bud, whoam 1 ? | wg 


. 


Cyn. Pray don't be angry, Sir; when I ſwore, I had 


your Conſent, and therefore | ſworg. 


dane 


g Sie 


— 
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e Why then the revoking my Conſent, does annul⸗ 


vor make of none Effect your Oath: So you may unſwear 
it again — The Law will allow it. | 

Cyn. Ay, but my Conſcience neverwill. | 

Sir P. Gads-bud no matter for that, Conſcience and 
Law never go together; you muſt not expect that. 

Lady P. Ay, but Sir Paul, I conceive if ſhe has ſworn, 
dye mark me, if ſhe has once ſworn, it is moſt unchri- 
'Nian, inhuman, and obſcene that ſhe ſhould break it. 
IU make up the Match again, becauſe Mr. "—_ ſaid 
it would oblige him. 85 ( Aſide. 

Sir P. Does your Ladyſhip conceive fo — — Why, 
I was of that Opinion once too Nay, it your Lady- 
Thip conceives ſo, I am of that Opinion again; but I can 
neither find my Lord nor my Lady to know what they 

Lady P. I am ſatisfyd that my Couſin Melleſont has 
been much wrong'd. - EE: 

" Gyn. (Aſide.) Im amaz'd to find her of our Side, for 
I'm ſure ſheloy'd hirn. 5 | 

Lady P. Iknow my Lady Touchwood has no kindneſs 
For him, and beſides I have been inform'd by Mr. Care- 

, that PIPE Rar. more than a pro- 
found Reſpect That he has own'd himſelf to be my 
Admirer tis true, but he was never ſo preſumptuous to 
entertain any diſhonourable Notions of Things; ſo that 
if this be made plain I don't fee how my Daughter 
can in Conſcience or Honour, or any thing in the 
World | 7 k 

Sir P. Indeed it this be made plain, as my Lady your 
Mother ſays, Child = 

Lady P. Plain! I was inform'd of it by Mr, Careleſs 
And ] aſſure you Mr, Careleſs is a Perſon— that bas 
a moſt extraordinary Reſpect and Honour for you Sir 


Cyn. ( Aſide.) And for your Ladyſhip too, I believe, 
or elſe you had not chang'd Sides ſo ſoon; now I begin 
. | 
Sir P. Iam much oblig'd to Mr. Careleſa really, he is 
a Perſon that I haye a great Value for, not only for _ | 
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but becauſe he has a great Veneration for your Lady- 
#1 8 1 77 1 4 5 © . 
1 Lady p. O laſs, no indeed, Sir Paul, tis upon your 
Account. 3 Sy : F 
Sir P. No, I proteſt and vow, I have no Title to his 
Eſteem, but in having the Honour to appertain in ſome 
Meaſure to your Lady ſhip, that's all. 2 | 
Lady P. Olaw now, I ſwear and declare, it ſhan't be 
ſo, you're too modeſt, Sir Paul. 1 - 
Sir P. It becomes me, when there is any Compariſon 
made, between 4. * 
Lady P. O fy, fy, Sir Paul, you'll put me out of Coun- 
tenance — Your very obedient jand affectionate Wife; 
that's al And highly honour'd in that Title. 
ir P. Gads-bud Iam tranſported! give me leave to 
kiſs your Ladyſhip's Hand. 5 TIE 
Cyn. That my poor Father ſhould be ſo very filly! 
Lady P. My Lip indeed, Sir Paul, I ſwear you ſhall, 
FL TIT ' (Hekiſſes her, and bows very low. 
Sir P. Thumbly thank your Ladyſhip— I don't know 
whether Ifly on Ground, or walk in Air. _—Gads-bud, 
ſhe was never thus before — Well, I muſt own my ſelf 
the moſt beholden to Mr. Careleſs As ſure as can be 
this is alli his doing. ſomething that he has ſaid ; 
well, tis a rare thing ro have an ingenious Friend. Well 
e Lady ſhip is of Opinion that the Match may go for- 
W 1 13 | 5 
Lady P. By all means Mr. Care!eſs has ſatisfy'd me 
of the Matter. Ot | 
Sir P. Well, why then Lamb you may keep your 
Oath, but have a care of making raſh Vows; come hi- 
ther to me, and kiſs Papa. 5 
Lady P. I ſwear and declare, I am in ſuch a twiter to 
read Mr. Careleſs his Letter, that I can't forbear any 
longer But though I may read all Letters firſt by Pre- 
rogative, yet I'll be ſure to be unſuſpected this time 
Sir Paul. pH hx: l 
Sir P. Did your Ladyſhip call? 
__ Lady P. Nay, not to interrupt you, my Dear Only 
| End me your Letter, which you had from you Steward, 
| : do 


2.4 
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to Day, I would look upon the zin! | ' i 
be Wet your Allowitica 8 2 2 oy b 
* Sir P. There it is, Madam; Do you want a Pen and 2B 
Ink e | (Bos and gives the Letter. 
Lady P. No, no, nothing elſe, I thank you, Sir Paul. 1 
o, now I can read my own Letter under the Cover MP 
of his. . | Af. 
Sir P. He? and wilt thou bring a Grandſon at nine 4 
Months end — He? A brave chopping B — = 
I' ſettle. a thouſand Pound a Year upon the Rogue 'as = 
ſoon as he looks me in the Face, I will Gads. bud. I'm 
overjoy'd to think I have any of my Family that will 
bring Children into the World. For T would fain have 
ſome Reſemblance of my iſelf in my Poſterity, he Thy ? 
can't you contrive. that Aﬀair, Girl? Do, Gads-bud, 
think on thy old Father; he? Make the young Rogue as 
.:, 8 r 
Cyn. I'm glad to ſee you ſo merry, Sir. 5 
Sir P. Merry! Fate I'm ſerious, I'll give thee 
500 |, for every inch of him that reſembles me; ah this 
Eye, this lett Eye! A thouſand Pound for this left Eye. 
This has done Execution in its time, Girl; why thou haſt 
my Leer, Huſſey, juſt thy Father's Leer — Let it be 
- tranſmitted to the young Rogue by the help of Ima- 
gination; why tis the Mark of our Family, Thy; our 
Houſe is diſtinguiſh'd by alanguiſhing Eye, as the Houſe 


of Auſtria is by a thick Lip. Ah! when I was 
ol your Age Huſſey, I would have held fifty to one i 
could have drawn my own Picture Gads-· bud ! 
could have done not ſo much as you neither. — 
but nay, don't bluſh 29 - 4 


Cyn. I don't bluſh, Sir, tor I vow I don't under-- 
Sir P. Pſhaw, Pſhaw, you fib you Baggage, you do 4 
- underſtand, and you ſhall underſtayd ; come, don't be fo 
nice, Gads-bud don't learn atter your Mother-in-law my 
Lady here: Marry Heav'n forbid that: you ſhould follow =? 
her Example, that would ſpoil all indeed, ' Bleſs us, if 3 
you ſhould take a Vagarie and makea raſh Reſolution on 
your Wedding-Night, to die a Maid, as the did; all were 
ruin'd, all my Hopes loſt My Heart would _ I 
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and my Eſtate would be left to the wide World, he? I 
hope you are a better Chriſtian than to think of living a 
Nun; he? anſwer me. | Bibs 

Cyn. I'm all Obedience, Sir, to your Commands, 

Lady P. (Having read the Lerter,) O dear Mr. Care. 
lefs, IL ſwear he writes charmingly, and he looks chat- 
mingly, and he has charm'd me, as muc as I have 
charm'd him; and ſo I'll tell him in the Wardrobe when 
tis da. k.. O Crimine! I hope Sir Paul has not ſeen both 
Letters. TEL : : 

(Puts the Letter haſtily up, and gives him her own. 

Sir Paul, here's your Letter; to Morrow-Morning I'll 
ſettle Accounts to your Advantage. 

| | SCENE IV. „ 

5 (To them) Brisk. | f 
Brisk. Sir Paul, Gads- bud you're an uncivil Perſon, 
let me tell you, and all that; and 1 did not think it had 
been in you. 5 1 
Sir P. O law, what's the Matter now ? I hope you are 


not angry, Mr. Breck, | 


Brisk, Deuce take me I believe you intend to marry - 
ur Daughter your ſelf; you're always brooding over 
Bo like an old Hen, as if ſhe werenot well hatch'd, Pgad, 

e | 
Sir P. Good ſtrange! Mr. Brisk is ſuch a merry faceti- 
ous perſon. he, he, he. No, no, I have done with her, 
L have done with her now, . | | 
Brisk. The Fiddles have Nay'd this Hour in the Hall, 
and my Lord Froth wants a Partner, we can never beg 
gin without her, 3 WE | 
Sir P. Go, go, Child, go, get you gone and dance and 
be merry, I'll come and look at you by and bj. 
Where's my Son Mellefont? FM 


had y P. I'll ſend him to them: I know where he is 
risk. Sir Paul, will you ſend Careleſy into the Hall if 
you meet him ? %%% TD 
8 I will, I will, I'll go and look for him on pur- 
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J K 
N 1 Brisk alone. 


So, now they are all gone, and I have an Opportunity 
to practiſe — Ah! my dear Lady Froth! She's a moſt 
engaging Creature, it ſhe were not ſo fond of that 
dama'd coxcombly Lord of hers; and yet I am forced to 
allow him Wit too, to keep in with me No mat- 
ter ſhe's a Woman of Parts, and I' gad Parts will carry 
her. She ſaid ſhe would follow me into the Gallery 
Now to make my Approaches. Hem hem! Ah - 
Ma- ( Bows,) dam! = . Pox on't, why ſhould I diſpa- 
rage my Parts by thinking what to ſay > None but dull 
Rogues Think; witty Men, like rich Fellows, are al- 


ways ready for all Expences; while your Blockheads, 


ke poor needy Scoundrels, are forced to examine their 
Stock, and forecaſt the Charges of the Day. Here ſhe 
comes, I'll ſeem not to ſee her, and try to Win her with a 
new airy Invention of my own: hem! > 5 
C000 WOE RE Oy. 

Jo him) Lady Froth. 

Brisk Sings walking about. 
F Sick with Love, ha, ha, ha, prythee come cure me. Im 

„ ſick with, &c. | 

O yePow'rs! O my Lady Froth my Lady Froth, my 


Lady Froth, Heigh ho Break my Heart; Gods I thank 
Wt 8 | 


2, (Stands muſing with his Arms a-croſs, 
Lady Froth, O Heav'ns, Mr. Brisk! What's the Mat- 
Brisk. My Lady Frith! Your Lady ſhip's moſt humble 


Servant? — The Matter, Madam: Nothing, Madam, 


nothing at all I gad. I was fallen into the molt agree- 
able Amuſement in the whole Province of Contempla- 
tion: That's all (TU ſeem to conceal my Pal- 
fon, and that will look like Reſpect. ) 


Lady Froth, Bleſs me, why did you WEIL ws 


foloud ?— 


Brisk. O Lord, I, Madam | I beſeech your Lady ſhip 


Da 
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Lady Froth. Juſt now I came in; bleſs me! why, 
don't you know it? . 1 
Brisk. Not I, let me periſn. But did 1“ Strange! I 
confeſs your Lady ſnip was in my Thoughts; and I was in 
a fort of Dream that did in a minner preſent a very plea- 
{ing Object to my imagination, but — but did 1 indeed? 
To ſee how Love and Murder will out, But did I 
really name my Lady Froth? | 
Lady Froth. Three times aloud, as I love Letters 
But did you talk of Love? O Parnaſſus! Who would have 
thought Mr. Brił could have been in Love, ha, ha, ba O 
Heav'n's ! I thought you cou'd have no Miſtreſs but the 
Nine Muſes. | | pe 
Brisk, No more I have I'gad, for I adore em all in your 
Ladyſhip Let me periſh, I don't know whether 
to be ſplenatick, or airy upon't; the Deuce take me if I 
can tell whether Iam glad cr ſorry that your Ladyſhip has 
made the Diſcovery. | | 
Lady Froth. O be merry by all means Prince hol ci 
us in Love! Ha, ha, ha. 
Brisk. O barbarous, o turn me into Ridicule! Vet, ha, 
. ha, ha. The Deuce take me, I can't help laughing my 
ſelf, ha, ha, ha; yet by Heav'ns I have a violent Paſſion 
- for your Ladyſhip, ſeriouſly, | | $8; 
Lady Froth. Seriouſly ? Ha, ha, ha, . - THER 
; Brisk. Seriouſly, ha, ha, ba. Gad I have, for al T 
augh. | h i 
JE Froth. Ha, ha, ha! Whatd'ye think I laugh at ? 
| 


Ha, h, ha. | 
Brisk. Me T'gad, ha, ha. 0 i 
Lady Froth. No, the Deuce take me it I don't laugh at. | 
my ſelf; for hang meit I have not a vio ent Paſſion for Mr. [} 
Brisk, ha, ha, ha. Ee | | 
Brisk. Seriouſly ? | 1 Wo 
Lady Froth. Seriouſly, ha, hi, ha. | 5 | 
Brisk. That's well enough; let me periſh, ho, ha, ha. 1x 
O miraculous, what a happy Diſcovery. Ah my dear Y 
charming Lady Froth ! . Jos 
Lady Froth, Oh my adored Mr. Brick! (Embrace. 
5 VE 5 C3 SCENE 
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| SCENE VII. 
(To them) Lord Froth. 


Lord Froth. The Company are all read — now ? 
Brisk. Zcons, R tbere s my Lord. 


(Sofily to her. 
Lady Froth. Take no Notice but obſerve me 
Now caſt off, and meet me at the lower End of the 
Room, and then join Hands again; I could teach my 
Lord this Dance purely, but I vow, - Mr. Brist, I can't 
tell how to come ſo near any other Man. Oh here's my 
Lord, now you ſtall ſee me do it with him. - 
(They pretend to oy part of a Country Dance. 

Lord Froth. „I ſee there's no Harm vet 
But I don't like this Familicrity (. Aſide. 
Lady Froth.— — Shall you and! do our cloſe Dance, to 


ſhow Mr. Brisk ? 


Lord Froth. No, my Dear, do it with him. 

Lady Froth. I'll doit with him, my Lord, when you 
are out of the Way. 

 ÞBris:, That's good 15 ad, that's good. Deuce take 
me I can hardly hold laughing in his Face. 

Lord Froth. Any other time, my Dear, or we'll dance 
it below. 

Lady Froth. With all my Heart. 

Brisk. Come my Lord, I'll wait on you My charm- 
ing witty Angel! (ober. 

Lady Froth. We ſhall have whiſpering time enough, you 


know, ſince weare Partners. 


SCENE vIll. 
Lady Plyant, and Careleſs. 

Lady P, O Mr. Careſs, Mr. Careleſs, I'm ruin'd, Im 
undone! 

Care. What's the Matter, Madam 2 

Lady p. O the unluckieſt Accident, * afraid I ſhan't 
live to tell it you. 

Care. Heav'n forbid! What is it? | 

Lady P. I'm in ſuch a Fright; the ſtrangeſt Quindary 
and Premunire! I'm all over in an Univerſal Agitation, 
Idare ſwear every Circumſtance of me trembles | 
O your Letter, your Letter! by an unfortunate Miſtake, I 
haye given Sir Paul your Letter inſtead of his own, 


Care. 
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Care. That was unlucky. | 
O yonder he comes, reading of it, for Heav'ns ſake 
ſtep in here and adviſe me quickly, before he ſees. 
„ $*C'NEL DE 
Sir Paul, with a Letter. = 
Sir P. O Providence! what a Conſpiracy have I d:f: o- 
verd. But let me ſee to make an end ont: 
Read) Hum After Supper in the Wardrobe by 7 
Gallery, If Sir Paul ſhould ſurprize us, I have a Com- 
miſſion from him io treat u ith you about the very Mattir of 
Fact Matter of Fact! Very pretty; it ſeems then 
I am conducing to my own Cucko dom; why this is the 
very traiterous Poſition of taking up Arms by my Au- 
thority, againſt my Perſon ! Well, let me ſee Hl then 
I languiſh in Expettation of my adored Charmer. 
Oe Dying Ned Careleſs, | 
Gads-bud would that were Matter of Fact too. Die and '1 
be damn d for a Judas Maccabeus, and Iſcariot both, O , 
Friendſhip! Whar art thou but a Name! Henceforward | 
let no Man make a Friend that would not be a Cuckoid; 9 
for whomſoever he receives into his Boſom, will find 
the way to his Bed, and there return his Careſſes with 
Intereſt to his Wife. Have I for this been pinion'd 
Night after Night for three Years pait ? Have I been N 
ſwath'd in Blaukets till I have been even depriv'd of Mo- | 
tion? Have I approach'd the Marriage-Bed with Reve- 
rence as to a ſacred Shrine, and deny'd my ſelf the En- } 
joyment of law:ul Domeſtick 8 to preſerve its : 
- Purity, and muſt I now find it polluted by foreign Iniqui- 
ty? O my Lady Plyant, you were chaſte as Ice, but 
you are meited now, and falſe as Water. But Pro- 
vidence has been conſtant to me in diſcovering this Con- 
ſpiracy; ſtill j am beholden to Providence, if it were not 
for Providence, ſure poor Sir Paul thy Heart would 


break. FE | 
as JJ» ˙ 
. (To him) Lady Plyant. 
Lady P. So, Sir, I ſee you have read the Letter. 
Well now, Sir Paul what do you think of your Friend 
Careleſs? Has he been treacherous, or did you give his 
Inſolence a Licenſe to make tryal of your Wife's ſuſpec- 
| ; . WE ted 
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ted Virtue ? D'ye ſee here? (Snatches the Letter as in An- 
ger.) Lœok, read it! Gad's my Life, if I thought it were 


ſo, I would th's Moment renounce all Communication 


with you. Ungrateful Monſter! He? Is it ſo? Ay, 1 
ſee it, a Plot upon my Honour ; your guilty Cheeks con- 
fefs it: Oh where ſhall wrong'd Virtue fly for Reparation, 
Il be divorced this Inſtant, . 3 

Sir p. Gabs-buds what ſhall I ay? This is the ſtrangeſt 
Surprize! Why I don't know any thing atall, nor I don't 
know whether there beany thing at all in the World, or 
M0 5 5 

Lady P. I thought I ſhould try you, falſe Man, I that 
never diſſembled in my Life: Yet to make Tryal of you, 
pretended to like that Monſter of Iniquity, Careleſs, and 
found out that Contrivance to let you ſee this Letter; 
which now I find was of your own inditing. Ido, 
Heathen, I do; ſee my Face no more; I'll be divorced ' 

preſently. : 

Sir P. O ſtrange, what will become of me! 
I'm ſo much am32'd, and ſo overjoy'd, ſo afraid, and fo 
ſorry. But did you give me this Letter on Purpoſe, he: 
DS you... -- „ 5 

Lite P. Did I? Do you doubt me, Turk, Saracen? I 
have a Couſin that's a Proctor in the Commons, III go 
to him inſtantly. F 

Sir P. Hold, Nay, I befeech your Lady ſhip-— I'm fa 
over joy d, ſtay, Til confeſs all. > 8901 

Lady P. What will you confeſs, Jew 2? | 

Sir P. Why now, as I hop'd to be ſaved, I had no 
Hand in this Letter. Nay hear me, I beſecch 
'our-Ladyſhip: The Devil take me now if he did not go 
—— my Commiſſion — If I ceſired him to do any 
more than ſpeak a good Word only juſt for me; Gede- 
bud only for poor Sir Paul, Im an Anabaptiſt, or a Jew, 

or what you pleaſe to call me. FC 
Lady P. Why is not here Matter of Fact ? 

Sir P. Ay, but by your own Virtue and Conti nency 
that Matter of Fact is all his own doing I conte's 
L had a great Deſire to have ſome Honours conferr'd up- 
on me, which lye all in your Ladyſbip's Breaſt, me he 

| p | Toll DT 22k cing 
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beiag 2 well-ſpoken Man, I deſired him to intercede 


for me. ; 

Lady P. Did you fo, Preſumption! Oh! he comes, 

the Turquin comes; I cannot bear his Sight. 
SCENE XI. 
| Careleſs, Sir Paul Plyant. 

Care. Sir Paul, I'm gad I've met with you; gad I have 
ſaid all I could, but can't prevail Then m 
Friendſh'p to you has carry'd me a little farther in thig 
Matter 55 5 
=> P. Indeed Well Sir Fil diſſe mble with him a 

ite. | 
Cane. Why Faith I have in my Time known honeſt 
Gentlemen abuſed by a pretended Coynefs in their 
Wives, and I had a Mind to try my Lady's Virtue 
And whea I could not prevail for you, gad I pretended 
to be in Love my ſelf — but all in vain, ſhe would not 
hear a Word upon that Subject: Then I writ a Letter to 
her; I don't know what Effects that will have, but I'll be 
ſure to tell you when I do, tho' by this Light I believe her 
Virtue is impregnable. . | 

ir P. O Providence! Providence! What Diſcoveries 
are here made? Why, this is better and more miraculous 
than the reſt. ri | | 

Care. What do you mean ? | 

Sir P. I can't tell you, I'm ſo overjoy'd? come along 
with me to my Lady, I can't contain my felt; comemy * 
dear Friend. 1 ; 5 
Care. So, ſo, ſo, this Difficulty's over. (Af, 

Mellefont, Mask well, from different Doors. 

Mel. Maskwel! I have been looking for you — tis 
within a Quarter of Eight. 5 | Ss 
Mask. My Lady is juſt gone into my Lord's Cloſes, 
you had beſt ſteal into her Chamber before ſhe comes, agd 
lye concealed there, otherwiſe ſhe may lock the Door 
when we are together, and you not eaſily get in to ſur» 
Prize us, | 55 

Mel, He? you ſay true. 


SS 4 Aah. 
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Nas. You had beſt make haſte, for after ſhe has made 
ſome Apology to the Company for her own, and my 
Lord's Abſence all this while, ſhe'll retire to her Chamber 
inſtantly, | yy Ny 
Mel. I go this Moment: Now Fortune I defie thee, 
SCENE XIII. 
5 Maskwell, alone. 
T conteſs you may be allowed to be ſecure in your own 
Opinion; th' Appearance is very fair, but I have an After- 
| Game to play that ſhall turn the Tab es, and here comes 
* the Man that I muſt manage. : 
1 „„ XIV. 
| v him) Lord Touchwood. 3 
Lord Touch. Maskwell, you are the Man I wiſh'd to 


3 
* Mack. I am happy to be in the way of your Lord- 
ſhip's Commands. | | 
_ Lord Touch. I have always found you prudent and 
| | ._ careful in any Thing that has concern'd me or my 
; F | | 
885 Aal. Iwere a villain elſe- —I am bound by Duty 
and Gratitude, and my own Inclination, to be ever your 
. "Eordſhip's Servant, | 


Lord Touch. Enough, you are my Friend; I know it: 
Yet there has been a Thing in your Knowledge, which 
has concern'd me.nearly, that you have conceal'd from. 
_— Rs | 1 
Mask. My Lord! | 426 
Lord Touch. Nay, Lexcuſe your Friendſhip to my unna- 
tural Nephew thus far But I know you have 
been privy to his impious Deſigns upon my Wife: This 
5 Evening ſhe has told me all: Her good Nature conceal'd 
„ it as Jongas was poſſible; but he perſeveres ſo in Vülany, 
that ſhe has told me even you were weary of diſſuading 
kim, though you have once actually hindered him from 
*foreing her. | 5 
Ma gk. 1am ſorry, my Lord, I can't make you an An- 
fwer; this is an Occaſion in which l would not. willingly 
be ſilent.“ | . 7 "6 
Lord Touch. I know you would excuſe him And 
Fkrow as well that you can't. | 


Ma- k. 
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| Mask, Indeed I was in Hopes t had been a youthiul 
Heat, that might have ſoon boil'd over; bu. 

Lord Touch. Say on. 

Mask. I have nothing more to ſay, my Lord 
But to expreſs my Concern; for I think his Frenzy in- 
creaſes daily. | hy 

Lord Touch. How! Give me butProof of it, occular 
Proof, that I may juſtifie my Dealing with him to the 
World, and ſhare my Fortunes. 

Mask. O my Lord! conſider that is hare: Beſides, 
Time may work upon him! Then, for me to do it! 1 
have profeſs'd an everlaſting Friendſhip to him. 

Lord Touch. He is your Friend, and what am I ? 

Mask. J am anſwered. * | 

Lord Touch Fear not his Diſpleaſure; I will put you 
out of his and Fortune's Power, and for that thou ar: 
fcrupulouſly honeſt, I will ſecure thy Fidelity to him, 
and give my Honour never to own any Diſcovery thac 
you ſhall make me. Can you give me a demonſtrative 
Proof? Speak. | Ws 

Mask. I wiſh I could not = To be plain, my Lord, 
I intended this Ev'niog to have try'd all Arguments to 
d. ſſwade him from a Deſign, which I ſuſpect; and it I 
had not ſucceeded, to have informed your Lordſhip of 
what l knew. „ 5 5 
Lord Touch. I thank you. What is the Villain's Pur- 
8 | | 
r Mask. He has owyn'd nothing to me of late, and what 
J mean now, is only a bare Suſpicion ot my own. If 
your Lordſhip will meet me a Quarter of an Hour hence 
there, in that Lobby by my Lauy's Bed Chamber, I (ball 
be able to tell you more. | EP 

Lord Touch. I will. 

Mask. My Duty to your Lordſhip, makes me do a ſe- 
vere Piece of Juſtice, | 

Lord Touch, 1 will be ſecret, and reward your Hone- 
ſty beyond your Hopes. 
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| SCENE XV. 1 
SCENE. opening ſhows Lady Touchwood's Chamber. 
Muellefont, Solus. = 
Pray Heav'n my Aunt keep Touch with her Aſſignation 
— Oh that her Lord were but ſweating behind this 1 J : 
ing, with the Expectation of what 1 ſhall fee-— Hiſt, 
ſhe comes — Little does ſhe think what a Mine is juſt 
ready to ſpring under her Feet. But to my Poſt. 
| ( Goes behinũ the Hanging. 
SSN : 
Lady Touch. Tis Eight a Clock: Methinks I ſhout 
have found him here. Who does not prevent the Hour of 
Love, outſtays the Time; for to be dully punctual, is 
too ſow . 1 was accuſing you of Neglect. 
SCENE XVII. ' 
Lady Touchwood, and Maskwell. 
| Mellefont al ſconding. | | 
Mask. 1 confeſs you do reproach me when ſce you 
here before me; but tis fit I ſhould be ſtil] behind-hand, 
ſil to be more and more indebred to your Goodneſs, © 
Lady Touch. You can excuſe a Fault too well nat to 
have _ to blame A ready Anſwer ſhows you were 
epar'd, 2 
£ ase. Guilt is ever at a Loſs, ard Confuſion waits up- 
on it; when Innocence and bold Truth are always ready 
for Expreſſion e eee | 
Lady Touch. Not in Love; Words are the weak Sup- 
1 cold Indifference; Love has no Language to be 
ard. | E | 
Mask. Exceſs ot Joy has made me ſtupid : Thus may 
my Lips be ever elos d. (K iſſes her) And thus — Oh 
who would not loſe his Speech, upon Condition to have 
Joys above it? 5 5 
Lady Touch. Hold, let me lock the Door firſt. 
| (Goes to the Door. 
Magi. That I te'tev'd, twas well 1 lelt the private 
Faſſage open. | N ( Alde. 
Lady Touch. So that's ſafe. | | A 
Mas. And O may all your Pleaſures be, and ſceret as 
s Kiſs . 


— 
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Mel. And may all Treachery be thus diſcover d. 


Va. [ Leaps out. 
Lady Touch. Ah! 127, (OOF. © 


Mack. Nay then, there's but one Way, (Runs out. 

| TCENE EY. 

Lady Touchwood, Mellefont. | 

Mel. Say you fo, were you provided for an Eſcape ? 

Hold, Madam, you have no more Holes to your Bur- 
rough, I'll hand before you and this Sally-Port. 


Lady Touch. Thunder ftrike thee dead for this De- 


ceit, immediate Lightning blaſt thee, me and the whole 
World Oh! I could rack my ſelf, play the Vulture 
to my own Heart, and gnaw it piece- meal. for not bo- 
ding to me this Misfortune. : 
Mel. Be patient—— 
Lady Touch. Bedamn'd. 
Mel. Conſi er I have yo 
flounder your ſelf a weary, and be nevertheleſs my Pri- 
ſoner. | p Þ 
a Lady Tauch. I'll hoid my Ereath and die, but I'll be 
ree. +4 n 
- Mel. O Madam, have a Care of dying unprepar'd; I 
doubt you have ſome unrepenred Sins that may hang 
heavy, and retard your Flight. = 
Lady Touch. O! what ſhallTdo? Say? Whither ſhall 
I turn? Has Hell no Remedy? Fe 


Mel. None. Hell has ſerv'd you ev'n as Heay'n has 


done, left you to your ſelt— Tour'e in a kind of Eraſ- 
mus's Paradiſe: yet it you pleaſe you may make it a Pur- 
gato- y; and with a little Penance and my Abſolution all 
this may turn to good Account. 


Lady Touch, (Aſide.) Hold in my Paſſion, and fall, fall 
a little thou ſwellirg Heart; let me have ſome Inter miſ- 


ſion of this Rage, and one Minute's Coolneſs to diſſem- 
ble. : | | ' (She weeps. 
Mel. You have been to blame I like thoſe Tears, 
and hope they are of the pureſt kind Penitential 
Tears. ©, : | 5 
Lady Touch. O the Scene was ſhifted quick before me 
bald not time to think 1 was ſurprized 
0 


3 


u on the Hook; you will but 
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to ſee a Monſter in the Glaſs, amd-now' I find tis ſelf; Can 


E have Mercy to forgive the Faults 1 have imagin'd, 
ut 


never put in practice O conſider, conſider how 
fatal you have been to me, you have already kill'd the 
Quiet of this Life, The Love of you was the firſt wan- 
dring Fire that eier miſled my Steps, and while J had on- 


ly that in View, I was betray d into . pee -of Ways 


of Ruin. 

_ Mel. May 1 believe this true? | He 
Lady Touch. O be not cruelly incredulous- Hows 

can you doubt theſe ſtreaming Eyes? Keep the — 


Eye o'er all my future Conduct; and it I once relapſe, 


let me not hope forgiveneſs; *twill ever be in your 
Power to ruin me My Lord ſhail ſign to your 
Deſires; I will my {elf create your Happineſs, and n- 
this ſhall be this Night your Bride Do but conceal 
my Failings, and forgive. 


| Mel, Upon ſuch Terms I will be for ever yours in ev ry | 


honeſt Way, 
SCEN E XIX. 


Maskwell IC fily introduces Lord Touchwood, and retires. 


Mask. I have kept my Word, he's there, but I _ 


not be {cen. 
| SCENE XX. | 
Lady Touchwood, Lord Touchwood, Mellefont.. 
Lord Touch. Hell and Amazement! ſhe's in Tears. 
Lady Touch. (Kne:lint) Eternal Bleſſings thank you 
Ha! My Lord lit'ning? O Fortune has O erpaid me all! 
all's my own ! 8 (Aſide. 
Mel. Nay Ibeſeech you riſe, 


Lady Teach, ( Aloud.) Never, never! Ill grow to the 


Ground, be buried quick beneath it, ere I'll be conſenting 
10 4 damn'd a Sin as Inceſt ! unnatural Inceſt / 
+ CI | 
Lad, Touch. O cruel Man, will you not let n me go 
III forgive all that's paſt O Heay'n, you will not 
raviſhme! | 
M el. Damnation! 


Lord Touch. Mofiſter, Dog! your Life ſhall anſwer 


RES 
(Draws and an, at Melicioncs is held by Lady Touch- 
wood. 5 5 Lad 1 


3 
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. 
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Lady Touch. O Hea v'ns my Lord! Hold, hold, for 
Heav'ns ſake. | VV | 5 
Mel. Confuſion! my Uncle! O the damn'd Sorcereſs! 
Lady Touch. Moderate your Rage, good my Lord! 
He's mad, alas he's mad-— Indeed ae is, my Lord, and 
knows not what he does. See how wild he looks. 
Mel. By Heav'n were ſenſeleſs not to be mad, and 
ſee ſuch Witchcraft. 3 Ne 
Lady Touch, My Lord, you hear him, he talks idly. 
Lord Tauch. Hence from my Sight, thou living Infa- 
my to my Name; when next I ſee that Face, I'll write 
Villain in't with my Sword's Point. 
Mel. Now, by my Soul, I will not go till I have made 
known my Wrongs — Nay, 'till I have made known 
yours, (which if poſſible) are greater though ſhe has 
all the Hoſt of Hell her Servants, _ Oy 
Lady Touch. Alas he raves! Talks very Poetry! Fo 
Heay'ns fake away my Lord, he'll either tempt you to 
extravagiuce, or commit ſome himſeif. / 
Mel. Death and Furies, will you not hear me 
Why by Heav'n, ſhelauglis, grins, points to your Back; 
ſhe forks gut Cucrkoidom with her Fingers, and you're 
running Horn- mid after your Fortune. | 
(A fheis going ſhe tuins back and ſmiles at hin. 
Lord Touch. I tear he's mad indeed m——Lets ſend 
{aswe!lto him. . | 
Mel. Send him to her. 8 | | 
Lady To, Come, come, good my Lord, my Heant 
akes ſo, I ſhall faint if I ſtay. ' £ 
N SE 
| Melle font, alone. | 
O] could curſe my Stars, Fare and Chance; all Caufos 
and Accidents of Fortune in this Life! But to what Pur- 
ole? Yet, *sdea:th, for a Man to have the Fruit of all his 
Induſtry grow full and ripe, ready to drop inte his 
Mouth, and juſt when he holds cut his Hand to gather it, 
to have a ſudden Whirlwind come, tear up Tree and all, 
and bear away the very Root and Foundation of all his 
Hopes; what Temper can contain: They talk of ſend- 
ing Mashe l to me; I never had wore nced of him 
But what can he do? Imagination cannot form a fairer 
3 | and 
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and more plaufible Deſign than this of his which fas 
miſcarried O my precious Aunt, I ſhall never thrive 
without I deal with the Devil, or another Woman. 


. Women lite Flames have a deſtroying Pow'r, 
 Neertobequench'd, till they themſelves devour, 


SEE-Y SCENT 1_ 


Lady Touchwood and Maskwell. 
| Lady Touchwood. 


W AST not lucky? | | 
Mast Lucky! Fortune is your own, and 'tis 
her Intereſt fo to be; by Heav'n I believe you can con- 


troul her Pow r, and ſhe fears it; though Chance brought 
my Lord, twas your own Art that turn'd it to Advan- 


moe. © 
_ LadyTouch. 'Tis true, it might have been my Ruin 
hut yonder's my Lord, I believe he's coming to find 
you, I Il not be ſeen, e 

S8 CEN E II. 

| | Maskwell, alone. 

So; I durſt not own my introducing my Lord, tho? it 
ſucceed2d well for her; for ſhe would have ſuſpected a 
Deſign which I ſhould have been puzzled to excuſe. My 
Lord is thoughttul—T'll be fo too: yet he ſhall know my 
Thoughts; or think he does | 
ö | SCENE III. 
(To them) Lord Touchwood. 
Mack. What have I done? 


Lord Touch. Talking to himſelf! 
Mask. *T was honeſt— and ſhall J be rewarded for 


it? No, twas honeſt; therefore I ſhan't;— Nay, rather 
therefore I ought not; for it rewards it ſelf, 
Lord Touch, Unequal'd Virtue ? | 


| Marks 


(Afde, 


; ; * | / 5 5 : TO ; \ | 
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Mask. But ſhould it be known ! Then I have loſt a 
Friend! He was an ill Man, and I have gain'd ; for halt 


| 
[ my ſelf I lent him, and that I have recall'd; io 1 have 
| ferv'd my elf, and what is yet better, | have ſerv'd a wor. 


thy Lord to whom I owe my ſelf, ; TO 
Lord Touch. Excellent Man! (Aide. 


i Has. Vet I am wretched O there is a Secret burns 
4 Within this Breaſt, which ſhould it once blaze forth, 
would ruin all, conſume my honeſt Character, and brand 
me with the Name of Villain. Oo 
Lord Touch, Ha! | | | | 
# Mast. Why do J love! Yet Heav'n and my waking 
8: Conſcience are my Witne ſſes, I never gave one working 
Thought a Vent; which might diſcover that I lov'd, nor 
ever muſt; no, let it prey upon my Heart, for I would 
rather die, than ſeem or ce, barely ſeem diſkoveſt; O, 
ſhould it once be known I love fair Cyn: hia, all this that 
I have done would look like Rival's Malice, talſe Friend - 
ſhip to my Lord, and baſe Sclt-intereſt. Let me periſh | 
firſt, ard from this Hour avoid all Sight and Spzech, and i 
if I can, all Thought of that pernicious Beauty. Ha / , 
but what is my Diſtraction doing? I am wildly talking 
to my ſelf, and ſome ill Chance might have directed ma- 
licious Ears this way. (Seems to ſtart, ſeeing my Lord. 
Lord Touch. Stait nt let guiity and diſhoneſt Souis 
ſtart at the Revelation of their Thoughts, but be thou 
fix d, as is thy Vir tue. FE | | 
Mask. I am confounded, ard teg your Lordſhip's 
Pardon for thoſe free Diſcourſes which I have had with. 
/ my fit. N ny - 
Lord Touch. Come, I beg your Pardon that I over-. 
heard you, and yet it ſhallnot need Honeſt Masꝶꝛuell! 
thy and my good Genius led me hither-— Mine, in that I 
have diſcover'd ſo much manly Virtue; thine, in that 
thou ſhalt have due Reward of al thy Worth. Give me 
thy Hand my Nephew is the alone remaining Branch of 
all our ancient Family; him I thus blow away, and con- 
ſtitute thee in his Room to be my Heir | | 
- Mas'. Now Heav'n forbid — ; 
Lord Tauch. No more .I have reſolv d Tbe 
Writings are ready drawn, and wanted nothing * my 
| | | 18N dy 
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fign'd, and have his Name inſerted — Yours will fill 
theBlank as well. — I will have no Reply-—Let 
me command this Time; for tis the laſt, in which 1 
will aſſume Authority hereafter, you ſhall rule 
where I have Power. 

Mask. I humbly would Petition 

Lord Touch. Ist tor your ſelf? —===—_(Mask pauſes, 
II hear of nought for any Body elſe. 

Mask. Then Witneſs Heav'n for me, this Wealth and 
Honour was not of my ſeeking, nor would I build my 
Fortune on another's Ruin: I had but one Defire—— 

Lord Touch. Thou ſhalt enjoy it If all 'm worth 
in Wealth or Intereſt can purchaſe Cynthia, ſhe is thine, 
I'm ſure Sir Paul's Conſent will follow Fortune; 
Til quichly ſhew him which way that is going. 

Mask. You oppreſs me with Bounty ; my Gratitude is 
weak, and ſhrinks beneath the Weight, and cannot riſe 
to thank you What, enjoy my Love; forgive the 
Tranſports of a Bleſſing ſo unexpected, fo unhop'd for, 
ſo unthought of! | 

Lord Touch, I will confirm it. and rejoice with thee. 

SCENE. IV, | 

| Maskwell alone. — 

This is proſp'rous indeed Why let him find me out 
a Villain, ſettled in Poſſeſſion of a fair Eſtate, and full 
Fruition of my Love, Tl bear the Railings of a loing 
Gameſter But ſhou'd he find me out before! tis 
dangerous to delay let me think — ——ſhould my, 
Lord proceed to treat openiy of my Marriage with Cyn- 
thia, all muſt be diſcover'd, and Mellefont can be no lon- 
er blinded. It muſt not be, nay ſhou'd my Lady 
now it—ay, then were fine Work indeed! her Fury 
wou d ſpare nothing, tho? ſhe invo'v'd her ſelf in Ruin. 
No, it muſt be by Stratagem I muſt deceive Mellefont 
once more, and get my Lord to conſent to my private 
Management. He comes opportun:ly —.. Now will I, 
in my old way, diſcover the whole and real Truth of the 

Matter to him, that he may not ſuſpect one Word on't. 


No Mack like open Truth to cover Lies. 
As to go naked is the beſt Diſguiſe. 1 
„„ 5 SCE ME: 
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SCENE. | 
7 (To him.) Mellefont. = 
Mel. O Maskwell, what Hopes? I am confounded in 


a Maze of Thoughts, each leading into one another, 


and all ending in Perplexity, My Uncle will not ſee nor 


hear me. | 


Mak. No Matter, Si-, don't trouble your Head, albs 
in my Power. 5 | 5 

Mel. How“ for Heav'ns ſake? 7 

Mask, Little do you think that your Aunt has kept her 
Word, How the Devil ſhe wrought my Lord into this 
Dotage, | know not; but he's gone to Sir Faul about my 
Myriage with Cynthia, and has appointed me his Heir. 

Mel. The Devil he has! what's to be done? 

Mask. | have it, it muſt be by Stratagem; for it's in 
vain to make Application to him. I think I have that in 
my Head that cannot fail: Where's Cynthia, 

Mel. In the Garden. 

Mas. Let us go and conſult her, my Life for yours, I 


cheat my Lord. | | 
SCENE VI. 


TLord Touchwood, Ley Touehwood. | 
Lady Touch. Mas: well your Heir, and marry Cynthia! 
Lord To:ich. I cannot do too much, tor ſo much Me- 
Tit, | #7 | 
Lady Touch. But this is a Thing of too great Moment 
to be ſo ſuddenly refolv'd, W hy Cynthia? Why muſt he 
be mary, d? Is there not Reward enough in railing his 
low Fortune, but he muſt mix his Blood with mine, and 
wed my Niece? How know you that my Brother will 
conſent, or ſhe? Nay, he himſelt perhaps may have Af- 
fections other where. n : 
Lord Touch No, I am convinc'd he loves herr. 
Lady Touch. Maskwell love Cynthia? impoſlible ! 
Lord Touch. I tell you he confeſs'd it to me, bd 
Lady Touch, Confuſion / How's this! ' (Aſide. 
Lord Touch. His, Humility long ſtifled his Paſſion : 
And his Love of Mellefont would have made him ſtill con- 
ceal it, --— But by Encouragement, I wrung the Secret 
from him; and know he's no way to be rewarded but in 


Til 
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I'll defer my farther Proceedifigs in it till you have conſi- 
der'd it; but remember how we are both indebted to 


a, . e e 

| SCENE VII. - 
| Lady Toxchwood alone. PE 

Both indebted to him! Yes, weare both indebted to him, 
if you knewall. Villain! Oh, fam wild with this Sur- 
prize of Trezchery : It is impoſſible; it cannot be. 
He love Cynthia! What, have I been Bawd to bis De- 
figns, his Property only, a baiting Place! Now I ſee 
what made him falſe to Melleſont. Shame and Di- 
ſtraction! I cannot bear it. Oh! what Woman can bear 
to be a Property? To be kindled to a Flame, only to 
ght him to another's Arms? Oh that I were Fire indeed, 
that | might burn the vile Trayter, What ſtall I do? 
How ſhall 1 think ? I cannot think, — All my Deſigus 
are loſt, my Love unſated, my Revenge unfiniſh'd, and 
| freſhcauſe of Fury from unthought-of Plagues, 

; | SCENE VIII, 

(To her) Sir Paul Plyant, | 

Sir P. Madam; Siſter, my Lady Siſter, did you ſee 
my Lady Wife? | | = 

Lady Touch. Oh! Torture! 

Sir P. Gads-bud, I can't find her high nor low; where 
can ſhe be, think ou 5 „ 
Lady Touch. Where ſhe's ſerving you, as all your Sex 
ought to be ſervd; making you a Beaſt, Don't you 
know that you're a Fool, Brother? | 

Sir P. A Fool! he, he, he, you're merry-— No, no, 
not I, I know no ſuch Matter. | 

Lady Touch, Why then you don't know half your 


Happineſs. | | 
Sir P. That's a Jeſt with all my Heart, faith and troth 
hut harkye, my Lord told me ſomething of a Revo- 
lution of Things; I don't know what to make ont 
Gads.bud I muſt conſult my Wife, he talks of diſinhe- 
riting his Nephew; and I don't know whit,-— Look 
you, Siſter, I muſt know what my Girl has to truſt to; 
or not a ſyllable of a Wedding, Gads - bud - to ſhew you 
that I am not a Fool. . 


Lady 
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Lady Touch. Hear me, conſent to the breaking off 
this Marriage, and the promoting any other, without 
conſulting me, and T'll renounce all Blood, all Relation 
and Concern with you for ever, — nay, I'll be your Ene- 
my, and purſue you to Deſtruction, II tear your Eyes 
out, and tread you under my Feet — 

Sir P. Why what's the Matter now ? Good Lord, why 


what's all this for? Pooh, here's a Joke indeed why, 


_ where's my Wife? | | 
Lady Touch. With Careleſs, in the cloſe Arbour; he 
may want you by this Timeas much as you want her. 
Sir P. O, if ſhe be with Mr. Careleſs, tis well enough. 

Lady Touch. Fool, Sot, inſenſible Ox! But remember 
what I ſaid to you, or you had better eat your own 
Horns, by this Light you had, 5 es 

Sir P. Your'ea Paſſionate Woman, Gads-bud, —— But 


to ſay Truth, all our Family are Cholerick ; I am the only 


peaceable Perſon amongſt em. 
1 | SS GENE I 7 | 
- Me'lefont, .Maskwell, and Cynthia. 
Mel. I know no other Way but this he has propos'd ; 
if you have Love enough to run the Venture. ALE 
Cyn. I don't know whether I have Love enough 
but I find I have Obſtinacy enough to purſue whatever I 
have once reſoly'd, and a true Female Courage to op, ole 
any thing that reſiſts my Will, tho'*twere Reaſon it ſelf. 


Mask. That'sright,—— Well, III ſecure the Writings, 


and run the Hazard along with you. 


| Cyn, But how can the Coach and ſix Horſes be got 


ready without Suſpicion ? 

being ſuſpected, that it ſhall be got ready by my Lord's 
own Order. hs 13 
Mel. How ? 


Mask. Why, I intend to tell my Lord the whole Matter | 


of our Contrivance that's my way. 
- Mel. I don't underſtand v. x 
Alas. Why, I'll tell my Lord, Tlaid this Plot with you, 
on purpoſe to betray you; and that which put me upon it, 
was, the finding it impoſſible to gain the Lady any other 
Way, but in the Hopes of her marrying 8 
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Mask. Leave it to my Care; that ſhall be ſo far from 


1 —— . — 


70 The Double- Dealer. 


Mel. — | . | 
Mask. So, why ſo, while you're buſied inmoking your 
ſelt ready, III wheedle her into the Coach; and inſtead 
of you, borrow my Lord's Chaplain, and fo run away 
with her my ſelr, 5 

Nel. OI conceive you, you'll tell him ſo? 
Mas. Tell him ſo! ay; why you don't think I mean 
to do ſo? AY Es | 

- Mel. No, no; ha, ha, I dare ſwear thou wilt not. 

Mask. Therefore for our farther Security, I would 
have youdiſguis'd like a Parſon, that if my Lord ſhould 
have Curioſity to peep, he may not difcover you in the 
Coach, but think the Cheat 1s carry'd on as he would 
have it. | - | 

Mel. Excellent Maskwell ! thou wert certainly meant 
for a Stateſman or a Jeſuite,— but thou art too honeſt 
for one, and too pious for the other. | 

Mask. Wel, get your ſelves ready, and meet me in 
half an Hour, yonder in my Lady's Dreſſing- Room; go 
by the Back-Stairs, and ſo we may ſlip down without 
being obſerv'd VII ſend the Chaplain to you with 
his Robes; I have made him my on; and ordered 
him to meet us To-Morrow Morning at St. Albans; 
where we will tum up this Account, to all our Satisface 


tions. 
| Mel. Should I begin to thank or praiſe thee, I ſhould 
waſte the little Time we have. . by 
Ta SCENE X. 
5 Cynthia, Mask well. 
Mak. Madam, you will be ready ? a 
On. I will be punctual to the Minute. (Going. 
Mask. Stay, 1 have a Doubt Upon ſecond 
Thoughts, we had better meer in the Chaplain's Cham- 
ber here, the corner Chamber at this end of the Gallery,; 
there is a back Way into it, ſo that you need not come 
through this Door — and a pair of private Stairs leading 
down to the Stab'es _— It will be more convenient. 


miſtake, | | 


Mask. 
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„„ TED > 

Cyn, I will not fail. © 
ee ee NE 


Maskwell alone. 


Why qui vale decipi decipiatur . Tis no Fault of mine: 


] have told him in plain Terms, how eaſie tis for me to 
cheat em; if they will not hear the Serpent's Hiſs, they 
muſt be ſtung into Experience, and future Caution 
Now td prepare my Lord to conſent to this.. 
But firſt I mutt inſtruct my little Levite; there is no Plot, 
publick or private, that can expect to proſper without 
one of them has a Finger in't. He promiſed me to be 
within at this Hour, Mr. Saygrace, Mr. Saygracs. 
(Goes to the Chamber Door, and noc ks. 
SCENE ML 
Maskwell, Saygrace., 
Mr. Saygrace (looking out) 


| Sweet Sir, I will but pen the laſt Line of an Acroſtick aud 


be with you in the twinkling of an Ejaculation, in the 
pronouncing of an Amen, or before you can 


Mask. Nay, good Mr. Saygrace do not N the 


Time, by deſcribing to me the Shortneſs of 5 our Stay; 


rather, it you pleaſe, defer the finiſhing of your Wit, 


and let us talk about our Buſineſs, it ſhall be Tithes in 
your Way. r " 1125 
Say. (enters) You ſhall prevail, I would break off in 
the Middie of a Sermon todo you a Pleaſure. 
Mask. You could not do me a greater, — except. 


the Buſineſs in Hand Have you proyideda Habit” 


: 


„„ „%% : vhs 
Say. 1 have, they are ready in my Chamber, together 
with a clean ſtarch'd Band and Cuffs. © 
Mask, Good, let them be carried to him, have 
you Ritch'd the Gown Sleeve, that he may be puzzled. 
and waſte Time in putting it on?? . 
Say. I have; the Gown will not be indued without 


perplexity. 
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Mag. Meet me in half an Hour, here in your « own 
Chamber. When Cynthia comes, let there be no light, 
and do not ſpeak, that ſhe may not diſtinguiſn you from 


NMelleſont. to urge haſte, to excuſe your Silence, 


Say. You have no more Commands ? 
Mask. None, your Text is ſhort. | 
Say. But pithy, and I will handle it with Diſcretion; 
Mask. It will be the firſt you have ſo ſery'd, 
SCENE ARK... 
Lord Touchwood, Maskwell. | 
Lord Touch. Sure I was born to be controlled by thoſ 
1 ſhould command: My v 7 hin Slaves will ſhortly give me 
Rules how I ſhould govern t 
Mask. I am concern d to ſee your Lordſhip diſcom- 


Ei 


Lord Touch. Have you ſeen my Wife lately, or diſo- 


blig'd her? 
Mask. No, my Lord. What can this mean! ( Aſide. 
Lord Touch. Then Aellęſont has urg'd ſome body to 


incenſe her Something ſhe has heard of you, w ich 


carries her beyond the Bounds of Patience. 
Mask. This I fear d. ( Aſide.) Did not your Lordſhip 


tell her of the Honours you defign'd me? 


Lord Touch, Yes. 

Mask. Tis that, you know my Lad y has: a high Spirit, 
ſhe thinks I am unworthy. - 

Lord Touch, Unworthy! q tis an ignorant Pride in her 
to think ſo-—Honeſty to me is true Nobility, However, 
tis my Will it ſhall be ſo, and that ſhou'd be convincing to 
her as much as Reaſon- 
Tidden; wereit poſſible i it ſhould be done this Night. 

Mast. By Heav'n he meets my Wiſhes. (A/. de.) Few 
Things are impoſſible to willing Minds. 

Lord Touch, nſtruct me how this may be done, vou 
* ſhall ſce I want no Inclination. 

Mask. I had laid a ſmall Deſign for To- .morrow (as 
"Love will be inventing) which | thought to communi- 
cate to your Lordſhip 
to 1 | 


By Heav'n I'll not be Wife 


But it may be as well done 
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Come this way 


Lord Touch, Here's Com pany 


and tell me. 
SCENE XIV. 
Careleſs, and Cynthia. 

Care. Is not that he, now gone out with my Lord? 

-Cyn. Yes. gk, 

"Care, By Heav'n there's Treachery The Con- 
fuſion that I aw your Father in, my Lady Touchwood's 
Paſſion, with what imperfectly I overheard between my 
Lord, and her, confirm mein my Fears, Where's Melle- 
ſont? | 

Cyr. Here he comes. f 

| SCENE XV. 
| (To them.) Melletont, 

Atel. Did Maskwelltell you any thing of the Chiplain's 
Chamber? N 

Mel. No; my Pear, will you get ready the 
e og in my Chamber; I want nothing bur the 
Habit. | % 

Care. Youre betray'd, and Maskwell is the Villain I 
always thought him. 1 | | 

Cyn. When you were gone, he ſaid his Mind was 
chang'd, and bid me rneet him in the Chaplain's Room, 
pretending immediately to follow you, and give yeu 


Notice. 


Mell. How! 

Care. There's Saygrace tripping by with a Bundle under 
his Arm———— He cannot be ignorant that Aastwell 
means to uſe his Chamber; let's follow and examine him, 
MI. Tis loſs of Time I cannot think him 


falle. 
SCENE XVI. 
15 Cynthia, Lord Touchwood, 
Cyn. My Lord muſing ? | 
Lord Touch. He has a quick invention, if this were 
ſuddenly defign'd— Yet he ſays he had prepar d my Chap- 


lain already. 


Cyn. How's this! Now 1 fear indeed. 
Lord Touch, Cynthia here alone, tair Couſin, and m 


lancholy? | 


:. Cyn. 
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Cyn. Your Lordfhip was thoughtful. | 

Lord Touch, My Thoughts were on ſerious Buſineſs, 
not worth your hearing. | 

Cyn. Mine were on Treachery concerning you, and 
may be worth your bearing. 

Lord Tbuc h. Treache:y concerning me, pray be plain 
Hark! whar Noiſe! „ 

Mack. ( within.) Will you not hear me? by 

Lady Touch, (within) No, Monſter! Traytor! No. 

Cyn. My Lady and Masiwell! th's may be lucky 
My Lord, let me entreat you to ſtand behind this Skreen, 
and liſten; perhaps this Chance may give you proof of 
what you ne'er could have believ'd from my Suſpicions. 

| SCENE 8VII. 
Lady Touchwood wth a Dagger, and Maskwell; Cyn- 
thia and Lord Touchwood abſ/cond, liſtning, 

Lady Toucir. You want but leiſure to invent freſh falſ- 
hood, and ſooth me to a fond belief of all your Fictions; 
but I will ſtab the Lie that's forming in your Heart, and 
lave ain, in pity to your Soul. > 1 

Mack, Strike then Since you will have it ſo. 

Lady Touch. Ha! a ſteady Villain to the laſt ! 

Mask. Come, why do you daliy with me thus? 

Lady Touch. Thy ſtubborn Temper ſhocks me, and you 
knew it would this is Cunoing ail, and not Cou- 
rage; no, I know thee well: But thou ſhalt mils thy 
Aim. | 

Mask. Ha, ha, ha. 

Lady Touch, Ha, Do you mock my Rage? then this 
ſhall puni'n your fond, raſh Contempt! Again ſmile! 

(Goes to ftrife.. 
And ſuch a Smile as ſpeaks anambiguity! Ten thouſand 
Meanings lurk in each Corner of that various Face, : 
O! That chey were written in thy Heart, that I, with 
this, Hh ay thee open to my Sight! | 
But then t ill be too late to kno]ꝗ- OS 

Thou hf, thou haſt found the only way to tura my 
Rage; 120 well thou know'fi ray jenlous Soul cou'd ne- 
ver bear Uncerizinty, Speak then, and tell me Yet 
are you ſillent? Oh, I am wilder'd in all Paſſions! But 
thus my Anger melts. (Weeps) Here take this Es 
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for my very Spirits taint, and I want strength to hold it, 
thou haſt diſarm di my Soul. (Gives the Dagger. 


Lord Zouch. Amazement ſhakes me— where. will 
this end e oe ge | | 2 
Mack. So, tis well let your wild Fury have a Vent; 


and when you have temper, tell me. 


Lady Touch. Now, now, now 1 am calm, and can 
hear vou. a | . 4 

Mask. (alone) Thanks, my Invention ; and now T have 
it for you Firſt tell me what urg'd you to this Violence? 


For your Paſſion broke in ſuch imperte& Terms, that yet 


I am to learn the Cauſe. 

Lady Touch, My Lord himſelf ſurpriz'd me with the 
News, you were to marry Cynthia. That you Had 
own'd your Love to him, and his Indulgence would aſſiſt 
you to attain your Ends. x = 15: 2 200g 
. Cyn. How, my Lords . 8 

Lord Touch. Pray forbear all Reſentments for a while, 


and let us hear the reſt. 


Mask. I grant you in Appearance all is true; 1-ſeem'd 
conſenting to my Lord ;-nay, tranſported witk the. Bleſ- 
ſing But could you think that I, who had been happy 


in your loy'd Embraces, could e er be found of au inferior 


Slavery? g ; 4 
FX orga Touch. Ha! O Poiſon to my Ears: what do I 
bar. | IT 
Cyn. Nay, good my Lord, forbear Reſentment, let us 


hear it out. 
Lord Touch. Yes, I will contain; tho' I cou'd burſt. 


Mask. I that had wanton'd in the rich Circle of your 


World of Love, cou d be confin'd within the puny Pro- 


vince of Girl? No et tho' I dote on each laſt 
Favour more than all the reſt; though I would give a Limb 
for every Look you eheaply throw away on any other Ob- 


ject of your Love; yet fo far I prize your Pleaſures er 
my own, that all this ſeeming Plot that I have laid, has 


been to pms your Taſte, and cheat the World, to prove 
a ſaithfu e to you. . | 
Lady Touch, If it were true—— Buthow can it be? 


Mack. I have ſo contrived that Melleſont will preſently,” 


in 


in the. Chaplain's Habit, wait for Cynthia 
f youre 


D 2. 


— 
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your Dreſfiag-Room: But E have put the Change upon | 
her, that ſhe may be other-where employ'd ——— DD | 
you procure her Night-Gown, and with your Hoods 
tyed over your Face, meet him in her ſtead; you may go [ 
privately by the Back Stairs, and. unperceiv'd, there you | 1s 
may propoſe to reinſtate him in his Incle's Favour, it heul 

comply with your Deſires; his Caſe is defperate, and I [ 
believe he'll yie'd ro any Conditions, It not, here take [ 

you may employ it better, than in the Heart of one | 


- © who is nothing when not yours. 


X | (Giving the Dagger. 
Lady Tuch Thou can'ſt deceive every Body, — 
Nay thou haſt deceiv'd me; but tis as I would wiſh, | 
Truſty Villain! I could worſhip thee —m—_—_ | [ 
| Mask. No more. It wants but a few Minutes of f 
dhe Time; and Melleſont's Love will carry him there be- "= 
fore 1 1 = . ne | 
Jeady Touch. I-go, I fly, incomparable Maskwelt* | 
SC ENE XVIII. | : | 


Maskwell, Cynthia, Lord Touchwood. | 
Mask. So, this was a Pinobindeed, my Invention was | 
pon the Rack; and made Diſcovery of her laſt Plot: E | 


hope Cynthia and my Chaplain will be ready, 11 prepare 0 
mie 1 F 3 | TS, FJ 

| SCENE XI. [ 
| Cynthia, and Lord Touchwood. | I 
 Cyn. Now, my Lord? a b 
| Lord Touch. Aſtoniſhment binds up my Rage! Villa: | 
| ny upon Villany! Heav'ns, what a long Track of dark- [{ 
q Deceit has this diſcover'd ! Lam confounded when I look | 
| back, and want a Clue to guide me through the varions | 
1 N of unheard- of. T y. My Wife! Damnation! | 
| - -:: | 3 
| Cyn. My Lord, have Patience, and-be ſenſible how 1 
| great our Happineſs is, that this Diſcovery was not made | 
too late. 5 | 


= 
i 
| 
: 
6 - 


Lord Touch. I thank you; yet it may be till too late, * 
if we don't preſently prevent the Execution ot his Plots; — 
Ha! I'll do't. Where's Mellefonr, my poor in- [ 
jur d Nephew; — How:ſhall I make him ample Satisfac- - | 
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Cyn. I dare anſwer for him. 33 

Lord Touch. I do him fieſh' Wrong to queſtion his- 
Forgiveneſs; for I know him to be all Goodneſs, — 
Yet my Wifel. Damn her, She'il think to meet 
him in that Dreſſing Room; — Was'tnot ſo? And 


 Maskwell will expect you in the Chaplain's Chamber. 
For once I'll, add my Plot too, let us haſte to find 


out, and inform my Nephew ;z and do you, quickly as 
you can, bring allthe Company into this Gallery. 
I'll expoſe the Strum pet, and the Villain. 4 
SCENE XX. 
Tord Froth, and Sir Paul Plyant 
Lord Froth. By Heav'ns 1 have flept an Age——Sir- 
Paul, what a Clock ist? Paſt Eight, on my Confcienee : 
My Lady's is the moſt inviting Couch; and a Slvymber 
there, is the prettieſt Amuſement! But where's all the 
Company ? : | 
Sic P. The. Company, gads-bud, I don't know, my 
Lord, but here's the ſtrangeſt Revolution, all turn d top- 
fie turvy ; as I hope for Providence. 25 
Lord Froth. O Heav'ns, what's the Matter? Where's- 
my Wife? . | 4 | 5 
Sir P. All turn d topſie turvy, as ſure as a Gun. 
Lord Froth. How do you mean? My Wie 
Sir P. The ſtrangeſt Poſture of Affairs! 
Lord Frotb. What, my Wife? ?)? 
Sir P. No, no, I mean the Family. Your La 
dy's Affaire may be ina very good Poſture; I ſaw her go 


into the Garden with Mr. Brisk. 


Lord Froh. How? where? when? what to do? 
wa P. I ſuppoſe they have been laying their Heads to- 
Lord Froth. How? *". | 
Sir P. Nay, only about Poetry, I ſuppoſe, my Lord ;- 


making Couplets 
Lord * 


ord Froth, Couplets 
Sir f. O, here they come, 
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: (To them) Lady Froth, Brisk. ©: 
Brick. My Lord, your humble Servant; Sir Paul 


yours the fineſt Night! 5 | 
Lady Froth. My Dear, Mr. Brisk and I have been Star- 
gazing, I don't know how long. | 
Sir P. Does it not tire your Ladyſhip? are not you 
weary with looking up? " | 
My 


Lady Froth. Oh, no, I love it violently, 

Dear, you're melancholy. 15 

Lord Froth. O, No, my Dear; I'm but juſt awake — 

Lady Exoth. Snuff ſome of my Spirit of Hartshorn. 

Wow Froth. I've tome of my own, thank you, my 
r | 


Lady Froth. Well I ſwear Mr. Brisk, you underſtood” 
Aftronomy like an old Egyprian. . 
Brist. Not comparably to your Ladyſhip; you are the 
very Cynthia of the Skies, and Queen of Stars. | 
Lady Froth. That's becauſe 1 have no Light, but 
what's by Reflection from you, who are the Sun. 
Brisk. Madam, you have eclips'd me quite, let me pe- 
Tiſh, I can'tanſwer that. 9 | 
Lady F724. No matter,. Harkye, hall you and 
I makean Almanack together © 


Brisk. With all my Soul. Four Ladyſhip has 
made me the Man init already, I'm fo full of the Wounds 
_ which you have given. | 


Lady Froth. Q finely taken! I ſwear now you are e- 
ven with me, O Parnaſſus! you have an infinite deal of 
Wit. . =P s 7 Te 3 6 

Sir P. So he has, Gads-bud, and ſo has your Lady ſhip. 
| SCENE XXII. : 
(To them) Lady Plyant, Careleſs, Cynthia. 

Lady P. You. tell me moſt ſurprizing things; bleſs. 
me, who would ever truſt a Man? O my Heart akes for 
fear they ſhould be all deceitful alike. 5 

Care. Vou need not fear, Madam; you have Charms 

to fix Inconſtancy it ſelf, 

Lady P. O deg, you make me bluſh. . 


Lord 


| 
1 ” 
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Lord Froth. Come, my Dear, ſhall we take leave of 
my Lordand Lady ? 22 8 
Cyn. They'll wait upon your Lordſhip preſently. 
Lady Froth. Mr. Brist, my Coach ſhall ſet you down, 
All. What's the Matter : 
„ (Agreat Shrick from the Corner of the Stage. 
| SCENE XXIII. 
¶ Iv them) Lady Touchwood-runs out affrighted, my Lord 
* after her, like a Parſ0n. | 
Lady Touch. O I'm betray d.. Save me, help me! 
Lord Touch, Now, what Evaſion, Strumpet ? 
Lady Touch, Stand off, let me go. 1 
Lord Touch, Go, and thy own Infamy purſue thee.— 
You ſtare as you were all amazed, don't wonder 
at it.. E but too ſoon you'll know mine and that 
Woman's Shame. | | 
SCENE The Laſt. | 
Lord Touchwood, Lord Froth, Lady Froth, Lady Ply- 
ant, Sir Paul Plyant, Cynthia, Mellefont, Mask well, 
fs Mellefont diſguiſed in a Parſon's Habit and pulling in 
| Maskwell, 
Mel. Nay, by Heav'n you ſhall be ſeen, Care- 
:lef5, your Hand: Do you hold down your Head: Yes, 
Lam your Chaplain: look in the Face of your injured 
Friend ; thou wonder of all Faiſhood. 
Lord Touch. Are you filent, Monſter ? 
405 Mel. Good Heav'ns! How I believ'd and lov'd this 
Man! Take him hence for he's a Diſeaſe to wy 
Sight. "4 
Tod Touch, Secure that manifo'd Villain. „ 
| (! ervants ſcixe him. 
Care, Miracle of Inpratitude! | Ds. 
| Brick, This is all very ſurprizing, let me periſh. 
\ Lady Froth. You know I told you, Saturn lobk'd & 
| little more angry chan uſual, 3 
Lord Touch. We'll think of Puniſhment at Leiſure, 
but let me naſten to do Juſtice, in rewanng Virtue and 
wrong d Innocence. Nephew, I hope I have your 
Pardon, and Cynthias. 


\ 
1 * 
3 


, 


41 10 e Mel. 
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| Mel. We are your Lordſhip's Creatures. „ 
| Lord Tuach. And be each others Comfort Let A 
| me join your Hands: Unwearied Nights, and | 
| wiſhing Days attend you both; mutual Love, laſtin 
Health and circling joys tread round each happy Year o 
your long Lives, | | | 


Let ſeerel Fillany from hencebe warn'd 
Howe er in private We ue conceiv'd, 
Torture and Shame atiend their open Birth; 
Like Vipers in the Woms, baſe Treachery lies, ' 
Still gnatoing that, whers ſirſt it did ariſe ; 
No ſooner born but tie vile Parent dies. | 
| (Exeunt Omnes, 
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